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Body: <h1>Give Me Your Heart</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/38464141">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/660524742408896512/and-with-fire-in-my-lungs">Prev</a></p><p><b>Summary:</b> Bill can sense his unease, because Bill can always read him like an open book, “It’s okay Eds, it’s just like we practice,” he says without his stutter. Bill is completely sincere because he’s great like that “I know you can do this.” The corners of his eyes felt wet, how did he get so lucky? Glowing in the confidence that Bill has given him, he steadies his grip on the knife and takes a deep breath.   “Nononononono,”  the man is pleading but Eddie’s not listening to him. This isn’t about the cigarette man anymore. Or a scene of an AU me and Pj came up with.</p><p><b>Warnings</b>: This is rated R.<b> </b>Graphic description of a murder that main characters commit and oral sex</p><!-- more --><p><b>A/N:</b> This is a VERY late birthday present for Pj (<a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m14VJA2CgnhfQu0CpMYYx5Q">@s-oulpunk</a>) and I&rsquo;m sorryyy.<br/>Happy Late Birthday Pj, Ily and I hope you enjoy this</p><p>-</p><p>There&rsquo;s a man smoking a cigarette in the alley between the bars. It’s his third one of the night. He’s been steadily chugging away on them, only stopping momentarily to light his next. The way he holds his cigarette reminds Eddie of how Bill holds his when he smokes, sometimes. Before Bill would smoke when Richie would light one up, but Bill has since decided it’s time for the Trashmouth to quit his habit. That didn’t mean Bill would quit also, as he usually lights one up after a good and hard fuck. It’s a habit Eddie would normally find disgusting but it’s different with Bill. Everything is different with Bill. He doesn’t mind the taste of menthol and nicotine when Bill kisses him after ruining his lungs.</p><p>A teenager approaches the cigarette man and from where Eddie watches from the car across the street, he can still see the jitters in his steps. The teenager says a few words that Eddie can&rsquo;t hear from his distance, before holding out money with a stiff arm. The cigarette man eyes the kid up and down before snatching the money and fishing out a brown baggy from his heavy coat. The cigarette man tosses it at the teenager, who almost doesn’t catch it, and then scurries off after. </p><p>He doesn’t take any action to move on after the teenager has disappeared, instead chooses to resume leaning against the grungy brick wall of the alley, probably settling in for a night of selling white powder. Too bad his night is about to be cut short. </p><p>The car is dead silent. Eddie has barely moved a muscle for the whole hour they’ve been there. Bill is stalking his next victim, and it&rsquo;s easy for Eddie to be swept up in it. This is the first time Eddie has been brought along for a kill. Usually, he’s there for after it, to clean up the scene or be thrown against the nearest surface and fucked senseless, the warm blood still on Bill’s hands. After a kill Bill can be particularly rough. He&rsquo;s never gotten to see Bill right before the kill though. </p><p>Richie got to go along once, much to Eddie and Stan’s jealousy. Richie<i> was </i>and <i>is </i>always Bill’s partner in crime though, so it made sense when Bill chose Richie to come along first. It was Richie’s first kill he ever made, under Bill’s guidance of course. That night, long after Bill was passed out in bed, content and his lust satisfied, Richie recounted the experience in hushed whispers to him and Stan. Eddie listened in awe, wanting to also prove his worth to Bill as Richie did. Thankfully Eddie didn’t have to wait long.</p><p>This isn’t the first time Bill and Eddie have seen the cigarette man. He’s a regular supplier of party supplies when they’re in a particular party mood. Stan usually is the one who buys from him. Stan can handle himself and he can be an intimidating motherfucker when he wants to be, so Bill doesn&rsquo;t have a problem with Stan interacting with people of the likes of cigarette man. But last weekend was an exception, Eddie had to go buy it. It was Stan’s birthday and Bill had Stan <i>quite literally </i>tied up so the task of buying party supplies fell on Eddie. </p><p>He was nervous but if Stan could hold his own he figured he could too. Too bad the cigarette man found him cute and decided to get a quick grope in before pushing the brown paper bag into Eddie’s back pocket. And Eddie? He just stood there like a deer in the headlights, too stunned to react. Too focused on the grimy hands that touched that weren&rsquo;t Bill&rsquo;s.</p><p>Eddie returned home and for the sake of not wanting to ruin their celebrations of Stan, he chose not to say anything. It was only later in the night, Bill and Eddie were the only two awake. They were cuddled up in bed, Stan on Bill&rsquo;s side, laying on Bill&rsquo;s naked chest with Richie spooning him from behind, both fast asleep. Eddie was on Bill&rsquo;s other side, tracing the pretty hickies him and Richie were allowed to leave on Bill&rsquo;s neck earlier that night. </p><p>Bill asked him what was wrong, because Bill knows everything, especially when it comes to his boys, and Eddie can’t lie to Big Bill.<i> “I really didn’t mean to just stand there and let him Billy! I should’ve shoved him away, I’m sorry!”  </i>In a flash, unadulterated rage took over Bill’s red, glazed over baby blue eyes. Someone had <i>touched </i>one of <i>his </i>boys and there was going hell to pay. It made Eddie fall in love with Bill a little more. </p><p>Now they’re here, waiting for the perfect moment. Eddie’s starting to feel what Richie was talking about. Something is mesmerizing about watching someone, knowing that their breaths are counted. Even if they’re as grubby as someone like cigarette man. He almost feels silly with it, but he’ll keep himself composed. He doesn’t want to disappoint Bill. </p><p>When he glances over at the driver&rsquo;s side, his controlled breathing completely stops. Bill has his eyes locked on his target. Not a single muscle twitching, his knuckles gripping the steering wheel, his eyes looking like those of a starving man. It’s almost otherworldly to be up so close, watching Bill study and gauge his next victim. Calculating exactly how he plans to rip his life away. </p><p>Bill must feel Eddie’s eyes on him because suddenly he’s looking at him, his gaze all-consuming. A corner of his mouth twitches up in amusement, “You ruh-ready Eds?” </p><p>Eddie wonders if anyone can ever be ready for something like this, but he’s not about to be up showed by the Trashmouth so he nods his head. They’ve talked about this plenty of times. Bill has told him what he needs to do countless times till he saw the confidence finally build up in Eddie. Bill has never treated Eddie like he was something fragile like his mother, but Bill knows that sometimes he just needs a push. </p><p>Before Eddie can psyche himself out too much he opens the door and starts to walk down the street towards the alley. He spares a glance back over his shoulder, but Bill has already slipped out of the car too, blending into the silence of the night. Yet he feels as if Bill&rsquo;s presence is all around him.</p><p>In the yellow light of the street lamps, he can see the way cigarette man’s eyes light up when they land on Eddie approaching him. He smiles at him over his cigarette, all yellow and crooked teeth. </p><p>“Back again purrdy boy?” he sneers. That comment would normally send a shiver of disgust down his spine, but not tonight. Tonight Eddie is filled with the confidence Bill has spent hours instilling in him. </p><p>“Just for a moment, only till I get what I want,” Eddie picks at his nails, trying to show he better things to do than pay the foul-smelling man any attention. </p><p>The cigarette man pushes himself off of the wall, completely zoned in on Eddie. He hasn’t noticed the new presence behind him in the shadows. “Stay for a while and I’ll make sure you get<i> everythin </i>you want.”</p><p>Cigarette man reaches a hand out towards Eddie, to grab him, pull him in, who knows because he never gets a chance. It all happens in a flash and it takes Eddie a moment to register what he’s seeing. </p><p>Bill has a thick arm wrapped around the cigarette man’s throat, smothering him with a chloroform rag. The cigarette man looks angry and betrayed as he glares down at Eddie, trying to fight his way out of Bill’s gasp, clawing at Bill&rsquo;s forearm. It’s no use. In just moments he’s knocked out cold, Bill supporting his wait. To anyone who may pass by, it just looks like Bill is holding up his friend who had too much to drink.</p><p>Without uttering a word Eddie follows Bill to the car, popping the trunk open so that Bill can toss him in. This is happening, they’re actually doing this. He feels almost like a giddy child bringing home a new toy from the toy store, so excited to get home so that he can rip the toy box open.</p><p>He’s expecting a silent car ride, like the one all the way here, so he jumps when Bill turns on the radio. Heavy metal blasts through the speakers and Bill gives him a blinding smile when they both realize Bill’s favorite metal band, Skull Flower, is on. Bill rests a casual but firm hand on Eddie’s thing and squeezes it as he raises an eyebrow. This is his way of asking if this is still okay. He can back out now if he wants, Bill can carry out the kill on his own and Eddie go back to Stan and Richie. But Eddie wants to be one to kill the greasy bastard who had the audacity to touch him. He wants to see how proud Bill will be of him.</p><p>Eddie grasps his wrist and squeezes back, taking satisfaction in the way Bill’s eyes dilate at the simple gesture. After the kill, Eddie will be spending the rest of his night on his back, and the mere thought of it is enough to get his blood running down south. One glance at Bill’s crotch shows that he’s in the same boat, his bulge pressing uncomfortably against his zipper. Bill gets off on this stuff. He would never push any of his boys, but he’s obviously excited that they’re starting to join him for his ‘adventures’.</p><p>Bill starts back up the car and quickly gets them to their next location, the place where they’ll kill the cigarette man. Bill doesn’t speed because he’s not dumb enough to speed with an unconscious man in the back of his trunk, but even so, Eddie feels like he’s blinked and they’re pulling up into the foreclosed house.</p><p>The house is nice, but not nice enough for Bill to want to set up camp in it. Bill has Richie and Stan stashed at a fancy upstate hotel, awaiting their return. Bill turns off the headlights and pulls the car into park behind some bushes, out of sight of the road.</p><p>Out of the car, Bill pulls their guest that’s still out cold out of the car by the scruff of his neck, easily hauling him over his shoulder. Eddie’s mouth goes dry at the sight. He gets control over himself and rushes to beat Bill to the door, pulling out Richie’s lockpicking set. He wanted to impress Bill so he begged Richie to teach him how to successfully pick a lock. Eddie’s happy he’s a fast learner.</p><p>There’s a tell-tell click of the deadbolt unlocking and he can’t stop the smile from creeping up his face. He’s a little proud of himself. Eddie opens the door and he’s still smiling when he looks back at Bill. </p><p>“Good job Eds.” That simple praise could be enough for Eddie to live off of for a week, but like an addict, he’s greedy for more. The night has just begun after all.</p><p>As if he’s lived here all his life, Bill easily navigates the house, heading upstairs to the master bedroom. He bypasses throwing the man on the bed and instead drops him into the porcelain tub in the master bathroom. It’ll save time on cleaning up if they kill him there. Not that Bill has been particularly concerned with clean-up lately. He’s been enjoying leaving ‘presents’ for detective Mike Hanlon. </p><p>“Tie him up Eddie, j-just like I tah-taught you,” Bill tells him. Eddie pulls out the rope as he passes the duffle bag to Bill. He grips the rope tightly as he approaches the man in the tub. Bill is out of sight, having gone back into the bedroom with the duffle bag, trusting Eddie to do as he’s told. </p><p>The cigarette man is a lot less scary looking now. He still smells. Like rotten eggs. Honestly, with the way his face squished up against the side of the tub, saliva dripping out of the corner of his mouth and his dirty clothes twisted around him, he looks really <i>pathetic. </i>Bill and Eddie are doing the world a service by getting rid of this sad excuse of a human being. His hands and face are starting to twitch, he’s going to be waking up soon.</p><p>Quickly, and just like Bill taught, he binds the man’s hands. He makes the loops and knots, feeling the ghost of Bill’s hands on top of his, guiding him through the practiced movements. Stan may have taught Bill how to originally tie knots, but Bill has since perfected it and has passed that knowledge onto him and Richie. </p><p>“Make sure it’s nnn-nice and tight Eds.”</p><p>The sound of Bill’s voice startles him. He’s holding a hunting knife, his favorite hunting knife, and has taken his clothes off, standing only in his boxer briefs. The lag in activities has done nothing to dull his arousal, his cock still standing at attention. Eddie has the brief fantasy of falling to his knees, yanking Bill’s boxer briefs down, and swallowing him down to the base, but a groan comes from the bathtub. Their guest is waking up. </p><p>Bill gently nudges Eddie out of the way, “Go ch-change. I don’t wuh-wanna hear about your ff-favorite shirt getting ruined later because you gu-got a little blood on it.”</p><p>He colors at that because that is exactly something he would complain about. Back in the master bedroom he sees the duffle bag haphazardly tossed on the bed. Richie so graciously gave him an old band t-shirt to wear so he changes into that and shucks his shorts off so that he’s only in his underwear. </p><p>The cigarette man is almost awake when he goes back into the bathroom, his eyes are open but he’s blearily looking around the room, not yet aware of how deep of shit he’s in. Bill has stripped him of his coat, leaving the man in a stained gray t-shirt. On the counter are his possessions, a wad of cash, held together by a rubber band, and the remainder of the brown paper bagged goodies. There&rsquo;s also a dwindled pack of cigarettes, menthol flavored. Bill&rsquo;s favorite. Bill will hold onto those things, and give Stan time to find another supplier. If Eddie scrubs down the coat it could even be a nice fit for Bill with the winter months coming up.</p><p>He notices that Bill has also set the knife down on the counter as he stands next to him. Bill’s shoulders are tense in anticipation, he’s ready to lash out at a moment’s notice. A hawk ready to strike down a field bunny. They’ll use the knife on him but Eddie doesn’t question the fact that Bill wouldn’t mind beating their guest up till he&rsquo;s bloody and battered, killing him with his bare hands. Maybe Bill would even prefer that after what he did to Eddie. Bill never liked to share.</p><p>The man seems to snap to awareness once he realizes he’s no longer in the dark alley. There’s a desperate shuffle in the tub as he tries to get his bearings, struggling with it as his hands are bound behind his back and now shoeless feet slide against the porcelain tub. Like the rest of his clothes, his socks are tattered and his big toes are peaking out. He reminds Eddie of a cockroach, scattering because a light has been turned on. </p><p>“The fuck is going on?! Where am I?!” he shouts when he manages to get himself sitting on his knees. Eddie doesn’t flinch, just like Bill. Neither of them moves towards him, just staring him down. Bill’s waiting on him to make the first move. When neither of them answers him, he curses at them, spitting as he yells, “Fuck you guys! You’re goin to fuckin regret this!”</p><p>The cigarette man’s eyes zone in on Eddie and his eyebrow furrows. His face is flushed in anger and somehow he’s managed to make himself look uglier. Something clicks for him, “Whad happen <i>purrdy boy? </i> Ran off to your boyfriend to defend ya? Little fuckin fag-”</p><p>Bill’s fist collides with his jaw, sending him sprawling back into the tub. He brings his fist back down to his side, and Eddie can see the white of his knuckles as Bill fights to stay in control. It’s endearing. </p><p>He flounders around in the tub, blood rushing out his nose, staining everything. <i>“Fuck! </i> What the fuck! Fuck you man!” He’s trying to stop the flow of the blood, putting his face into his shoulder while simultaneously trying to get himself back upright. Now he looks like a fish stuck on dry land, desperately fighting to stay alive. He eventually gives up flopping around like a fool, laying on his back, his neck crammed uncomfortably against the side of the tub. For the first time, fear enters his eyes.</p><p>“Look man, if it’s about money, I gots plenty of it! Take all of it, consider it a gift, yeah?!” Bill lets out an amused huff as if this is all just one of Richie’s jokes. A smile tugs at the corner of his own lips as he watches their guest start to grow more desperate. </p><p>The cigarette man licks his now bloody lips, smacking, before addressing Bill, preparing to bargain his way out of this, “‘Kay so money’s not ya thing? How about sum blow? Keep what&rsquo;s there and I could get ya sum more too!” Again Bill doesn’t budge, when Eddie glances up at him, he almost looks bored. There’s a noticeable tremble to the cigarette man’s voice now, “Look man, I’m sorry I touched your boy! I didn’t know he was spoken for ‘kay? Honest mistake! Learned ma lesson!”</p><p>Bill tilts his head and lets out a long hum, “Okay.” He grabs the man by his shoulders, gripping harder when the cigarette man momentarily shimmies in his grip and pulls him up so he’s standing in the tub. The cigarette man is tall, but not as tall as Bill’s big stature. Bill holds him up high till he&rsquo;s barely on his tippy toes, his socked toes hopelessly searching for steady purchase on the porcelain. </p><p>A moment of relief at being almost on his feet again crosses the man’s face. Bill and the cigarette man make eye contact and Eddie knows what&rsquo;s about to happen before it does. Barely on his own feet and his hands tied behind his back, the man rears his head back and goes in for a head butt. It lands. </p><p>Bill drops the man and he goes back to spluttering in the tub but Eddie doesn’t pay him any mind. Not when Bill is looking like<i> that. </i>The head butt must have hit his forehead as an angry mark is budding up above his left eyebrow, the same one with the scar. Bill’s eyes are wide open and he looks crazed because he is <i>seething. </i>Those bright blues have never looked more dangerous. </p><p>Bill clamors into the tub, the man trying and unsuccessfully trying to kick him. He tosses the man onto his stomach and pulls him up by a fist full of hair, the man screaming. “You’ll pay for this! Ya bunch of fuckin faggots!” he glares at Eddie, “Should’ve had ma fun with ya-”</p><p><i>“NO.”  </i>Bill reaches around him and punches him square in the chest, knocking the breath out of him and shutting him up. He adjusts his grip on the man so that he has him in a headlock. Bill has sat down on the side of the tub so that the man is on his knees. There’s no escape for him now. Bill has him surrounded.</p><p>“Eds get the knife.” It takes him a moment to realize that Bill is talking to him. “Eddie, the knife!”</p><p>That gets him moving. When he grabs it he immediately marvels at the weight of it in his hand. The hunting knife has a smooth thick wooden handle and there’s something so solid about holding it. There’s power in brandishing a blade. </p><p>Despite that though when he approaches the tub again…he’s nervous. This is his first time doing this and he doesn’t want to mess it up. He doesn’t want to let Big Bill down. How easy would this be to screw up? Just one little wrong move. He shuffles his feet as he looks down at the man. </p><p>Unlike earlier, his face looks completely pale. He knows his end is coming but he’s still fighting. Uselessly he wiggles in Bill’s unforgiving grip, but Bill’s arm around his throat just gets tighter. His breath is coming out in quick puffs and his eyes dart around the room, looking for some last hope of getting out of this. Bill is right, it is<i> transfixing  </i>how some scum will continue to fight right up to the end, even if it’s useless. The way of human nature. </p><p>Bill can sense his unease, because Bill can always read him like an open book, “It’s okay Eds, it’s just like we practice,” he says without his stutter. Bill is completely sincere because he’s great like that <i>“I know you can do this.”</i></p><p>The corners of his eyes felt wet, how did he get so lucky? Glowing in the confidence that Bill has given him, he steadies his grip on the knife and takes a deep breath.<i>   “Nononononono,” </i> the man is pleading but Eddie’s not listening to him. This isn’t about the cigarette man anymore. </p><p>Eddie plunges the knife out and warm, sticky blood starts to steep down his hand. He can’t stop staring at where he has the knife plunged into the man’s gut and all he can think about is that the blood is so<i> warm </i>and so <i>thick. </i>Bill’s big hand reaches back around the man and eclipses his where it’s still holding onto the knife’s handle. Under Bill’s guidance, he pulls the knife out and plunges it back in, causing even more blood to spout out. The human body is filled with one and a half gallons of blood after all, according to Stan. The man makes a gurgling sound as Bill guides his hand into another stab, this time right under the ribcage. </p><p>The man has stopped moving but his eyes are open in horror and blood is spilling out the sides of his mouth. He’s even bleeding internally. Bill lets go of his hand and Eddie makes the final puncture all on his own. Right where his stomach should be. </p><p>Bill lets go of the man and he slumps down into the tub, slowly bleeding out. Bill’s feet are in the tub, and the blood is starting to pool, staining Bill’s whites socks. Of course, he forgot to take his socks off,<i> again. </i>Eddie can hear Stan chastising Bill later about the wasted socks and the thought makes him giggle.</p><p>A strong hand runs through his hair, settling to cup his face. Bill tilts his chin, directing his attention to him. The amount of adoration Bill is looking at him with hits him like a tidal wave. “You did so good, Eds.”</p><p>The tears do fall then and Eddie is on Bill in an instant. He’s desperately smashing his lips against his, one hand reaching out to grab on to Bill, trying to pull him out of the tub and over the annoying body in the way. Bill entertains him for a moment before chuckling against his lips and pulling away.</p><p>He takes the knife from Eddie’s hand, where it’s gone lax, and places the knife on the counter like it’s something sacred. Finally, he gets out of the tub, leaving bloody sock footprints on the tile floor. Eddie doesn’t care because now he can get his hands back on Bill. He has to stand on his tippy toes to kiss Bill at his full height, but Bill’s just as excited as he is. He wraps his hands around the sides of his waist and squeezes, giving Eddie the signal to jump up. </p><p>Eddie jumps and gets his legs wrapped around Bill’s torso, Bill easily supporting his whole weight. This allows their swollen groins to press against each other, causing Eddie to groan into the kiss. Bill takes advantage of it by immediately running his tongue against Eddie’s, taking complete control of the kiss, but when is Bill ever not in control? Bill starts to walk them back into the bedroom, leaving a bloody trail of his sock footprints. </p><p>Disappointedly, instead of throwing Eddie onto the bed, he sets Eddie down. “G-get ready to leave,” he grinds out. Bill’s fighting to get back in control, and Eddie knows Bill wants more than anything is to fuck him senseless right now, still high off of the kill but they can’t risk leaving DNA. Can’t risk getting caught. They can resume once they get back to the safety or their fancy hotel room, back where Stan and Richie are waiting on them. The thing is Eddie doesn’t  <i>want </i> to wait. He wants Bill and he wants him  <i>now.  </i></p><p>“But  <i>Billy, </i>” he whines. Bill gives him a warning look, there’s only so much whining he can tolerate, but right now Eddie wants to press his luck. He sits on his knees on the bed, arms crossed and his bottom lip pulled into a pout, “I want it <i> nowww, </i>” he draws out.</p><p>Bill walks over to him, his stupid shirt has been pulled back on. When he raises his hand, Eddie doesn’t know if Bill’s going to slap him or caress his face, and that is all part of the fun. He’s actually a little disappointed when that hand goes to softly lift his chin. “You want it, baby? Tell me what you want?”</p><p>Oh if Eddie could physically melt, he’d be doing that right now. “Want your cock Billy, really want it,” he pleads. </p><p>Bill hums again, like how he did in the bathroom. His eyes rake over Eddie, his gaze lingering on Eddie’s tented underwear. It’s so like how Bill stalks his victims, but Eddie isn’t scared. He knows Bill values him more than any of the scum that’s been unfortunate enough to meet the end of Bill’s knife. Suddenly Bill’s other hand snatches him by the back of his head, pulling on his hair, “And I want a guh-good little boy who w-won’t backtalk.”</p><p>The pain shoots down the back of his head from Bill’s harsh grip and a smile blossoms across his face, “Was I not just a good little boy,” he taunts, “Don’t I deserve a reward?” </p><p>“You were <i> such </i> a guh-good boy.” Bill glances back at the bathroom, and contemplates, “Luh-lets leave it for Detective Hanlon to find,” he says with a hint of amusement in his voice, “Let&rsquo;s get b-back to the hotel. I need to p-put my eyes on Richie and Stan, and I&rsquo;ll show em how guh-good of a boy you are.”</p><p>Eddie likes that idea very much. Anytime Bill shows him special attention in front of Richie and Stan, showing them how much he loves <i> Eddie, </i> it’s enough to almost make him feel drunk off of it. Stan may constantly get chastised for being the jealous one, but Eddie is the possessive one.</p><p>“I’ll even give you a treat on the way over,” Bill adds, a mischievous twinkle in his eye.</p><p>He launches off the bed, quickly changing into his normal clothes and stuffing the now bloody shirt he was wearing back into the duffle bag. Bill grabs the knife and wraps it in the bloody socks he’s removed. This means Bill’s going to have to wear his tennis shoes without socks and the thought of that makes Eddie wrinkle his nose. Bill just chuckles at him. </p><p>They get back into the car quickly, one less burden to carry back now. Bill sends a text to Richie that they’re on their way back before turning the music back on and pulling out into the road. They leave the front door wide open. Someone will notice and soon Detective Hanlon will find Bill&rsquo;s gift.</p><p>Eddie is far away in his thoughts once the car starts going, reliving the memory of taking that man&rsquo;s life from him. It felt so nice to be the one taking something away from someone. His whole life things were constantly being taken away from Eddie. From his mom taking away his childhood and filling it with placebos to Bowers taking away his dignity, making him feel like there was something wrong with him because of the way he looked at boys. Bill gave him the power to change that, Bill made him realize he can also take from people. Eddie can have control.</p><p>Bill’s hand on his thigh gets painful and it yanks Eddie’s head from the clouds. The music has been turned down. His breath hitches when he sees that Bill has pulled his cock out from his pants. It stands tall and thick, a drop precum already pooling at the tip. Bill just looks at him with a raised eyebrow, “Come enjoy your treat Eds.”</p><p>Eddie scrambles over the middle counsel, his body contorted at an uncomfortable angle but he doesn’t care. He  <i>needs </i> to taste Bill. His hand looks pathetically small wrapped around the base of Bill’s cock, and it makes saliva pool in his mouth. He kitten licks the tip, enjoying the salty taste of precum that coats his tongue. </p><p>Bill, as impatient as ever when it comes to things concerning his dick, starts to push down on the back of his head, “M-more Eddie, <i> now. </i>”</p><p>Eddie is such a sucker for the way Bill’s voice gets gravely when he’s turned on so he opens his jaw wide. He licks up the vein in fat stripes of his tongue and thoroughly coats Bill’s dick with his spit and own precum before taking him as far down his throat as he can go. He barely has a gag reflex but still, he starts to choke himself two-thirds of the way down. </p><p>Bill lets out an appreciative groan, “So fuh-fucking good Eds,  <i>fuck </i>,” and grips his hair tighter.</p><p>He’s so hard in shorts and he wants to rub himself off on the car seat but then Bill won’t fuck him later. He’ll end up unfucked with a bruised ass, forced to watch as Bill ravages Richie and Stan and instead. He knows this from experience. Even so, it&rsquo;s a struggle to not put any kind of friction on his own achingly hard dick. </p><p>It’s a good thing Bill doesn’t really give him a chance to think about his arousal as he’s pushing down on Eddie’s head again, encouraging him to take his pulsing cock deeper down his throat. </p><p>Eddie does just that, the spongy head of Bill’s dick pushing its way down his throat. He starts coughing around him, causing his throat to constrict around him. This is always Bill’s favorite feeling. Bill’s head thuds against the seat’s headrest, “Fucking love your t-tight throat, love you gag f-f-for me.”</p><p>Eddie positively whines at that and doubles down on his efforts. He doesn’t know how long he stays down there. Sucking Bill’s dick like his life depends on it. There are tears running down his pretty face and he knows his lips are swollen and flush but he also knows that that’s Bill’s favorite look on him so he doesn’t mind. </p><p>It gets to the point where he thinks Bill’s about to bust. He can feel that his balls have grown tight with the need to release down the back of Eddie’s throat and he’s cursing and groaning every other breath. Right, when he thinks he’s about to tip Bill over the edge, he gets a swift smack on his thigh, causing him to yelp in surprise, and Bill pulls him off of him by the hair. </p><p>“Fix yourself,” Bill tells him as they start to pull into the line of the hotel’s vale service. If Eddie was in a more clear state of mind, he would want to retort back, telling him should be more worried about fixing himself. Bill’s eyes are almost completely eclipsed by the pupils, near black with how turned on he is. A blush creeps down the front of Bill&rsquo;s neck and into his chest.</p><p>Eddie does as he’s told and wipes his face and his mouth just in time for the hotel serviceman to approach their car. He doesn’t know how Bill got his dick put away so quickly as Bill smiles at the man as if he didn’t just have Eddie gagging on his cock, or just kill a man. </p><p>As the car is being driven away, Bill keeps a tight grip on Eddie’s arm as he leads them up to their floor. He makes small talk with the elderly couple in the elevator but Eddie isn’t paying attention. He knows he did good, and Bill’s about to show him that. In front of Stan and Richie too. Oh, he really wants to  <i>cum. </i> </p><p>They don’t have to knock on the hotel room, Stan throws the door open the moment they’re in front of it, obviously eagerly waiting for their return. Bill smiles softly and kisses Stan on the crown on his head with a, “Hi Stanny.”</p><p>Richie comes bounding in from the room, excitement etched on his features, “Did you guys kill him? Is he dead, Big Bill?!” </p><p>Bill chuckles at Richie’s antics, “Yeah he’s dead Chee. Eddie did guh-good because he&rsquo;s such a guh-good boy,” Eddie lets out a needy whimper at that. Why isn’t Bill fucking him yet? They’re back in the hotel room now. Bill’s eyes snap to him, and his grip tightens on him. The next moment he’s airborne, being thrown onto the bed.</p><p>He’s dizzy for a moment but when his mind focuses he sees a now naked Bill standing at the end of the bed. Bill stares him down and smirks, “Richie, Stan, hold him down. Eddie is in fuh-for a very l-long night.”</p><p>Eddie Kaspbrack knows he would die for Bill Denbrough. </p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> I feel like the ending was rushed aaaaaa</p>
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Body: <h1>Why Not Me?</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/38314864">Ao3</a></p><p><b>Summary: </b>“Yeah of course you don’t,” he finds a sudden interest in his cracked nail polish, Hunter insisted it makes him look more metal. The next words stick in his gums, “You know she likes you? That’s why she hangs out over here all the time.”</p><p>Jacob scoffs, “First Derek and now you. Sara doesn’t like me. She’s my  friend.  That’s it, I wish you guys would stop saying otherwise.”</p><p>Or I wrote another scene from an AU</p><p><b>A/N:</b> Me and Pj (<a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m14VJA2CgnhfQu0CpMYYx5Q">@s-oulpunk</a>) <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m14VJA2CgnhfQu0CpMYYx5Q">watched</a> Metal Lords so ofc we came up with a whole AU where Kevin and Jacob are twin brothers, the sons of Stan and Bill. I decided to write a small little scene from there too. Also I feel like this is pre-Metal Lords so pre-Emily.</p><p>Also Pop is Bill and Dad is Stan.</p><!-- more --><p>Kevin watches his twin in bewilderment across the basement from where he sits at his drum set. He&rsquo;s not playing, it’s just where he decided to hide away at while <i>company</i> was over. Jacob is putting away the Xbox controllers, paying him no mind. Jacob never minds the silence because he is always lost in his own little world and he doesn’t care much for people, or what they think of him.</p><p>How does he do it? Live in a world where you can blissfully ignore the whispers about you in the hall. Jacob is not popular in school, and hey, neither is Kevin, but the difference between them is that Kevin<i>  cares </i> about being a <i>nobody.</i> It doesn’t help that his best friend Hunter also doesn’t care about being a nobody in high school. Kevin thinks that maybe if Jacob would be willing to say more than a handful of words to Hunter, they would be friends too. A strange thought that is, his best friend and his twin, <i>friends.</i></p><p>To say Jacob is “unknown” in school though would be a stretch. Everyone knows who Jacob is because they make sure to avoid him. Jacob is the “dark” and “mysterious” boy to everyone in their grade. A load of crap Kevin thinks. Jacob is just oblivious, not mysterious. There’s been a few times that girls would approach Kevin looking for Jacob’s phone number, too intimidated to ask him themselves. Kevin’s hopes have risen and then crashed and burned too many times. No girl ever asks his number, despite him and Jacob having the same face. They’re identical twins for fucks sake! What makes Jacob so special?</p><p>Pop says it&rsquo;s the way Jacob carries himself. Jacob has always known who he is, and Kevin is still figuring out who he wants to be. Okay yeah, that makes sense, but it doesn’t mean Kevin isn’t butthurt over it. Pop also tells him not to resent Jacob over it, that he only gets one brother and that Jacob loves him very much, even if he’s bad at showing it. This is also… true. Kids have stopped shoving him against lockers after Jacob tripped the last guy that did it and then proceeded kicked him in the gut. He got a week’s suspension, but he and Kevin never talked about it. They don’t talk about things like that.</p><p>Besides him and their dads, the only two people Jacob associates with are Derek and <i> Sara.  </i>Derek and Jacob have been friends since fifth grade, and Kevin likes Derek. He’s nice enough to him and he’s always sure to include Kevin when he’s over and when he’s around Jacob actually cracks a smile. A real one. Sara is a recent development.</p><p>Sara broke the norm, she bypassed Kevin and went straight to Jacob to ask for his number. Kevin didn’t even know this was a thing that had happened until she knocked on their front door one day, over to hang out with Jacob. Kevin’s heart had leaped up into his throat when he answered the door, stuttering on his tongue and trying to figure out why Sara was on his doorstep. Only for Jacob to nudge him out of the way to invite her inside. Sara’s smile grew twice as big when Jacob stepped into view and heartbreakingly Kevin realized what was happening.</p><p>He can’t be mad at Jacob, it’s not like he ever told him he was crushing hard on Sara. But in retrospect it&rsquo;s a little obvious so it still fuels the bitterness that resides on the back of his tongue when he watches the two of them play games in their basement turned hang-out room. Sara laughs at Jacob’s dumb dry sense of humor and he can hear videos of her singing from Jacob’s phone sometimes. He wishes she would sing for him. Sara coming over has become a weekly occurrence, much to Kevin’s disdain <i>and</i> delight.</p><p>He likes to use the excuse that he’s going over sheet music Hunter had given him to hang out down the basement with the pair. Jacob just shrugs his shoulders, he doesn’t care what Kevin does with his time, and Sara just politely smiles at him. Probably wishing that Kevin would give her and Jacob alone time, not that she would say that out loud.</p><p>She had just left a few moments ago, after a long session of watching Jacob go through the rounds of whatever games he’s obsessed with. She said bye to them as she politely declined their dad&rsquo;s offer to stay for dinner,<i>  “No thank you Mr. Stanley, but tell Mr. Bill, I said hello!”</i></p><p>Now it’s just him and Jacob. He can hear dad rustling around upstairs in the kitchen, finishing up dinner. Pop won’t be home till after he meets with his editor. The creak of Jacob heading back up the stairs breaks Kevin out of his stupor.</p><p>&ldquo;Sara sure has been coming over a lot lately.”</p><p>His twin peaks his head out of the railing, surprised, “Yeah I guess she has been, that doesn’t bother you right?”</p><p>There are some things Jacob wouldn’t see even if it was written on a rock that was thrown at his head. He sounds so sincere when he asks if her presence bothers him, how can he not tell that Kevin likes Sara? He’d much rather spend his afternoons doing something else than watching Jacob play another generic shooter game as Sara giggles as she tries to keep up.</p><p>Jacob descends back down the stairs, a furrow on his brow as he studies him, “Kev if something is bothering you, just tell me. I’ll tell her she can’t come over.”</p><p>A humorless chuckle slips out, “No Sara isn’t the problem here Jake.”</p><p>“Then I don’t understand.”</p><p>“Yeah of course you don’t,” he finds a sudden interest in his cracked nail polish, Hunter insisted it makes him look more metal. The next words stick in his gums, “You know she likes you? That’s why she hangs out over here all the time.”</p><p>Jacob scoffs, “First Derek and now you. Sara doesn’t like me. She’s my<i>  friend.  </i>That’s it, I wish you guys would stop saying otherwise.”</p><p>His face is heating up, “Yeah because a <i>friend  </i>brings over your favorite ice cream every time she comes over.”</p><p>“She’s just nice, I still don’t see what the problem is here Kev! Even if she likes me, it doesn’t matter. I don’t like her like that.”</p><p>Kev stands up and crosses the room, pushing a rough shove to Jacob’s chest, “You’re so stupid it hurts sometimes!” He goes to shove him again but Jacob grabs his shoulders, keeping him at arm&rsquo;s length.</p><p>“I’m the stupid one?! You’re the one picking a fight over nothing!” Jacob drops his hold on him with a deep sigh, “Look man, she won’t come over anymore, she’s not worth us arguing.”</p><p>“No that’s not it’s-” he runs a hand through his long hair, frustrated on how he has to explain himself, “It’s just, it’s just <i>l like her</i> and <i>she likes you</i> and obviously you don’t like her back, I think, but I still have to watch her come over and fawn over you! And I <i> still  </i>want her to come over because I at least get to see her, but I just wish she was coming over to<i> see me</i>…ya know.” A weight feels like it’s been lifted off of his chest. Dad always tells them they should be open and honest as a family and for the first time, he is.</p><p>An uneasy silence falls over them, and Kevin can almost hear the gears turning in Jacob’s head. “I think I’m going to tell Sara I’m gay.”</p><p>That stops him in his tracks. “Wh-what?” he splutters, “Gay? <i>You’re gay?”</i> Maybe he’s the oblivious twin after all.</p><p>Jacob rolls his eyes, “I thought you were supposed to be the smart one. Yes Kev, I’m a faggot.”</p><p>Gay? Jacob? How could he not have added it up? There have been moments where he’s questioned his own sexuality but he’s never thought too hard on Jacob’s. Of course, he’s heard the rumors at school, mainly from that kid Ben Riftken. There&rsquo;s the fact that Jacob never sought out any girls but he always chalked that up to his twin’s antisocial nature. Also, there was that one time he walked in on his dad&rsquo;s having a hushed conversation about Jacob and <i>Derek.</i></p><p>“You like Derek,” the statement slips out before he can stop it. And Jacob, he starts <i> blushing.</i></p><p>“N-no I don’t!”</p><p>“Yes you do,” a grin breaks out across his face, “You totally have the hots for Derek fucking Yoo!”</p><p>“Kev I’m going to punch you.”</p><p>He ignores him, his earlier qualm with his twin now settled and under the bridge. Especially when he has something to tease him about. “Is that why Derek hasn’t been over? Because he’s salty about Sara?”</p><p>Jacob looks like he wants to throttle him but dad’s voice upstairs comes to the rescue, <i> “Boys?! Come set the table! Dinner is almost done and Pop is about to be home!”</i></p><p>“Coming dad!” Kev answers for the both of them, still wearing a smug ass look on his face that he knows is annoying Jacob.</p><p>He gives Kevin one last glare before groaning in defeat, knowing this isn’t the last time he’s going to hear of this as he turns to head up the stairs.</p><p>Kevin follows right behind Jacob, giddy about the fact that maybe he still has a chance with Sara after all. Not forgetting his twin&rsquo;s confession, he allows a brief moment of seriousness to overtake him “Hey Jake? Thanks by the way. For telling me.”</p><p>“Yeah well, shut up.” Despite the words, his tone is light. He punches Jacob on the arm to tell him he loves him too and with that they reach the first floor, effectively leaving their conversation in the basement. For now.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> I enjoyed writing this, even though I feel like I could&rsquo;ve written this better :/ but anyways thanks for reading!</p><p>Also who knows, maybe I&rsquo;ll write more from this AU</p>
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Body: <h1>We&rsquo;re The Losers, And We Always Will Be Chp. 9</h1><p>Read on<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/31792963/chapters/93091459"> Ao3</a> </p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/675094896813703168/were-the-losers-and-we-always-will-be-chp-8">Chp. 8</a></p><p><b>Summary:</b> Sonny find a testament to the past and Mike helps a friend while an old face makes an appearance</p><p><b>Warnings:</b> mentioned bullying, F-slur, and implied internalized homophobia</p><p><b>A/N: </b>I was across the country visiting Pj (<a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m14VJA2CgnhfQu0CpMYYx5Q">@s-oulpunk</a>) so I blame her for this chapter getting out late :)</p><p>Also I&rsquo;m back on my monthly bullshit</p><p>Also Also, keep in mind the timeline is different in this verse. When &lsquo;original losers&rsquo; are kids, they fight pennywise the first time in 1967. The second time they fight him and die is in 1994. Meaning this story is set in modern day. The losers are all about 18.</p><!-- more --><p>The sun is out, shining and full of warmth. Not a cloud in the sky, but the wind provides a gentle breeze, making it a perfect day weather-wise. The weather is not aware of the travesties that took place this morning, the depressing truths that were revealed, the sun has no reason to not shine.</p><p>Sonny lets it warm him as he walks the streets of Derry. Everything is entirely familiar but at the same time, completely new. The city is bustling at this time, with older ladies meeting for brunch and moms pushing their babies in their cradles down the sidewalks. He’s seen posted signs for the annual carnival that’s coming up. All that does is twist up a sense of dread in his gut.</p><p>The others are off, searching for the missing puzzle piece, the missing memory. No one had a plan other than to ‘wander around’ since that’s what Wendell said to do. Well, not in those words, he actually said <i> “Let your memory and souls guide you”, </i> but he might as well just tell them to wander about until they somehow stumbled across the memory that answers the question why they all died in The Before. Great.</p><p>Mike had stormed out of the building first, and Freddy had just shaken his head and then started walking in the other direction. Jacob wordlessly left then, and shortly Stan did too. Sonny had hoped that maybe he and Syd could go together. As adults, the two of them were quite<i> close,</i> he remembers with a blush. Syd left before he had the chance to suggest it. He called after her, but she either didn’t hear him or ignored him, and fearing the latter he started on his own.</p><p>Derry is<i> almost </i>like he remembers it, or as Ben remembers it. The only difference now is a few newer buildings are intertwined with the older ones. Their shiny new bricks are a stark contrast to the crumbling, moss-covered ones. Makes sense. The first time he lived in Derry was, what? It had to have been at least the 60’s when they were kids in the Before.</p><p>One of the newer constructions catches his eye. It’s a cute little building with a clock tower nestled between a shut-down storefront and a coffee shop. It can’t be any more than two stories high, and it’s rather small, but it has a cozy feel to it. He can see what the plans for it would’ve been, it was designed to be inviting yet unassuming. A stone porch spills out from the heavy mahogany doors and onto the street, a wooden placard stands where the stone and concrete meet.</p><p><i>“Derry’s New Public Library, Est in 1996”</i></p><p><i>“Designed By And Dedicated To Derry’s Own Benjamin Hanscom”</i></p><p>He sucks a deep breath in through his teeth. This is why it’s familiar to him,<i> he designed this</i> building. The city must’ve built it as some sort of memorial a few years after he went missing. His feet propel him in without a second thought.</p><p>The inside is an open floor plan, but there is an upper-level balcony with a winding staircase up to it. The clock tower is hollow and the face of the clock lets streams of light in through it, the sunbeams chase each other down the brick and into the library. Big multi-paned windows take up most of the back wall, adding to the natural light. The place is beautiful. Did he really design this? What Wendell said earlier, was he a world-famous architect? Wendell hasn&rsquo;t lied about any of the more outrageous things he’s said, but Sonny still had this trickle of doubt that what Wendell said about Ben,<i> about him,  </i>was true.</p><p>On the first floor are a couple of rows of tables, and then an area where a cluster of armchairs sit. Behind that is the staircase leading upstairs, which is also next to the library’s information desk. An old woman sits behind, her head resting on her shoulder, asleep. She’s the only person that appears to be in here, as the upper balcony is completely silent.</p><p>How many summer days did he hide in the library? Not this one, of course, the one they’re using as a makeshift hotel now. Before he met the Losers, it was among the books that he felt safe and not so alone. And after, after he met them and after that summer, it was in the library he would spend some of his time with them.</p><p>Richie and Eddie would bicker because Richie was trying to 'tutor&rsquo; Eddie, and Eddie was easily annoyed. He’d always have to shush them and they&rsquo;d look at him, apologetic. He was never annoyed at them for long. He can recall how excited Stanley would get when the library got in a new world bird encyclopedia or the odd book about plants. He can also remember how Bill would moan and groan about his poetry assignments. Ben singlehandedly got him through those sitting at those tables. The same table he’d spend hours at, pouring over history books with Mike, just for fun.</p><p>The only memory he has with Beverly concerning the library, she’s not even in it. She moved away too soon. It’s a memory that warms his heart nonetheless. It was the day school had let out for the summer, the first day she ever noticed him. She had signed his yearbook and after he was high on young love. Nothing could’ve dampened his step, not even the looming threat of Bowers. <i>God,</i> he does remember him. Subconsciously he rubs at the side of his stomach, shuddering. He thought he could escape to the library, he thought he was safe there.</p><p><strike><i>The boy missing his head, EGGBOY, I’m going to carve my whole name into his-</i></strike></p><p>He shakes his head and tries to steady his breathing, not even aware that he had started shaking. That day was the first day he encountered It and the day Bowers had carved the 'H&rsquo; into his skin. That day though- it wasn’t<i> all  </i>bad.</p><p>When he was running from Bowers he stumbled into the Losers. Eddie had patched him up while Richie did that awful British accent. And then before Bowers, before he left the library, he wrote Beverly her poem.</p><p><i>Your hair is Winter fire,</i></p><p><i>January embers.</i></p><p><i>My heart burns there, too.</i></p><p>He meant every word of that poem too. Clumsily written on the postcard for that summer pen pal program. That postcard meant something to him and to her too.<i> A delicate brush of lips against his.</i></p><p>Out of the corner of his eye on the service desk, he sees the same little box, wooden and worn, with a chalkboard scrawled out in chalk, proudly displaying this years summer&rsquo;s pen pal program. That can’t be a coincidence, right? Nothing in Derry is a coincidence. Slowly he approaches, cautious to not wake the sleeping librarian. Something in his gut tells him that would be a bad idea.</p><p>He grabs one of the postcards on display and shuffles to the safety of the nearby towering bookshelves. When he looks down, a shining sun with sunglasses smiles up at him. Under it is kids with baskets that are running around gathering Easter eggs as the card proudly exclaims,<i> “Happy Easter, From Derry!”.  </i>It’s a leftover postcard from Easter and he can smell soot and burning flesh. <strike>The Ironworks.</strike></p><p>Quickly he crumples up the card and shoves it down into his back pocket. He wants to write another poem for Bev- <i>Syd,</i> but he’ll have to find another way.</p><p>-</p><p>The sun is glaring in Mike’s eyes as he scowls up at the sky. Doesn’t the sun know it’s going to be a shit day? If not, then it should. A headache is already starting to throb in his temples, the street and shop signs becoming blurry as he walks past them. He<i> could</i> just put on those glasses he nicked up when no one was noticing, but they’re <i>awful.</i></p><p>They’re so thick that they’d magnify his face disproportionately. He’d look like some poorly done CGI or just a dork. He can still hear fucking Bowers calling him<i> four-eyes</i> and  <i>bucktooth beaver.</i> Although Bowers sounds a lot like Troy calling him<i> frog face.  </i>Can he please go one lifetime without being bullied? The odds don’t feel in his favor.</p><p>Wendell wants them to remember? Yeah, well he’s remembering all right he thinks as he passes the alley Patrick Hocksteter cornered him in one time. His arm was rubbed raw as Patrick wanted to play a ‘game’ with him. Good ole classic Indian burn.</p><p>He remembers the bullying, the fucking clown, and he remembers being terrified. But no, of course, none of this is relevant. One of them needs to remember why they all died in the first place. Great.</p><p>He remembers Eddie and he knows what that means. Richie Tozier was gay, but Mike Wheeler is not… he thinks. Society may be different than when he was growing up as Richie, but he lived in a small town this life. There’s a reason Will never came out publicly. Being gay in Hawkins is as good a death sentence, the same as Derry. There’s no coincidence that’s why Mike grew up there.</p><p>When they were finally cleared to leave this morning, he<i> had  </i>to get away from Freddy. The logical part of his mind is telling him that he’s just met Freddy, he shouldn’t have all these swirling emotions about him, but that would be untruthful. He’s known Freddy, and all the Losers, a whole life already. Back in the Before.</p><p>Just because  <i>Richie and Eddie </i> fell in love in their past life doesn’t mean shit for Mike and Freddy. But then why does the thought of Freddy cause him to feel an ache in his soul? More intense than the one he felt around Will growing up. It&rsquo;s like he’s always been missing a piece and now that he&rsquo;s found it he just needs to reach out and grab it. <strike>But that would mean he really is a faggot.</strike> That’s not an option, not after what he put Will through.</p><p>He accidentally hits his leg against a fire hydrant while wandering the streets and in his mind. <i>“Shit.”  </i>He rubs at his ankle that’s sure to bruise and glares at the offending fire hydrant. The coke bottle thick glasses feel heavier in his pocket. Maybe he wouldn’t have hit his ankle if he could actually fucking see.</p><p>Mike relents, begrudgingly, and takes glasses and plops them onto his face. The weight is heavy on the bridge of his nose and he has to blink a couple of times to adjust his eyes but the hazily outlines of everything start to come into focus. There’s a boarded-up glass door of the building next to him and he looks into it to see what he looks like with the glasses and it’s just as he fears. He looks like a dork.</p><p>The sign on the door peaks his notice after he’s done gawking at himself and furiously trying to fix his banes so he looks a little cooler. <i>The Palace  </i>is printed across the door in peeling paint. Hawkins has an old but functional arcade named The Palace. The Party used to go there all the time, and he shudders at all the hours he spent playing Princess Quest. Stupid game, it constantly glitched. It is a little jarring to see a deteriorated version of the same place in Derry.</p><p><i>“Is that really how you want to spend your summer? Inside of an arcade?”</i></p><p><i>“Beats spending it inside of your mom.”</i></p><p>Yeah, he’s always wasted the days away inside the arcade, no matter the life. He’s not thinking when he pushes on the door and he’s definitely not thinking when that door miraculously opens and he steps inside.</p><p>The door swings shut behind, stirring up layers of dust and dirt causing him to cough so hard he feels like he’s about to hack up a lung. With his jacket sleeve, he wipes his watering eyes (much help those glasses are) and his mouth. With a grimace, he studies the long-forgotten arcade machines covered in dust and cobwebs that line the entryway.</p><p><i>“You see that guy? I’m pretending he’s you.”</i></p><p><i>“It Richie, It got Bev.”</i></p><p>He runs his finger over the Street Fighter game, grasping the noble and jiggling it. All of the designs on the machines are faded to the point of barely being recognizable but in the sunlight stubbornly streaming in through the window, he can make out most of what they are.</p><p>Richie was so mad at Bill for putting them in danger. It felt like…it felt like Bill didn’t care enough about them, about him. He was hurt. God, but Bill had lost Georgie and Mike can confidently say if anything ever happened to his little sister Holly he’d be just as insistent. The Party would follow him too in his search for Holly, just like they all followed Bill. It’s only now that Mike can understand that it wasn’t that Bill didn’t care about them, he was grieving Georgie and he just wanted his little brother back. Funny how things work that way.</p><p>Further into the arcade is a smaller movie theater. Not quite as big as The Aladdin, although that one isn’t that big either. This one mainly played trashy horror movies, but the Losers frequented it a lot. They didn’t I.D. for R-rated movies and they would hope to get a tiddie or a butt shot. Well mainly Bill, Ben, and Mike, but Richie acted as if he liked them too.</p><p>There’s a photo booth with its moth-eaten curtain on the ground and he remembers all seven of them cramming their way in to take a photo strip. Whatever happened to those? Does Wendell have any of them? It’d be worth asking.</p><p>There’s a clatter from down the hall where Mike came in and his blood runs cold. It’s silent but he can’t bring himself to turn around. How could he easily forget what happened this morning? That, that- <i>monster  </i>looming over them all. He was scared and it felt like there was nothing he could do. He was just stuck there, waiting for the inevitable.</p><p><strike><i>Get the fuck out out of here faggot! I know your secret, your dirty little secret!</i></strike></p><p>Even now his feet stay cemented to the floor, his fear rooting him to the spot. He could hide in the booth but It would still find him. The silence is suffocating him as he stares at the wall in front of him, anticipating when It’s going to creep up behind him. Dear God, he knew splitting up was a bad idea! He should’ve swallowed his pride and gone with Freddy! Now he’s never going to get to see-</p><p>“Whatcha doing?”</p><p>Mike jumps what he swears is a full foot off the ground and with a yelp he’ll deny later. Fear is replaced with embarrassment and anger in a flash as he spins around to look at the perpetrator. “What the fuck dude! Did you really have to sneak up on me?! This is not the town to be doing that shit!”</p><p>Stan looks back at him with an easy smile, “Yeah because going into abandoned arcades is totally safe and not asking for something to spook them- and what&rsquo;s up with the glasses?”</p><p>“I’m not the one sneaking up on people in said abandoned arcades! And- and- I don&rsquo;t want to talks about them!” he takes a deep breath to compose himself, “What are you doing in here anyway?”</p><p>“I should be asking you that, you were here first,” Stan continues when Mike just rolls his eyes, “I don’t know dude, I saw you come in here and my curiosity got the best of me,” he shrugs. He then glances around the dusty building, his eyes momentarily clouded in memory. As fast it came it was gone as he shakes his head as if trying to physically rid the memory, “Did you remember anything?”</p><p>Mike huffs, “Yeah I remembered being mad at Bill that one summer, which was not a great one.”</p><p>Stan nods in his head in understanding, eyes lingering on the ground, “Yeah, that was really tough for me,” he says under his breath. Before Mike can question him on that because what does that even mean, he continues, “Let’s get out of this death trap, I doubt this place meets the safety standards anymore,” his eyes shoot anxiously around the decaying building.</p><p>Stan’s mature concern causes for a brief moment Mike to feel a pain in his chest, the same type of pain he felt when his Nana died, the mourning type. He ignores it, “Yeah let’s get out here Staniel.”</p><p>“Don’t call me that, dumbass.”</p><p>“Stanerina?”</p><p>“No.”</p><p>“Oh, I got it, <i>Stanthony!”</i></p><p>Stan rolls his eyes and starts to leave the building without him, but Mike’s right on his heels, “What about Stanrella!” Stan ignores him once again he opens the door to the street and Mike wonders when<i> he,  </i>himself got this annoying. Something about Stan just pulls this side out of him, “Okay how about <i>Stanny,</i> that’s not so bad-” Stan stops right in front of him on the sidewalk, causing him to almost run into him.</p><p>“Hey what’s the deal?” he grumbles, but Stan doesn’t answer him. “Stan?” When Mike rounds on him, Stan’s eyes are far away. He knows that look, he’s deep in a memory. He’s seen the same look on the others. Mike waves his hand in front of his face, getting no reaction at first. Eventually, Stan blinks rapidly and glares at him. “Where’d ya go, man?”</p><p>“To your mom’s house,” Stan huffs as he brushes past him, leading the way. Does he even know where he’s going?</p><p>“That’s a lame joke you know!” Mike calls after him as he starts to follow. Wherever Stan is going has to be better than wondering around the street.</p><p>He tries his best to pester Stan as they walk, mainly out of boredom, <i>“Stan the man! I have the grave suspicion you were a Boy Scout in the Before!”,  </i>that he doesn’t notice they’ve left downtown and have made their way closer to the suburbs. The sidewalk leads past corner stores, the occasional house, but mainly churches. Not that Mike is paying attention till Stan comes to a stop in front of one of them.</p><p>Mike frowns at the back of Stan’s head because this <i>is the second time</i> he’s come to a sudden stop in front of him before he directs his attention to the building in front of them. It’s an older church, and compared to the others he’s glimpsed at here, it’s a little run down in comparison. It has stained glass windows, some of them have been bordered up, and the bricks have weathered down over time. He honestly doesn’t get why Stan is staring so intently at the building until he notices a star on one of the stained glass windows. It’s not just any old church, it&rsquo;s a Synago-</p><p>Without saying a word, Stan starts to walk towards the front doors, a hectic mannerism in his step. “Hey! Wait up man!” Mike catches up with him before he shoves his way inside.</p><p>The Synagogue is almost as dusty inside as the arcade was. The front doors open into a hallway that Mike continues to follow Stan down. They pass an office and a prayer room. The hallway ends with double doors like the front, but they open up into an open room. There’s a tall ceiling and a second story with a balcony. More office doors line the wall and Mike spots the spiraling staircase in the corner that leads up to them. There are rows of pews that circle the room, the center of it where the Rabbi would preach. The Rabbi who was Stan’s Father in the Before.</p><p><i>“I know I’m a loser. And no matter what, I always fucking will be.”</i></p><p>Stan’s legs give out as he ungracefully crumbles into one of the pews. Nervously, Mike’s eyes dart around the room, he sees no one so he crawls in to sit next to Stan. This place puts him on edge. The two sit in a pregnant silence.</p><p>Last night, before being awoken by Syd’s scream, Mike was having what felt like fever dreams. He called a woman ‘mom’ who wasn’t his mom, and she giggled as she told him to go play. He did go play, running up the stairs and bursting into a room that was too clean, too crisp. A young boy with a head full of blonde curls smiling at him from where he sat, coloring in his coloring book at his desk. That was Stan. Stan was his oldest friend in the Before. He doesn’t remember meeting Stan in the Before because Stan was  <i>always </i>a part of his life since they were in diapers. It feels like he’s known this information the whole time, it’s just an old book that he’s finally deciding to blow the dust off of.</p><p>“I remember them,” Stan abruptly breaks the silence, “I remember my parents. I can smell my mom’s weekend baking and I can see my dad’s hard-set brow. I was the son of the Rabbi, because evidently I was Jewish. Being the Rabbi&rsquo;s son put the pressure on me of an immense responsibility to be<i> proper</i> and <i>perfect</i>, that pressure coming from my dad,” he barks out a laugh, “No matter what life, my dad is always a dick! I traded a pretentious asshole of a dad in for a drunk asshole of a dad.”</p><p>Mike says nothing because he has nothing to say. He remembers Stan’s dad, not as well as Stan does obviously, but from what he can recall, Stan is right. His dad was always hard on him. Mike places a hand on Stan’s shoulder in place of words of comfort.</p><p>Stan pats Mike’s hand absentmindedly, “It wasn’t all bad though. Me and you were always friends. and while my dad wasn’t the best but my mom was sweet. Plus I pretty much had the Trashmouth as a brother. When you called me <i> ‘Stanny’  </i>earlier that all came rushing back,” Stan faces him suddenly, his gaze earnest, “You remember me right?”</p><p>“Of course, I fucking remember you! You were my best friend!” he reassures without a doubt, “Honestly my brain is like <i>soup,</i> right now. There are memories I haven’t even begun to decipher and sometimes I just know things? Like how Freddy really liked Skittles in the Before,” Stan gets a humorous glint in his eye at that that Mike chooses to ignore, “But some things are crystal clear, and us being best friends is one of those.”</p><p>“You were the only Loser to go to my Bar Mitzvah.”</p><p>“That I wouldn’t have missed for the world. You also put on quite the show, and I thought Richie was supposed to be the dramatic Loser.”</p><p>Stan grins as he elbows Mike’s side, “Beep beep asshole.”</p><p>Mike chuckles at the memory of Stan’s Bar Mitzvah, the way Stan had stormed out after. Metaphorically ‘dropping the mic’. His mom hadn’t let him follow after. He wanted to congratulate Stan on finally growing some balls. The idea of wanting to <i>say that  </i>to someone feels so foreign in his mind, the personality of he is as Mike and who he was as Richie are two tides, constantly crashing against each other. Do the others feel this way? Doesn’t matter, he’ll freak out about who he’s becoming when he’s in the safety of the night, curled up in bed.</p><p>He did give Stan that lewd congratulation later that day when Stan had shown up on his doorstep. They didn’t just talk about Stan’s amazing speech, what else did they talk about? Something about…Eddie? Wait a second-</p><p><i>“You know I was talking about you too earlier.”</i></p><p><i>“Whatchu talkin about Staniel?”</i></p><p><i>Stan gently pushes himself back and forth on the rope swing in Richie’s backyard. His fancy suit from earlier has since come off, and he’s now back in his miniature banker outfit. Richie’s dressed in his baby blue suit still, but the jacket is now unbuttoned and half off. He’s mainly too lazy to change and his mom hasn’t come out into the backyard to nag at him yet. She’d have a cow if she saw him lying in the grass in his suit.</i></p><p><i>“When I said I’m always going to be Loser, you’re always going to be one too.”</i></p><p><i>Richie pushes himself onto his elbows and squints at Stan from under his glasses, “Who said I was always going to be Loser? Stanny boy, you are in the presence of the world&rsquo;s future biggest comedian.”</i></p><p><i>Stan glowers at him, “You have to be funny first to do that, and that&rsquo;s not what I meant and you know it.”</i></p><p><i>“Actually I’m not sure I do.”</i></p><p><i>He stares at Richie, calculating. Stan has this way of making it feel like he can see every aspect of you, even the parts you try to stash away. He may have just turned thirteen, but he has the essence of an old soul. Richie fights the urge to cower in on himself, to physically try to shield the things he won’t allow himself to think about. “It’s okay to be a Loser Richie,” Stan says with finality, “I’m a Loser.”</i></p><p><i>“Yeah, we know-”</i></p><p><i>“Let me finish,” he reprimands. Stan sighs as if gathering his thoughts. In Richie’s mind, he’s wondering if this is it if this is when his world comes crashing down all around him, all over an asthmatic. “I know, I know you miss Eddie since his mom has put him on lockdown,” Richie’s about to refute, make a joke, or something to stop where this disaster of a conversation is going, but Stan is talking too fast, “I know you miss him, and that’s okay because, well because, it’s the same way I miss Bill.”</i></p><p><i>He doesn’t understand. Eddie is different from Bill. A lot different. But Stan is looking at him, his whole aura pleading with Richie  </i>to understand <i> what he’s talking about and it clicks. “Oh.”</i></p><p><i>“Yeah, ‘oh’.”</i></p><p><i>This feels like it’s too much. This is too much for kids barely turned teenagers to have to deal with. In Richie’s hormone-run brain, he compares this to the clown currently slinking in the sewers. But it’s…nice to know that someone else is going through the same thing he is. He’s not completely alone. Not that they’ll ever talk about this again, some things in Derry are safer being kept hidden in closets. In silence, they can suffer, together. Stan probably has it a little worse, Richie at least doesn’t have to watch Eddie make goo-goo eyes at a knock-off Molly Ringwald.</i></p><p><i>“Well Staniel, we may just be the saddest pair of Losers to exist, but we’ll always have each other,” and with that Richie is on his feet, charging at his friend, making kissing noises.</i></p><p><i>“Beep beep Richie!” Stan unsuccessfully fights him off, but he’s giggling, “Get off of me!”</i></p><p><i>“Not until you give momma some sugar!”</i></p><p>The bright sunny day and Stan’s laughter start to bleed away, leaving Mike feeling a little cold inside. He shivers, a little disoriented as his mind starts to clear.</p><p>“You back?”</p><p>Mike jumps, having forgotten he was sitting next to Stan. Stanley Barber, who was Stanley Uris. Why did Stan get to keep his same name?</p><p>“Are you back?” Stan asks him again.</p><p>“Yeah, yeah. I’m back,” he shrugs away Stan’s concern.</p><p>“Some of those memories can disconnect you from your surroundings for a moment. It&rsquo;s like getting too high off some really loud weed.”</p><p>He frowns, “I’ve never smoked weed so I wouldn’t know.” He’s grateful that Stan’s not pressing to know what he remembered, a discussion like that can stay in one lifetime. Neither of them notices one of the office doors opening on the balcony.</p><p>Stan shrugs his shoulders and pauses for a moment, “It’s so strange to remember our friendship because you were like how I am now, I was like how you are now,” a smile breaks out across his face, “So now I get to be the funny one.”</p><p>“So you admit Richie was funny?”</p><p>Stan’s smile drops, “The Trashmouth was never funny, I take back what I said.”</p><p>Mike rolls his eyes, “Yeah yeah, trash the Trashmouth. You know-”</p><p>A woman’s voice interrupts him, “Stanley? Stanley is that you?!”</p><p>They both look up at the balcony, Mike feels ready to bolt at a moment’s notice, as an older woman stares down at them. Her blonde hair is grayer than it is blonde, and her face has crow&rsquo;s feet at the corner of her eyes, her expression pinched up, bewildered.</p><p>Mike has no idea who this woman is but apparently, Stan does.</p><p>“Patty?”</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> :))))</p><p>I reread the earlier chapters of this fic and oh boy, my writing style has came a long way in a short period time<br/>But also I pulled Sonny&rsquo;s part of the chapter out by the skin of my teeth<br/>Hope you&rsquo;re prepared for his inevitable heartbreak from Syd<br/>If you caught the vague ass FNAF reference congrats and ily</p><p>I went back and forth on weather or not to add a full Stozier memory scene instead of tidbits, but decided literally last min to add one</p><p><br/></p><p><b>Tags:</b> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mugAA06Sx-JdnKn8g0yXa3Q">@elliee-doodles</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mpIy0LqV3okURDVMyO8ITrQ">@alex-whitley-187</a> (Also if you don&rsquo;t want to be tagged anymore just lemme know, no hard feelings)</p>
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Body: <h1>Our Old House</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/37877503">ao3</a></p><p><b>Summary: </b>&ldquo;It’s the new year. The first year in twenty-six years that won’t have Stanley Uris in it. It&rsquo;s a shame because the world deserves a Stanley Uris.</p><p>Mike has gone home to Florida and the other losers have stopped coming around as much. They all call, asking him how he’s doing. It’s a good thing he’s gotten good at lying.&rdquo;</p><p>Or I&rsquo;m reuploading this bc I hated the original ending</p><p><b>Warnings: </b>Major character death, implied s&ndash;cide</p><!-- more --><p>-<br/>Seventeen Days After<br/>-</p><p>The pipes above his head creak as he stares up at the ceiling. <i> “It’s an old house, that’s just the sound of it settling in for the winter,” </i>is what Bill told Stan every time he would jump at the noises late at night. Stan loved their house, but he hates the creaks and moans of it in the dead of night. Mainly Stan just hates- <i> hated  </i>being scared.</p><p>He glances at the clock on his bedside table, and in glaring red, it reads back ‘4:25’. Another night without sleep, how many does that make now? He asks this aloud as if expecting Stan’s neatly ironed pillow to answer back at him. In the days following after he slept on Stan’s side, hugging his pillow and breathing in and committing to memory what he smelled like. He never cried though, Stan would hate it if he got ‘bodily fluid’ on his satin.</p><p>He managed not to cry through the whole thing in fact. It mainly just felt as if he was hollow like someone scooped his insides out and he was just a shell of a person. Reciting the lines he was supposed to make, nothing more than a puppet on a string. Bill didn’t cry over Stan until one of the many days laying in bed, after he came back from the bathroom, <strike>not the bathroom in the hall, he can’t go in there,</strike> and he saw Stan’s side of the bed a crumpled mess. Stan hates wrinkly sheets. Quickly he stripped the bed and washed the bedding, reading Stan’s detailed notes by the washing machine on how to wash what. The smell of Stan would be replaced with the smell of laundry detergent, but at least Stan would have his pristine and unwrinkled side of the bed again. He’d like that.</p><p>That was Bill’s thought process as he ironed out the pillowcases. Once the bed was freshly made, he cleaned up the beer cans that had started to pile up on the floor, grimacing at how he also spent the first few days laying bed, wasted. After the room was cleaned to a Stan worthy degree, he grabbed some of the various lasagnas that had been left at their house and retreated back to bed where he cried so hard it felt like it was never going to stop.</p><p>That day was the longest he was out of bed for, aside from the funeral. Bill doesn’t want to think about that so he closes his eyes and pretends he’s sleeping and pretends that Stan is still sleeping soundly next to him.</p><p>-</p><p>Thirty Days After</p><p>-</p><p>Eddie is downstairs cooking breakfast. Bill can smell the bacon from where he sits in his office, staring at his unopened emails. Since when did Eddie cook him breakfast? Nowadays the Losers have been treating their home with an open door policy, always talking to him and checking in on him. Whenever anyone talks to him is like they&rsquo;re talking underwater. Bill gets the gist of what they&rsquo;re saying, but for the most part he doesn&rsquo;t bother to try to understand. Even Mike has come from Florida and stayed in L.A., apparently bumming on Richie and Eddie’s couch. The other day he saw Mike attending to Stan’s flowers out front, preparing them for the upcoming winter. He didn’t say anything but he’s grateful. Stan tells him he has the opposite of a green thumb, everything he touches dies.</p><p>Eddie comes into the room with a plate of eggs and bacon and sets it down in front of him. He’s pretty sure he tells him thanks but then Eddie is then lightly suggesting he should check some of those emails and he tunes out again.</p><p>It’s just emails from his editor and the publishing company. They’re <i>really sorry </i> about what has happened but when does Bill plan on making them more money? He  <i>really should  </i>continue his new book  <i>and </i> with the plans for his book tour that got postponed last minute. To Hell with them! If he doesn’t write another word ever again it’ll be soon. What’s the point when Stan isn’t here to read them.</p><p>Eddie notices he’s not listening and instead of getting mad he just sighs and leaves Bill to his thoughts with a gentle squeeze to his shoulder. This time he doesn’t freak out and try to dodge the physical contact. When his office door swings shut Bill looks down at the plate and notices the bacon is turkey bacon. Stan would appreciate that.</p><p>-</p><p>One Month And Three Days After</p><p>-</p><p>It’s not supposed to get that cold in L.A. That was one of the main appeals when he and Stan moved here. Stan hates the cold and he longed to live somewhere where he could wear short sleeves even in the winter. Guess Stan took the warmth with him because stubborn shivers run down Bill’s spine as he sits on their front porch swing.</p><p>Birds still tweet and sing, ignoring the winter chill. Stan loved this old house. Close enough to the city but still far out enough it had some land to it. So that he could watch the birds. They would sit out on this same swing and watch the birds every morning, sipping on their coffee.</p><p>Now Bill sits alone on the swing, holding a full pill bottle that was stashed away. He didn’t mean to find it, he’s always respected Stan’s privacy, but when the tv remote fell and landed up half under the bed, the orange bottles were hard to miss from where they nestled up in the corner on Stan’s side. Stan had stopped taking his medicine and by the looks of it, he hasn’t taken it in months. How could he not have noticed? He was so wrapped up in the debut of his next novel he never fucking noticed his husband had stopped taking his medication.</p><p>Did Stan blame him? Did he want Bill to notice? All these questions with answers he’ll never get because Stan didn’t leave a fucking note.</p><p>-</p><p>One Month And Twenty Seven Days After</p><p>-</p><p>Bill doesn’t know the first thing about Hanukkah. <strike>Just like he didn’t know how to plan a Jewish funeral.</strike>  Stan tries to tell him every year but he was too busy admiring how pretty Stan gets when he’s excited about explaining something he’s passionate about. Stan would find this endearing about him.</p><p>Bill doesn’t have to stress about it though because on the first day on Hanukkah Richie is at their door with a bag of everything they need. Richie wanted to spend Hanukkah with him and Stan, and Bill can’t cry anymore, he’s tapped out, but he knows he would if he could.</p><p>Richie and the rest of the Losers miss Stan too, but Stan didn&rsquo;t take the best of them when he died, he took all that Bill was into the ground with him.</p><p>-</p><p>Two Months And Sixteen Days Later</p><p>-</p><p>It’s the new year. The first year in twenty-six years that won’t have Stanley Uris in it. It&rsquo;s a shame because the world deserves a Stanley Uris.</p><p>Mike has gone home to Florida and the other losers have stopped coming around as much. They all call, asking him how he’s doing. It’s a good thing he’s gotten good at lying.</p><p>Bill rests his head back in the dry tub and takes another swig of his drink. It’s the first time he’s been in this bathroom since and the grout between the tiles is still stained a deep red from where the paramedics pulled Stan out of the tub.</p><p>Did Stan plan on doing it the day Bill left for his book tour? He’s thought back over and analyzed every aspect of that morning a million times. Nothing was amiss though. Maybe Stan didn’t even know he was going to do what he did till Bill was out the door and not going to be home for two weeks, maybe it was then he realized he had an opportunity.</p><p>Their house cleaner would’ve found Stan the next day, maybe that’s what he was hoping for. To spare Bill from being the one to find him. How could’ve he had known that Bill’s flight got canceled and he wouldn’t be leaving till tomorrow and that Bill was on his way home as a surprise.</p><p>A laugh bubbles up from his gut when he remembers how excited he was about getting another session of ‘going away’ sex. Shower sex was on his brain too, fucking shower sex! Instead of that, he came home to a fucking quiet house and the love of his life laying red-stained water.</p><p>He wonders if he should buy a second house to live in as he finishes his drink.</p><p>-</p><p>Three Months After</p><p>-</p><p>It took him almost three months to finally come to visit Stan. There’s just something about seeing the headstone that concreates that this is  <i>real </i> and this has  <i>happened. </i> This isn’t some fever dream he’s going to wake up from.</p><p>He glares at the interictally carved stone, hands stuffed into his pockets as a Star of David staring back at him before he finally sits there in silence. He&rsquo;s visited graves before, but most times Stan was with him when he went to visit Georgie. After the first couple times of visiting Georgie, Stan suggested he should to talk him. About what he asked, and Stan said &lsquo;everything, anything, just talk&rsquo;. Is that something Stan would want? Is he here next to Bill, waiting on him to talk to his gravestone? It&rsquo;s a stupid idea but it&rsquo;s better than just staring at granite in the cold.</p><p>So he starts to tell Stan about everything he’s missed. Once he starts talking he can’t stop himself. He tells Stan about how he&rsquo;s slowly started writing his new story again, and about how he makes sure to wash their bedding at least once a month. Tells him about how his flowers are still alive, miraculously. By the end of it Bill’s face is wet, but, but he feels a little better. Better than he’s felt in a long time. Like how he used to feel after spilling his heart out to Georgie&rsquo;s grave, but this time Stan isn&rsquo;t here to hug him after.</p><p>Things aren’t okay, and they&rsquo;re not going to be okay for a long time. Only the passage of time will numb it, but Bill can wait. Just like how he can wait to see Stan again. This isn’t forever. Eventually, just like Georgie, Stan will only be a painful memory and the buck shot of pain he feels in his chest will only be there when Stan crosses his mind, the ebbing pain no longer a constant.</p><p>The pain may ebb but Bill Denbrough will always miss Stanley Uris.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N: </b>I had to reupload this bc I really hated the ending so I wanted to tweak it</p><p>ANYWAYS thanks for reading through the angst fest</p>
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Body: <p>I am once again thinking about Elmax as moms</p><p>That’s it, that’s the post </p>
Tags: they would be the best moms, a scene of el holding their new baby in a rocker, and max standing over her, admiring her two greatest loves, aaaaaa, my heart, elmax, eleven hopper, maxine mayfield, madmax, stranger things
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Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/678255563922128897/stan-oh-screw-bill-bev-i-do-stan-so-do-i
Slug: stan-oh-screw-bill-bev-i-do-stan-so-do-i
Reblog key: V7s5JCvo
Reblog url: https://reddie-as-ill-ever-be.tumblr.com/post/678235438273658880
Reblog name: reddie-as-ill-ever-be
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://reddie-as-ill-ever-be.tumblr.com/post/678235438273658880/stan-oh-screw-bill-bev-i-do-stan-so-do-i">reddie-as-ill-ever-be</a>:</p><blockquote><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Stan:</b> OH, SCREW BILL!</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Bev:</b> I do</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Stan:</b> &hellip;So do I</p></blockquote>
Tags: they don’t have to fight, they can do it together, 😏
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://s-oulpunk.tumblr.com/post/678236310063939584/antisociallilbrat-the-stan-uris-to-my-bill">s-oulpunk</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m1vBQaMgXtxRtxefKAyzZ5Q">@antisociallilbrat</a> the Stan Uris to my Bill Denbrough 😚</p></blockquote>
Tags: you say don’t tell me, but then tag me in the post directly, 🤨, I miss you too Pj, bimbo
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://s-oulpunk.tumblr.com/post/678200876193693696/writing-fanfic-is-just-an-excuse-to-put-bill-in">s-oulpunk</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Writing fanfic is just an excuse to put Bill in different fun outfits</p></blockquote>
Tags: this is the whole point of our aus, we just put him in funny outfits
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://s-oulpunk.tumblr.com/post/678032701290315776/antisociallilbrat-and-i-went-to-bookstores-today">s-oulpunk</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m1vBQaMgXtxRtxefKAyzZ5Q">@antisociallilbrat</a> and I went to bookstores today &amp; yesterday and now I have 2 more copies of the IT book on top of the 2 I already owned</p></blockquote>
Tags: we did so many things, and talked about so many au’s, pj Ily and I had so much fun this past week, and I am sad I am leaving but I will see you again in the summer 😤😤😤, okay that’s it
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/677513996656623616/literally-getting-on-a-plane-in-a-couple-hours-to">antisociallilbrat</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Literally getting on a plane in a couple hours to go see <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m14VJA2CgnhfQu0CpMYYx5Q">@s-oulpunk</a>, I’ll let you guys know if she’s smelly </p></blockquote>
<p>I have met Pj and I can confirm she is smelly ://</p>
Tags: 
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Slug: literally-getting-on-a-plane-in-a-couple-hours-to
Reblog key: nnIljMC2
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Title: 
Body: <p>Literally getting on a plane in a couple hours to go see <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m14VJA2CgnhfQu0CpMYYx5Q">@s-oulpunk</a>, I’ll let you guys know if she’s smelly </p>
Tags: sam talks

Post id: 677284364019810304
Date: 2022-02-26 20:51:42 GMT
Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/677284364019810304
Slug: 
Reblog key: WZ8GZuzk
Reblog url: https://s-oulpunk.tumblr.com/post/677284247368810496/thank-u-antisociallilbrat
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://s-oulpunk.tumblr.com/post/677284247368810496/thank-u-antisociallilbrat">s-oulpunk</a>:</p><blockquote><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1047" data-orig-width="1170"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/9ac1db838c718d263056200ff4fe14b0/e6332825ca42739d-f5/s640x960/9b5e3819cebe23e31d71e174c04c6bc56e6d844f.jpg" data-orig-height="1047" data-orig-width="1170"/></figure><p>Thank u <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m1vBQaMgXtxRtxefKAyzZ5Q">@antisociallilbrat</a> </p></blockquote>
Tags: 😡, pj woke up today and choose violence, calling me dramatic
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://s-oulpunk.tumblr.com/post/677283857912020992/i-think-bill-richie-were-each-others-first">s-oulpunk</a>:</p><blockquote><p>I think Bill &amp; Richie were each other’s first kiss. They were young and nervous and it just happened during one of their sleepovers.  They’re pressed up against each other in Richie’s bed, voices hushed and cheeks flushed.  One minute Richie is rambling about his insecurities since starting high school and the next Bill is kissing him.  Because all he can think is <i>that’s not fair, I love Richie</i>, and the only way he can think to quell his friend’s anxieties is to show him just how much he loves him.</p></blockquote>
Tags: i love this headcanon, but also you choose to ignore my great idea about the dolls 🤨, I see where your loyalties lie 😤, jk ily, sometimes
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Body: <p><a href="https://reddie-as-ill-ever-be.tumblr.com/post/677234535095795712/i-just-dont-understand-the-hatred-people-have" class="tumblr_blog">reddie-as-ill-ever-be</a>:</p>

<blockquote><p>I just don’t understand the hatred people have for Bill Denbrough</p><p>LIKE WHAT DID HE EVER DO TO YOU???</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="580" data-orig-width="398"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/ab824f7e41890a2b7f5d4f08db1b9898/6e78a0d97fd82f30-0f/s540x810/d448175aae709da15419e7ad0d0c78a9f662f9bb.jpg" data-orig-height="580" data-orig-width="398"/></figure></blockquote>
Tags: bahahaha, I love this, bc ur right, the losers literally appointed him thier leader?, da fauq?, and yet people still hate him
Downloaded files: "d448175aae709da15419e7ad0d0c78a9f662f9bb.jpg"
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Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/677132915563544576
Slug: 
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Reblog url: https://itjammy.tumblr.com/post/663218666343628800/the-losers-club-pennywise-as-star-trek
Reblog name: itjammy
Title: 
Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://itjammy.tumblr.com/post/663218666343628800/the-losers-club-pennywise-as-star-trek">itjammy</a>:</p><blockquote><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1388" data-orig-width="1883"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/0a4c8a067658dabb259f7ff1dce89741/9cc60e57ca0e4e06-45/s640x960/acd5f0b0094ef3af187fa181a61f8d413d969c84.jpg" data-orig-height="1388" data-orig-width="1883"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="1311"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/6f4c23e301523603a5561422ff67d713/9cc60e57ca0e4e06-5b/s640x960/89d7b8cfe78b91eeef785edd9d5624f976ab3bed.jpg" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="1311"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1144" data-orig-width="2048"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/04f87b68915bca11a584eb5fe2dd07c5/9cc60e57ca0e4e06-4f/s640x960/1e86dc0cdebb8001d44c0375d52ccb1b80845784.jpg" data-orig-height="1144" data-orig-width="2048"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="540" data-orig-width="723"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/c2c66314c368bfede1742a3ab8f3c561/9cc60e57ca0e4e06-5b/s640x960/2f7cddf7e48ae9765f0efbd5efd1f609b890d37b.jpg" data-orig-height="540" data-orig-width="723"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="762" data-orig-width="1010"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/9771c43fee6476689070363bd90ccedd/9cc60e57ca0e4e06-d6/s640x960/9bb4768f77b85b5b4e528d9a87ab1476f1831194.jpg" data-orig-height="762" data-orig-width="1010"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1035" data-orig-width="1535"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/87081d6698757e5d524f7c53c5e271d3/9cc60e57ca0e4e06-bc/s640x960/682b2b46d7a78b9d7b8b62c49053675082b46c08.jpg" data-orig-height="1035" data-orig-width="1535"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="704" data-orig-width="946"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/feff7c77bef6339ccb91d40d35db039a/9cc60e57ca0e4e06-62/s640x960/8e54ff125384bc746a23f5f1299c2b5624365837.jpg" data-orig-height="704" data-orig-width="946"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="408" data-orig-width="540"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/b628a5a933645d1b5500c576c86e6bf1/9cc60e57ca0e4e06-e1/s640x960/fe600cc1d2bdc0715255b7b6cbc0a450caf5090b.jpg" data-orig-height="408" data-orig-width="540"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="1215"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/ec9e8975e5bc82b34a861fcf87eb76c8/9cc60e57ca0e4e06-49/s640x960/277f847363dfa45d23d2aa07aa02894f96935134.jpg" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="1215"/></figure><h2>The Losers Club ( + Pennywise ) as Star Trek</h2><p><a href="https://href.li/?https://twitter.com/nocontexttrek?s=21">x</a> / <a href="https://ooctrek.tumblr.com/">x</a> / <a href="https://startreknocontext.tumblr.com/">x</a></p></blockquote>
Tags: bahahaha, my two loves
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Date: 2022-02-25 04:21:42 GMT
Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/677131481434423296/i-have-rewatched-markiplier-play-fnaf-security
Slug: i-have-rewatched-markiplier-play-fnaf-security
Reblog key: FJ1AxSAN
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Title: 
Body: <p>I have rewatched Markiplier play FNAF Security Breach so many times that at this point it has become my security blanket media. Pun intended. </p>
Tags: sam talks, markiplier
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Date: 2022-02-23 20:48:15 GMT
Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/677012355585032192/pennywise-more-like-knickledumb
Slug: pennywise-more-like-knickledumb
Reblog key: 7EhiIL8D
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
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Body: <p>Pennywise? More like knickledumb</p>
Tags: i am so tired, but at least I’m still funny
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Reblog url: https://poly-losers-club.tumblr.com/post/676829262546927616
Reblog name: poly-losers-club
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://grapesodatozier.tumblr.com/post/638628991695273984/absolutely-cannot-stop-thinking-about-how-eddie">grapesodatozier</a>:</p><blockquote><p>absolutely cannot stop thinking about how eddie sees bill as the hero bill thinks he’s failed to be, and how bill recognizes eddies abilities and strengths when eddies living under the thumb of someone who constantly tells him he’s weak and incapable. thinking about how they both see each other as they want to be seen</p></blockquote>
Tags: eddie loves bill, this is literally canon, I love them
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Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/676910864060858368/what-if-i-wrote-our-scenes-of-various-it-pairings
Slug: what-if-i-wrote-our-scenes-of-various-it-pairings
Reblog key: 5biacQyA
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Title: 
Body: <p>What if I wrote our scenes of various IT pairings playing the marble game. Ya know, from squid game, it could be fun </p>
Tags: sam talks, the question is do I want to put myself through that pain, ….yes, bill denbrough, stanley barber, richie tozier, eddie kasprak, beverly marsh, mike hanlon, ben hanscom
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://losersclubbang.tumblr.com/post/676519632023207936/join-us-for-the-2022-reversebang-schedule">losersclubbang</a>:</p><blockquote><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1080" data-orig-width="1080"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/fe614d378a2f97130042c6d21edfbbfb/5974f06dc016e8b7-d2/s640x960/5a907b755a7c07a460eb16ee35d1e953bf3d57aa.jpg" data-orig-height="1080" data-orig-width="1080"/></figure><p>Join us for the 2022 Reversebang!</p><p>Schedule, Sign-Up links, FAQ and Info are all available on <a href="https://href.li/?https://lcrbb.carrd.co/">https://lcrbb.carrd.co/</a></p></blockquote>
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Reblog name: s-oulpunk
Title: 
Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://s-oulpunk.tumblr.com/post/676340332261179392/bill-denbrough-is-good-bc-i-met-sam-bc-of-him">s-oulpunk</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Bill Denbrough is good bc I met sam bc of him :)</p></blockquote>
Tags: you act like you love me on here, but we both know you only love me for my Bill content, ….Ily 2
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Body: <p><a href="https://poly-losers-club.tumblr.com/post/676033195242864640/it-is-over-thank-you-to-all-the-participating" class="tumblr_blog">poly-losers-club</a>:</p>

<blockquote><figure data-orig-width="1280" data-orig-height="853" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/5494336c441114deb2374a18ba75eae2/cebdadb499273585-76/s540x810/00ad8c43127fe745d11119f5c7d7f1c9e97a0d3c.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="1280" data-orig-height="853"/></figure><p><b><i>IT IS OVER - THANK YOU TO ALL THE PARTICIPATING AUTHORS!!</i></b><br/></p>
<p>And a great big thank you to <a></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mNegAfwqpcFpns3yYSFavlw">@boyduroy</a>​ for the beautiful art and banner. <br/></p>
<p>See under the cut for the Masterlist of all the PLC Fic Exchange Vol.4 stories.</p> <p><a href="https://poly-losers-club.tumblr.com/post/676033195242864640/it-is-over-thank-you-to-all-the-participating" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p></blockquote>
Tags: it was really fun to be part of this exchange, I love the losers club sm, and I definitely recommend checking out these fics
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Slug: there-new-it-fanfics-i-want-to-read-and-i-need-to
Reblog key: vbEKLPAJ
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
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Body: <p>There new IT fanfics I want to read and I need to find the time. A couple of authors have published new fics/updates and I swear I will read them 😤</p>
Tags: sam talks, itmovie
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Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/675770906518454272/lover-of-mine
Slug: lover-of-mine
Reblog key: LigQk8v8
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Title: 
Body: <h1>Lover Of Mine</h1><p>Read on<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/36957970"> Ao3</a></p><p><b>Rating:</b> T</p><p>Gift for <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mG1eBT4SyJvG8sn7UxgKFag">@derrydeer</a></p><p><b>Summary:</b> Of course the losers fell in love with him. He was the sun and them but the susceptible planets. The thing about being in love with Bill Denbrough though, it hurts.</p><p>Bill could be an enigma, even to the ones who’ve known him the longest.</p><p>Or my second and unexpected work for the Fourth Poly Losers Exchange</p><p><b>Warnings and Prompt under cut</b></p><!-- more --><p><b>Warnings: </b>Minor disordered eating, Cigarette use and brief drunkenness</p><p>-</p><p><b>Prompt:</b> “Six times Bill left them, and the time he stayed” 5 to 1, ending in each one of his partners<br/>showing him how much they love him</p><p>-</p><p>At one point in each of the Losers’ lives, they realized they had fallen in love with Bill Denbrough. And who could blame them? It’s easy to fall in love with someone who’s brave enough to stand tall, stutter and bolden blue-eyed, and stare the Devil down. He did <i>that,</i> and he brought all of them back to safety because he was <i>him.</i> Bill was brave but more importantly he had this way about making someone feel<i> seen.</i></p><p>When you were having a conversation with Bill Denbrough, he wasn’t looking at the color or the weight of your skin. He could care less if you wheezed on every breath or didn’t know how to take a breath when talking. He didn’t judge you based on what rumors had been spoken by the adults and mean kids alike, he only cared what <i>you </i> were <i> saying.  </i>Talking to Bill Denbrough made you feel like you could face the mightiest of dragons and jump off the highest of cliffs.</p><p>Of course, the Losers fell in love with him. He was the <i>sun </i>and them but the orbiting planets. The thing about being in love with Bill Denbrough though, it <i>hurts.</i></p><p>Bill could be an enigma, even to the ones who’ve known him the longest. The inner working of Bill’s mind was more complicated than one would guess at first glance. As much bravery was stored there, there was as much guilt. A feeling that haunted him, constantly constricted around his chest and crushing his ribs, so intense he could feel it in the hollows of his bones.</p><p>It tightened every time the sunlight glinted off of the scars that haloed Stan’s face. It itched in the back of his teeth every time he watched Eddie scrub raw at his hands, trying to get the sewage he still saw from underneath his nails. It threatened to drown him every time Mike would flinch at any sound of a bang, the sound of the bolt pistol still ringing in his ears.</p><p>To Bill Denbrough, he considered himself unlovable. What kind of person leads his friends into the depths of the sewers chasing the ghost of his little brother? He’s the reason they will never be whole again, their missing pieces lost beneath the gravel of Derry. Was the price of winning worth the cost? Most days he’s not sure.</p><p>The Losers loved Bill, but he couldn’t even love himself so how could he ever be who they needed him to be? So he distanced himself the moment they got to college. It was more painful than guzzling push pins, but it would be better this way for them. College was supposed to be their glory years anyways, they would hardly notice him missing.</p><p>From a distance he watched them start to love each other in a way he could only dream of being a part of. He’d spot them across campus, Ben and Richie holding hands, or at parties, Bev, Stan, and Richie doing shots, and  <i>laughing.  </i>In the library he’d see Mike and Eddie hunched over the same book, reading together, smiling. He was so happy for them even though it tore him up inside. It was just better this way he’d remind himself, they don’t need him.</p><p>-</p><p>It pained them to watch Bill separate himself from them. They weren’t complete without him, like a train with no engine, but trying to have a conversion with Bill Denbrough nowadays is like trying to capture rising smoke with your fingertips. Maybe it would make them feel better if they saw him having fun, make it hurt less if they knew that Bill leaving wasn&rsquo;t because he didn’t love them. It was the years of guilt, of him never letting anyone inside that festered to a boiling point. They knew he loved them, he just wouldn’t allow himself to be with them.</p><p>Ben is the only one out of the group who still gets to see him regularly. They share English 101. Ben sits in the front and Bill sits all the way in the back, purposely making it hard for Ben to see him. Bill always slips into class at the last minute and is always the first one out the doors when it’s over. It kind of hurts Ben’s feelings, does he really think that he’s going to confront him in front of everyone?</p><p>He sometimes will steal glances at him, just needing reassurance that Bill’s still real. He almost regrets it each time. Bill is all sharp angles now, cheeks gaunt and his collarbones poke out of t-shirts, and he wonders when was the last time Bill ate something other than vending machine chips. There are purple eye bags under what are now dull blue eyes and makes Ben want to help, but Bill won’t look at him. Bill doesn’t look at anyone in the class, which incites the Professor&rsquo;s rage one day.</p><p>“Mr. Denbrough! Are you wasting your money on a spot to daydream or do you actually plan to learn something in this class?!” Professor Todd booms.</p><p>Ben flinches, but when he looks back at Bill,<i> because he has to check on him,</i> he smiles. Bill is staring down at the Professor, his lower lip trembling. Not in fear, no, Ben knows this, but in anger. It’s the first emotion he’s seen Bill have since coming to school. The Professor smirks, raising his eyebrows, mistaking his look of defiance for a look of a boy on the verge of tears. Ben watches with bated breath…only for Bill to slump back in his seat with a “Sorry Pr-Professor.”</p><p>The class resumes but Ben can’t tear his eyes away, unbelieving what he just witnessed. For the first time, Ben doesn’t take complete notes in class, his mind running away from what’s going on around him in the room.<strike> All the way back to the sewers.</strike></p><p>When the Professor excuses them after class, Ben bolts out the door and after Bill. He can’t let him get away, not this time.</p><p>“Bill! Bill, wait up!” he shouts, apologizing to the people he accidentally knocks into.</p><p>For a brief moment, he gets scared that Bill is going to disappear into the crowd, that he’s going to  <i>ignore </i>him. But Bill is still Bill and very reluctantly he stops. He leans against the hallway’s wall and stares at the toes of his converse. They still have the smiley faces Richie drew on them during their junior year of high school.</p><p>Ben is giddy when he catches up to Bill, he doesn’t even care that he won’t look at him, it’s just nice to be back in his presence. That is until he realizes he had no plan when he chased Bill after class. “I’m sorry about Professor Todd.” There’s no need for him to apologize about what had happened in class, but he just needs an excuse to talk to Bill.</p><p>Bill glances up and those blue eyes still take the breath out of Ben’s lungs. “It’s okay, Professor Tuh-Todd is d-dick.”</p><p>“He is, isn’t he,” he agrees, a smile cracking across his face. Bill starts to shuffle on his feet like he’s fighting the urge to walk away and Ben is just not ready for that yet, “So um…we have that poetry due next week, and I was thinking that if you wanted to I could help you out,” Bill shoots him a look he can’t read, “Only if you wanted too though! I know you struggle with poetry, not that you’re bad at it of course! It’s just you used to always complain about it and writing fiction was always-”</p><p>“It’s fine Ben,” he huffs, amusement playing in his voice. Ben was rambling, and Bill didn’t mind, he never minded, and the small smile he gives Ben makes his heart soar. It can’t last though. Bill’s small smile drops almost as fast as it came, “I already have my puh-poem done, thanks any-anyways.” Bill pushes off the wall and leaves, turning his back to Ben.</p><p>Helplessly he watches their fearless leader disappear into the crowd.</p><p>-</p><p>When Richie sees Bill for the first time in two months it’s a complete accident. It wasn’t like he was looking for him, not like the others discreetly and constantly do in the crowds around campus. Because if Richie’s being honest, he’s angry at Bill.</p><p>He hates Bill for having a savior complex and he hates how the others hurt because they miss him so. Most importantly and selfishly he hates Bill for leaving him. They were the dynamic duo. Batman and Robin, to which they had many arguments over who was who.</p><p>So Richie being Richie, he tried to forget that Bill even existed when Bill started distancing himself from them. It didn’t work. Instead, he always imagined that when he finally did see Bill again, they were going to fight it out. It’s how they handled things when they were younger. That doesn’t happen, because like mentioned earlier, he didn’t plan on seeing Bill when he did.</p><p>He was out with some friends from his Theater Arts class, and not the losers for once. It was late on a Saturday night and they had just left a bar, heading down the twenty-four hour burger joint on campus. Richie was painfully sober because he was tonight&rsquo;s designated driver. Which was fine! He honestly didn’t mind, but as the drunks were ordering their grease, he really needed a cigarette so he snuck away outside.</p><p>Behind the building was a bench, a smoke break area for the workers. It was empty except for one guy leaning against the bench, trying to get his cigarette lit with a shitty lighter. Richie didn’t pay him much attention as he lit his own, but after watching the poor guy struggle a little longer, he takes pity on him.</p><p>“Here man,” he reaches over, offering his lighter. The lighter with faded musical notes printed on it, the one he bummed from Bill after senior prom and never gave back.</p><p>The worker takes it with a small “Thanks” and lights his cigarette.</p><p>In the amber glow of the burning end of the now-lit cigarette, Richie realizes the man is Bill under the white paper burger joint hat at the same time Bill notices the design on the lighter. Bill stares very hard at the lighter, and it’s a good thing Richie is stunned because otherwise, he’d be demanding Bill to at least look at him. In his stupor, he just stares at Bill as if he’s seen a ghost until Bill finally gathers his balls to look at him.</p><p>The air is tense and heavy between them, their cigarettes between their fingers momentarily forgotten. Both waiting on the other to make the first move. A toss-up between the two, Big Bill versus the Trashmouth.</p><p>This time it’s Richie, “You work here now? Can’t imagine that helps you get your dick wet.”</p><p>It’s a lame joke but at least it chips away at some of the tension in the air. Bill doesn’t laugh but the corners of his mouth twitch up and Richie thinks how he misses Bill’s smile with a desperation. He hates this, things were never awkward with Bill before. Bill takes a drag of his cigarette, reminding Richie to do the same. “It’s extra cuh-cash and I work the gruh-graveyard shift anyways.” Richie knows that’s all the explanation he’s getting.</p><p>“Well, you’re cute in your little paper hat.”</p><p>A brief chuckle escapes Bill’s lips before he reigns it back in, as if he’s not allowed to laugh anymore. “Beep beep Richie.”</p><p>Richie doesn’t say anything else and the two settle into silence, smoking their cigarettes. He wonders if Bill ever stopped smoking his shitty menthol cigarettes but they’ve become a staple of Bill’s smell and he thinks he’ll miss them if Bill has. Any other loser right now would be trying to talk to Bill, maybe begging him to come back. Not him, he’s a simple man and he’s just happy to share this time with Bill. The fact that Bill didn’t bolt the moment he saw him is a win in his book.</p><p>As Bill snubs out the end of his cigarette as he checks his wrist watch and sighs, “My bruh-breaks over…sorry,” and turns to head back inside through the building&rsquo;s back door.</p><p>“Hey, Bill!” The words slip out before he can stop them, “I have to drive everyone home but after I can always come back. Whadda ya say? Me an’ you go dicking around town?”</p><p>Bill looks over his shoulder, and he can see he’s got that furrowed eyebrow of his. It always means Bill’s thinking long and hard and it used to lead to some pretty awesome adventures. Now it just leads to heartbreak, “I can’t Rich.” Richie&rsquo;s shoulders slump, at least he tried. “Hey Trashmouth!” he shouts from where he’s opening the door, and when Richie looks up, Bill tosses the lighter right at his chest. Richie catches it before it hits the ground, “Tuh-take care of yourself,” Bill tells him before the door closes behind him.</p><p>“You too Big Bill.” That&rsquo;s the last time Richie uses that lighter.</p><p>-</p><p>Maybe it was because Ben had told them what happened with Professor Todd, or maybe it’s because Richie told her he saw Bill last week with his eyes glazed over with tears he refused to let fall, but she’s not surprised when she sees Bill. She was expecting to run into him sooner than later.</p><p>This time comes when she sees him in the hall between classes, making his way into the hall’s gender-neutral bathroom. The front of his pants and bottom of his shirt is soaked as if Bill spilled his morning coffee into his lap. Bill was always a clutz. She has no qualms about following him in there.</p><p>Bill doesn&rsquo;t notice the door open, too busy yanking paper towels out of the dispenser, dabbing at the wet stain. The unfortunate stain makes it look like he pissed himself, and there’s a blush steadily rising on the top of Bill’s cheeks, which are more sunken in than she remembers. Ben and Richie were right, Bill looks bad.</p><p>“It helps if you damp the paper towel first.”</p><p>Bill jumps and drops the wad of coffee-soaked paper towels in his hand. He looks at her in the mirror, not unlike how a prey animal eyes a looming predator. How did things get so messed up?</p><p>“Just, here,” she huffs, going to grab her own handful of paper towels, this time dampening them and wringing them out. She holds them out to him, not wanting to cross any lines by touching him. Not that long ago Bill would scoop her up and spin her around till they were both giddy with laughter.</p><p>Hesitantly Bill takes them and starts dabbing at his pants, “Thanks B-Bev.” God, it feels so nice to hear him say her name.</p><p>“If you damp the paper towel it’ll clean away the sugar so that you’re not sticky when it dries,” she gives him an explanation he didn’t ask for, “Your pants are probably going to be damp for the rest of the day though.”</p><p>He grimaces, “Gruh-great.”</p><p>Without a second thought she drops her backpack and shrugs off her pastel green sweater, thankful she decided to wear one of Richie’s band tees underneath, “Here, you can tie this around your waist.”</p><p>“I-, It’s fine Bev. Th-Thank you, but it’s not the fuh-first time I’ve spuh-spilled coffee on me.”</p><p>She smiles, “I know, and it’s not the last time you will,” she holds the sweater against his chest, the back of knuckles rap against his breast bone. Bill looks at the sweater, guilt bleeding into his blue eyes. “Bill please, I really don’t mind. You can just return it later, okay?!” She pleads. She needs Bill to let her do this for him, things can’t continue the way they have been, <i>things can&rsquo;t continue being this messed up.</i></p><p>Bill shushes her gently and grabs the back of her hand, the one currently against his chest. His eyes are glazed and Bev can feel her tears running down her cheeks too, God, this is so <i>fucking </i>fucked up! “Bevie, I cuh-can’t,” he chokes out. Bill drops her and brushes past her, leaving her to watch the reflection of him in the mirror flee, her sweater still fisted in her hand.</p><p>-</p><p>Mike has always loved the library, so it made sense for him to work as an aid at the university&rsquo;s. He likes to brag and say he has the best job out of all the losers.  <i>(He’s the only one with a job.)</i></p><p>During his shift, every Tuesday and Thursday evening, it’s pretty much his own show. He gets to shelve books, and set aside any new history book Ben may take an interest in, or sit behind the desk and get his school work done, the occasional student needing help locating a book. Sometimes one of his Losers will drop him off a snack, or just hang around. The only time Richie comes into the library is when he’s working, the other librarian, an old lady named Patricia, kicks Richie out every time she’s working. Richie is willing to behave for Mike.</p><p>Mike’s pushing his cart of books down the aisle, shelving when he sees him. The book shelves aren’t too tall, but the top shelf can be tricky for people on the shorter side. Bill’s on his tippy toes, and he still can’t reach the book he desires. There’s a step stool a little further down the aisle and either Bill didn’t see it, or he’s being stubborn. Mike knows which is more likely.</p><p>He chuckles to himself and goes up to him, pulling the book Bill was reaching for down with ease. “Here ya go,” he passes the book to Bill.</p><p>Bill is startled, but the tension in his shoulders relaxes when he sees it’s just Mike. “Thanks, Mikey, I cuh-could’ve got it th-though” he pulls the book to his chest, subconsciously putting up a barrier between them.</p><p>“Yeah, I know Bill.” He’s smiling at him, he’s missed Bill just as much as everyone else has, but he knows Bill will come back to them when he’s ready. “So you’re deciding to read Little Women?” he gestures to the book in Bill’s hands.</p><p>“Oh, yeah. I wuh-watched the m-movie the other night when I was h-h-high.”</p><p>Mike doesn’t want to wonder how often Bill’s getting high nowadays. “Eddie and I read it together last month. Eddie fell in love with Laurie, almost made me jealous.” A brief flash of pain crosses Bill’s face and he regrets bringing up Eddie. He changes the subject, “I heard you were working at the burger joint on campus, how’s that going?”</p><p>“It’s uh, well it suh-sucks,” Bill breathes out, never having been able to lie to Mike but still thankful for the change of subject, “It puh-pays decent and so-sometimes they let me eat luh-leftovers.”</p><p><i>“Oh Billy,” </i>He whispers, he doesn’t mean to let it slip and he sees the dread filling Bill’s eyes. They both know how this will play out, it’s inevitable. Just like what happened to them in the sewers, fate is a train barreling towards them at full speed and they can’t jump off the tracks. Best to get it over with, “You know if you want a different job, I can convince the boss lady to give you one here. You’d enjoy it a lot better.”</p><p>Bill regards him with sympathy, “Uh yeah Mikey, I’ll thu-think about it,” they both know he’s not going to, “I th-think I’m g-g-gonna go check this out, go see how hot Luh-Laurie is.” He steps around him, and his shoulder barely brushes Mike’s bicep. He gets the delirious idea to scoop Bill up in his arms, hold on to him and never let go, and take him back home to the Losers because then everything would be okay. They’d be complete.</p><p>He doesn&rsquo;t give in to temptation and watches Bill disappear out of the aisle, taking a little piece of him stuffed inside the pages of Little Women.</p><p>-</p><p>Stanley Uris is very aware that he is being watched right now, and he’s very aware that those eyes belong to one Bill Denbrough.</p><p>It’s Sunday evening, and all the other losers were busy studying or doing homework. <i>(“We can’t all be perfect like you, boy scout,” Richie had grumbled at him. Stan kissed him on his forehead for his troubles.) </i>Looking for something busy himself, he decided to pay the park a visit to birdwatch. Usually, birdwatching was reserved for Saturday mornings, with Bev accompanying him. She didn’t watch the birds, and would rather opt to curl into his side, resting her cheek on his shoulder to take a morning nap. He didn’t mind. Besides, Bill was the one who would go birdwatching with him but Bill has decided that he’s unlovable.</p><p>Bill’s hand is flitting across the page of the open sketchbook in his lap. He’s sitting on the bench across the way, probably assuming that Stan is too busy looking for a Garbler or a Finch. No, Stan saw him. <strike>He knows the feeling of being watched all too well, that fucking clown.</strike> What is Bill drawing now? Are his hands still perpetually stained in ink? He longs to know these simple things.</p><p>Every glance of those blue eyes on him feels like they’re burrowing into his skin. Stan keeps looking through his binoculars. There’s a Blue Jay up in the tree, a piece of hay in its beak. It jumps from branch to branch before flying down to the ground. It hops a few times until it lands a few feet in front of worn converse.  <i>Shit.</i></p><p>He probably looks like a dork staring at Bill through his binoculars, but Bill’s never been one to think such things, especially about the Losers. Stan drops his binoculars and they both stare at one another, unable to move. It’s like they are trapped in this hopeless purgatory, invisible to outsiders. He plays with the idea of just getting up and leaving, because his heart may just break again if he talks to Bill. The Losers have spent too long putting him back together.</p><p>Bill moves first, surprisingly, and it’s not away like Stan was expecting. He approaches Stan’s bench slowly, and Stan watches him approach with a look of contempt. Bill stands awkwardly in front of him, fiddling with the frayed edges of his now-closed sketchbook. What fills the pages of it? Is it still the Losers or have more monstrous memories taken their place? Or to Bill, are they one and the same now?</p><p>“Hi, Stanley.”</p><p>Stan studies the bridge of Bill’s nose, checking to see if any new freckles have joined the smattering across it. He says nothing.</p><p>Bill doesn’t react to Stan’s silence, he’s too busy doing his own studying of the silver scars that line Stan’s face. Stan and Bill were in a relationship of sorts before Bill distanced himself, looking back Stan has realized he was in a relationship of sorts with all of the Losers, but for a brief moment he and Bill had their own private thing. Each one of their kisses would be brought to a stop the moment Bill cupped his face and felt those scars. It made Stan hate them all the more. And here Bill is again, letting those stupid scars prevent them from being together.</p><p>“What do you want?” The words sound more venomous than he intends, but he can’t find it in him to care.</p><p>Bill flinches. He’s probably wondering why he even came over to talk to him, especially when he had no problem ignoring Stan and the others for this long. Stan knows that because he’s wondering the same thing.</p><p>“I ju-ju-ju-ju-ju-ju,” he stops and swallows down the fighting words, “I don’t know. Nuh-nevermind,” he gets out evenly and starts to walk away.</p><p>Stan’s on his feet in a moment, hysterical laughter spilling out his gut as he grabs Bill by the wrist, preventing him from taking another step, “That’s it? That’s all I get? An ‘I don’t know&rsquo;? You ignore me for fucking months! Ignore the Losers and then I guess because you’re bored you decide to talk to me?!” He doesn’t remember when he started yelling.</p><p>Bill yanks his wrist out his grip like Stan has burned him, “It’s buh-better this way! Cuh-can’t you see th-that? Can’t  <i>any </i> of you ruh-realize that by n-now!”</p><p>“Better Bill?! You think this is better? You left us!” his throat is tightening up but he will not cry, he is done crying over Bill Denbrough,  <i>“You left me!”</i></p><p><strike><i>“No! You left me! You’re not my friends! You made me go into Neilbolt!”</i></strike></p><p>In the distance a bird coos and there’s a cheer of someone making a basketball goal. Between Stan and Bill, it is stone silent. Stan wants to grab Bill’s hand and use it as a lifeline to steady himself like he used to, but if he reaches for him and Bill pulls away, he’s not sure what he’ll do. So he balls his hands into fists at his sides, knowing that his nails will dig into his palms till they bleed. “Just&hellip;Bill please, <i>come home </i>to us,” he says lowly.</p><p>Bill opens his mouth to speak but chokes on any words that try to come out. He shakes his head and walks away, and this time Stan lets him.</p><p>-</p><p>It’s Saturday night and Eddie would rather not be walking the sidewalk, on his way to a college party, and yet, here he is. According to the phone call he just had with Ben, bless his soul- he’s only sober one right now besides Eddie- Bev and Stan started taking shots, Richie is very stoned, and even Mike has had one too many. They aren’t completely blacked out wasted but if Eddie doesn’t get there to help Ben moderate them, they will be by the end of the night.</p><p>He almost thought he was going to get out of coming tonight, having to stay home to work on his paper for Intro Into Medicine, but he was able to wrap it up quicker than he thought. Stan was <i> supposed  </i>to be the other designated sober person tonight, but after what he says happened with Bill last Sunday, he doesn’t blame him for wanting to drink.</p><p>Their party is at a sorority house, one of Bev’s friends Kay invited them to, but along the way, he passes the frat party that is also going on tonight. Drunk shirtless gym bros are running around the yard and a couple is making out and grinding on the front porch. Eddie can’t tell you what the name of the frat is, but he’s pretty sure he and the Losers have partied here before. This frat has a big party every Saturday night and he wrinkles his nose, remembering how the house smells like stale beer and piss.</p><p>There’s some unlucky soul crouched down and vomiting in the bushes in the corner of the yard by the street. Eddie goes to give them a wide berth as he passes them but then in the porch light he sees auburn brown hair and he <i>knows.</i></p><p>Bill’s hands are on the ground as another retch travels up his spine, his knees in the dirt, his jeans to forever be grass-stained.</p><p>Eddie really wishes he had a bottle of water, or even a fucking rag as he immediately kneels down by Bill, rubbing his back. He hates sickness but it never bothers him if it’s one of the Losers. “Let it out Big Bill,” he coos.</p><p>Bill’s head snaps up to him, just now noticing Eddie’s presence. His face pinches up but before he can say anything he throws up again. He continues to rub Bill’s back, cooing, and selfishly a part of him loves this. Just being in Bill’s presence and being here for him.</p><p>He throws up everything in his stomach until he’s just dry heaving,  <i>“Eds,”  </i>he croaks. Bill pulls himself away and tries to scramble away from him. But Bill is  <i>utterly </i> wasted and ends up tripping over his long legs, falling down on his ass. He clamors back to his feet, trying to flee down the sidewalk.</p><p>“Bill! You idiot!” He yells as he takes off after him.</p><p>Bill gets to a turn in the sidewalk and trips, taking a hard fall into the road. Panically Eddie runs to him. Bill is laying face down on the gravel, and when Eddie flips him over, he has a bloody chin and left cheek, some pretty nasty road rash. His forearms aren’t any better. Surprisingly, Bill is still conscious.</p><p>He tries to say something to Eddie, but between his stutter and the slurring of his words, it’s unintelligible. It gets worse when he starts sobbing.</p><p>Eddie cradles Bill’s head to his chest, murmuring <i>&ldquo;</i> <i>It’sokayit’sokayit’sokay,” </i> over and over. At some point, Bill passes out, and while trying not to disturb him, Eddie fishes his phone out of his pocket to call Ben. They are still on the road after all.</p><p>-</p><p>He can hear them when he wakes up. They’re murmuring all around him. Someone is laying beside him on the bed and the rest are either sitting on it or standing in the room. Someone is running their fingers through his greasy hair and without looking he knows it’s the scrape of Bev’s nails across his scalp just as he knows it’s Richie’s long legs that lay across his. Maybe a subconscious attempt on his part to make it harder on Bill when he wakes up and chooses to flee. They don’t know he’s already awake, he had some sense to keep his eyes closed when he woke up.</p><p>A headache is ringing in his ears and his mouth tastes of stale alcohol and vomit. His face is slightly burning from when he fell into the road but it feels like someone, <i>Eddie, </i> has put Neosporin on it. His arms are the worst and every shuffle of the sheet against them makes it feel like they’re on fire. He deserves it, especially after putting Eddie through that last night. Eddie hates illness.</p><p>He didn’t mean to get <i>that</i> drunk last night. He was sad and everyone was invited to those frat parties, he just needed some alleviation. The more he drank, the less he thought about Ben’s look of disappointment, the coldness around Richie, the pain in Bev’s eyes, and the way Mike had breathed out his name. And Stan, he doesn’t know what he was thinking last Sunday. He just <i> misses  </i>them and he had a moment of weakness, and Stan suffered for it. Again.</p><p>The mattress bends as someone else sits on his other side. More Neosporin is being delicately applied to his cheek. Whose bed is this he wonders? Or do they all share a bed? Before college started they planned on looking for an apartment together, that was the same time he had started to pull away, secretly filling out a form for a dorm.</p><p>“You just found him last night?”</p><p>“He was getting sick in the bushes and then he bolted when he realized it was me. He tripped and fell in the road, I wouldn’t leave him there.”</p><p>“Running away nowadays seems to be his forte.”</p><p>“Beep beep Richie.”</p><p>“Well, thank you for bringing home Eddie.”</p><p>“Thank Mike, Bev. He’s the one who had to sober up and carry him home.”</p><p>“Do you…do you think he’ll stay this time?”</p><p>“I hope so, Stan.”</p><p>They hush each other as Bill moves, he doesn’t want to hear any more of this. He opens his eyes and blearily takes in the dim bedroom, the light is off and the afternoon sun is bleeding through the window. Bev stops playing with his hair and moves back a little so that he can push himself up into a sitting position. The pain in his arms makes him wince.</p><p>Richie sits across the wall, his legs still stretched out over his. He pushes his legs harder down onto Bill’s, trapping him. Eddie sits to his other side, Neosporin still clutched in his hand. Stan is sitting beside Richie, snuggled up and protected under Richie’s arm. Ben sits on the other side of his legs and Mike stands by the door. He is in all senses of it, trapped.</p><p>“You look like shit dude.” Richie gets a throw pillow in the face for that from Ben of all people. “I’m just saying what we’re all thinking,” he holds his hands up in surrender.</p><p>Richie’s not lying. Aside from having a massive hangover and fucked up face, Bill hasn’t slept a full night or eaten a proper meal in months. Aside from munchies when he’s stoned or the occasional burger that was sent back because it was wrong at the burger joint, he forgets to eat. A side effect of his anxiety.</p><p>“Here, take this,” Eddie passes him some Advil from the nightstand. He swallows the pills dry before he sees the glass of water in Eddie’s other hand. He takes the water thankfully and avoids Eddie&rsquo;s eyes.</p><p>“Are you going to fucking say anything? Or are you still on your savior complex high horse and insisting it’s ‘better this way.” Stan’s words tear into him. No one beeps Stan but Bev’s hand returns to hair. He allows himself to lean into it.</p><p>What is he supposed to say? He wants to stand by what he&rsquo;s said because <i>it is  </i>better this way, but he misses them. It’s felt like he was drowning and right now, in the same room with all of them, it’s the first time he’s been able to take a proper breath. “It’s stuh-still better-”</p><p>“Cut the shit Bill,” Bev tells him. Her hand hasn’t stopped soothing him, but she looks ready to strangle him, “We  <i>need  </i>you here.”</p><p>“I know, I know that you blame yourself for what happened to us, but please stop letting  <i>IT </i> punish you. We’re the Losers, we’ve proven that we were stronger than  <i>IT </i>,” Mike adds, walking further into the room.</p><p>“We’re not whole without you Big Bill,” Richie jokingly punches the side of Bill’s thigh, like how a bro would ‘punch’ another bro on the shoulder. A stubborn smile creeps on his face at Richie’s antics.</p><p>“He’s right,” Ben continues, “They’re all right. We went through something horrible, but we went through something horrible <i> together.  </i>We’re supposed to be together.” Ben, ever the romantic.</p><p>Eddie grasps his shoulder, “We love you, Billy, I love you.”</p><p>That&rsquo;s what breaks him. Eddie, his first friend, his first love. Eddie  <i>still </i>loves him. He knows the light Eddie grew up seeing him in, always looking at him like he was the invincible one. But to Bill, he was always in awe of him, of how brave the little boy with the inhaler was. Eddie kisses him and he kisses him back, tasting the salty tang of tears. From whom, he doesn’t care. It’s so nice to be here, with them in this moment, and to feel the pure love Eddie is pouring out his soul for him into the kiss.</p><p>Eddie pulls back, teary-eyed and smiling. Bev stops playing with his hair and gently grips his chin, guiding him to face her. Her lips are just as plush against his as he remembers. Richie crawls his way onto his chest, providing a comforting weight and grounding him into the present. Mike pulls Eddie into his lap and they both curl into him, touching any part of him they can. Ben gets between his legs behind Richie, his big hands rubbing at his kneecaps. When Bev breaks their kiss with a parting kiss on his cheek, he sees Stan still sitting at the end of the bed, apprehensive.</p><p>“If you stay, you can’t- you <i> can’t </i> leave us again.” It kills him how Stan’s voice breaks.</p><p>He can’t promise he’ll stay. There’s still a voice in his head telling him they’d be better off without him, but for right now, the love he feels for the Losers is kicking that voice to the back seat. “I’m guh-gonna try.” He  <i>can  </i>give Stan and them the truth.</p><p>Stan thinks on it for a moment before quickly nodding his head, accepting Bill’s honesty. He quickly shambles up the bed and crawls between him and Bev, pulling Bill into an earnest kiss. Bill&rsquo;s hand automatically flexes, but he prevents it from reaching out and touching Stan’s scars and just lets Stan kiss him breathless.</p><p>Under the weight of his Losers, he’s protected. They won’t let the guilt float him away.</p><p>Things start to get better. Not all at once, but over time. Bill moves in with the Losers the next week, primarily staying in the guest room. It’s so nice to have Mike’s home-cooked meals again, he quickly gets back to eating on a schedule. Within the month he <i>officially </i> starts dating the Losers, filling in the missing piece.</p><p>He starts going birdwatching with Stan again and shows all the birds he’s doodled in his sketchbook since he left them. Bev is there too now, and it just makes sense. Sometimes Bill decides to sleep on Stan’s other shoulder. Richie has dragged him out into town, solely to fuck around or get high. He’s missed his Robin, because yes, Richie is Robin. If he says otherwise he’s wrong. He sits by Ben in Professor Todd&rsquo;s class now, and Ben helped him get a B+ on a poetry assignment, take that Professor Dickface! Thanks to beautiful Mike, he quits that awful job of his. Working in the library is much more his speed, and an added bonus, he doesn’t leave smelling like burnt oil.</p><p>There are still bad days. Sometimes he thinks he’s made the wrong call, that the Losers are still better off without him. But then one of them is there, reminding him of why he chose to stay.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N: </b>This ended up being a bit longer than I planned, but when I got ask to write a second story for the exchange this prompt got me really excited.</p><p>I hope you enjoyed it Bambi! Thank you for the prompt!</p><p>And thanks to all who read this!</p>
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Body: <h1>BDSM (Bill Deserves So Much)</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/36911371">Ao3</a></p><p><b>Rating:</b> E</p><p>Gift for <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mBC0Pt_iTH_QiOG8Jogc5ig">@fuckbitchesgetreddie</a></p><p><b>Summary: </b>“You know, you’re really dumb sometimes,” she giggles, “I went up to borrow your laptop the other day and you’ll never believe what I saw on your computer screen.”</p><p>It feels like the bottom of his stomach has fallen through, shit. How can he be so stupid? God, and it’s Bev that found that site, so he knows she snooped through it. </p><p>Or my work for the Fourth Poly Losers Exchange</p><p><b>Warnings and Prompt under cut</b></p><!-- more --><p><b>Warnings:</b> Smut and BDSM themes, very, very, mild choking, and kink negation </p><p>-</p><p><b>Prompt:</b> Just a fun fic exploring dynamics! Maybe one of them is ace or gray ace, maybe some love it<br/>rough and others slow. Maybe one only doms for a specific Loser, or only subs for another<br/>etc. How they pair/match up together and work out kinks (the sexy kind) and kinks (the bad<br/>kind). Just go crazy with it (as long any rough/mean stuff is consensual). I only squick at<br/>Eddie sexually being with Bev and Bill; otherwise let your freak flag fly.</p><p>-</p><p>Beverly Marsh has been in a happy and committed relationship with six guys for the past seven years. They were her losers. She dared say she knew everything about them. Everything. As to be expected when you’re in your late twenties and you’ve known your partners since around the tender age of thirteen.</p><p>From what keeps them up at night, scared, to what they liked in the bedroom. From who they aspire to be, to what their favorite type of cereal is, and everything in between. She especially knew their kinks, and there were a lot of them.</p><p>Richie was down for anything but had an affinity for lace. Stan liked to be either completely in control or completely out of control, there was no middle. Mike liked bondage, which was a surprise to everyone. Sweet Ben had a MAJOR praise kink, he loved being told how much of a good boy he is. She’s never been sexual with Eddie, but she had heard (really heard, walls are thin) that Eddie really loves being spanked. With Bill, she thought she knew what he liked.  He liked to be in charge and honestly, a little vanilla. She never realized how wrong she was.</p><p>Their fearless leader, Big Bill, liked everyone thinking he enjoyed being the ‘top’ or ‘leading’ their sexual rendezvous. He’s been doing it since they first became a couple, even initiated the first time they all had sex together when a pent-up Bill got on his knees in front of Richie during what was supposed to be a movie night. And since it was Richie he got on his knees for, it was game over for everyone.</p><p>Bev never thought twice about Bill’s desires or sexual appetites, surely he’d tell them if he wanted anything different,<i> right?</i></p><p>So imagine her surprise when she opened Bill’s laptop to see the raunchiest BDSM website she’s ever seen. Look, she honestly didn’t mean to see it! It’s just her laptop was dead and she needed to type something up for work, and she knew Bill’s laptop didn’t have a passcode on it. Bill hasn’t minded letting the losers use it before, except Richie. Richie was banned after he sharpied a dick by the mousepad. So she didn&rsquo;t think twice when she went into his office to use it. But once she saw it, she couldn’t look away.</p><p><i>Twinkobilteration.com </i>was the name of the site, and oh it so delivered on its name. There were videos, so, so, many videos, but there were also articles written by users. The articles were on <i>‘how to be a better sub’ </i>and <i>‘cumming dry’ </i>and she is not a bashful person but some of them made <i>her </i>blush.</p><p>She noticed <i>Bill </i>had a user account that her curiosity really got the best of her. BlueSteel was his username, which made her laugh- it sounded like a stripper name, and Bill had bookmarked a few articles. They were right there! How could you expect her not to look?</p><p>There was a surprising amount of articles on how to be a better sub, and how to help yourself loosen, and most of the articles…were geared towards bottoms.</p><p>Bill had bottomed before, one glorious night Bev had pegged him right on the couch while Ben had watched, but Bill doesn’t bottom often. He tends to take control the moment anything sexual starts happening. Bill has always said he’s had a top preference, but looking at what he’s bookmarked, she’s not sure that&rsquo;s the truth.</p><p>After scrolling through the videos and articles, a beautiful plan started to hatch in her brain, one that was going to require help. She knew which two idiots would be up for the job. Thinking about it made her excited but more importantly it made her wet.</p><p>-</p><p>A couple of days later Bev finds Stan in his office in their home. It’s Friday evening, and he’s typing away at something on his laptop. He’s been home from work less than an hour, and despite him saying he never brings his work home, he always does.</p><p>Whatever he’s working on must be getting to him because he has that furrow in his brow and he’s been pulling at his tie. The first button of his shirt is undone and Bev can see a patch of his expertly waxed chest shining through. Stan doesn’t notice her as she approaches his desk.</p><p>It takes her walking behind his chair and rubbing at his shoulders for him to become aware of her presence. Instinctively he leans back into her touch with a,<i> “Hey, Redbird,” </i>and continues to glare at his laptop screen. To her, it just looks like a bunch of numbers, but sometimes to her, Stan too seems like a bunch of numbers.</p><p>She runs a hand through his curls, “<i> Kookie, </i>take a break.”</p><p>Stan sighs and presses a kiss to her hand on his shoulder, “I can’t. One of my employees fucked up and I need to fix it. The client is expecting the spreadsheet on Monday.</p><p>“So you’re doing this all weekend?” She asks, bemused. Some stupid spreadsheet won’t get in the way of her plan.</p><p>“I’m afraid so, Redbird.”</p><p>Bev sighs dramatically, “Oh, but I know of a <i>someone </i>you’d rather be doing all weekend.”</p><p>The corners of Stan’s mouth twitch up and he spins around in his office chair, yanking her in his lap, causing her to giggle, “Tell me more,” he says as he starts to<i> innocently </i>kiss at the base of her neck.</p><p>She tells him her plan, and what she had found on Bill’s laptop. The more she talks, the bigger Stan’s smirk grows. This is why she chose him, he more than appreciates taking control.</p><p>Stan kisses her when she’s done. The kiss is filled with excitement and she has half a mind to get her panties off and ride his growing erection against her ass until Stan pulls back abruptly. “Let me finish this tonight and I promise, I’ll be available all day tomorrow.”</p><p>Bev smiles and kisses him before crawling off his lap. One idiot secured, now time for the other one.</p><p>-</p><p>It’s later in the evening, after dinner when Bev gets to bring it up to Richie. After dinner, the two always go out to their back patio to smoke their evening cigarette. Bev spent the whole dinner thinking about what was going to happen tomorrow. Eddie, Ben, and Mike were going to visit Mike’s grandparents on the farm, and odds are they’d end up spending the night out there. Bill wasn’t going because he had a meeting with his editor in the morning and he assumed that the rest had their own reasons for not going. Poor Big Bill, he has no idea what’s waiting for him when he gets home.</p><p>During dinner, Stan had been looking at Bill like he was a delicious dessert, and Bev can empathize. Bill was, as always, oblivious.</p><p>She’s only halfway done telling Richie her plan when he stops, “Bev baby, you already know I’m in.”</p><p>“Wow, you don’t take much convincing,” she jabs at him with a playful nudge to his shoulder.</p><p>Richie takes a deep inhale before stubbing out the rest of his cigarette, “Baby, you could’ve just said ‘Dom Bill’, and I would’ve immediately said yes. I’m sporting a half chub right now just thinking about that.”</p><p>“Geeze, always such a slut Trashmouth.”</p><p>“And don’t you forget it, Ms. Marsh.”</p><p>-</p><p>Bill had a <i>horrible </i>morning. First of all, he woke up <i>alone, </i>which is a feat considering his six lovers. He knew Eddie, Mike, and Ben were leaving at the crackass of dawn, but that didn’t account for the other three. Bev, Stan, and Richie were off…doing something apparently, and they didn’t bother to wake him up to say goodbye! None of them were even morning people (although Stan claims he is, but Bill’s received enough morning death glares he knows that&rsquo;s a lie) so what got them up and out of bed before nine A.M. is a wonder. Whatever it is, it’s obviously more important than Bill.</p><p>He can feel the pout forming on his face as he lays in their <i>cold </i>and <i>empty </i>Alaskan bed. If Richie was here he’d make fun of it but if Eddie was here he’d kiss Bill’s forehead till it went away. He <i>hates </i>waking up alone, so much so he’s forgotten how much he did since it’s such a rare occurrence.</p><p>After he pulled himself out of bed with a grunt, his morning did not get better. They were all out of Coco Puffs, which reminded him that Richie ate it in dry handfuls the other day they shared a joint. Still salty about it.</p><p>And him being him, he forgot to track the time so even though he was up and ready, he was running out the door. Once he was in his car, he realized his manuscript was still on his desk. Great. When he had finally made it to the meeting with his editor, she had given a disapproving scowl. Who does she think she is? His mom? That’s Ben.</p><p>He wasn’t surprised when the meeting didn’t go well. She hated his ending and told him to write a whole new one in a week. Bill liked his ending, and so did his losers! That’s honestly all that mattered to him, but when his editor said the publishers weren’t going to publish his book with his current ending, he knew he had lost.</p><p>Even though the meeting took place in a quaint café, all he had was a fancy biscuit and more coffee he didn’t need. His nerves were getting him and he was jumpy the whole drive home, wanting nothing more than to curl on the couch and eat delivered pizza, and then tomorrow he would worry about his body image.</p><p>It was just after noon when he pulled into their expansive driveway. Stan’s Volvo was there now, unlike this morning, so he must at least be home. That thought alone propelled Bill out of his car. Stan would make him feel better, any of the losers would.</p><p>The house was empty when he got inside but that was no surprise. If it&rsquo;s just Stan home, he tended to hole himself away in his office, or outside in their garden.</p><p>“Hello?” He asked the stillness from where he stood in the doorway. All the lights were turned off downstairs, the midday light shining in. Toeing off his converser, he went in search of Stan.</p><p>Upstairs Stan was sitting behind his desk, just as Bill suspected he would be, and didn’t look surprised at all when Bill showed up in his doorway. “Hi there Bluejay.”</p><p>If Bill had to describe Stan’s voice, he’d never be able to do it correctly. Trust him, he’s tried. The best way he can describe it is as cool satin. It’s a type of voice Stan only uses when he’s up to something and already Bill can see him being pushed down onto their bed, and Stan scratching at his chest as he rides Bill into the mattress. He can feel his knees start to go weak as Stan eyes him up and down from where he sits.</p><p><strike>Sometimes he wishes Stan would fuck him into the mattress.</strike></p><p>“Huh-Hi,” Bill knows he’s blushing, but it’s Stan’s fault. His mere presence has this effect on him.</p><p>Stan gets up from his desk and approaches Bill, similarly to how you’d approach a scared animal. Once he’s in range of him, Stan’s hand goes to the side of Bill’s face and gazes into his eyes. He’s up to something, but no matter how hard he searches Stan’s eyes with his own, he can’t find the answer. Stan’s thumb settles on Bill’s lower lip and he has to resist the urge to bite it. Bill doesn’t fit the ‘submissive’ role, even if he so desperately wants to.</p><p>Instead, he surges forward to kiss Stan, but he’s quick to grab a fistful of Bill’s hair, stopping him so that their lips are only a centimeter apart. Bill represses a moan. Stan’s looking down at him, studying him and calculating. Out of the losers, Bill is only taller than Eddie and Bev, and moments like this remind him of how short he is. It sends a shiver down Bill’s spine.</p><p>When Stan speaks, he can feel his breath brush across his lips, “I was thinking we could do something different Billy.”</p><p>Bill smiles up at him, “And wuh-what’s that?” He’s mostly conquered his stutter, but it flares up when he’s frustrated…or hard. Richie has a fun time with that.</p><p>Stan kisses his forehead and the hand holding his hair sinks down to scratch his neck. Bill can feel his guard slipping away, and he knows that’s part of whatever plan Stan has concocted, “I was thinking,” he places another kiss on his forehead, “that maybe,” a kiss on the tip of his nose, “that I could top this time,” he finishes, finally kissing Bill on the lips.</p><p>He doesn’t respond to the kiss right away, his heart-stopping his chest. Stan has <i>never </i>topped him. He topped Eddie and Richie, Stan especially loves controlling Eddie, but never Bill. Not that Bill doesn’t want him to, he’s had shameful dreams about all the losers topping him at one point, but the only ones that have gotten to were Mike and Richie. Even that didn’t happen all that often. Bev had fun with him one time with a strap, but there hadn’t been a repeat.</p><p>It’s just… he’s supposed to be<i> Big Bill, </i>that nickname didn’t go with the word <i>bottom. </i>They all look to him to make sure they’re taken care of, to make sure they’re all happy. During sex, they put him in charge and hand over the control to him. And he <i>loves </i>doing that, he loves his Losers so fucking much, but sometimes, when he’s alone in his office, he imagines what it would be like to be the one who gives up control. The fear is that if they knew that he wanted to be tied down, gagged, even spanked a little, they just wouldn’t see him in the same light. So he stays in control.</p><p>Stan pulls back from the kiss after Bill doesn’t respond and looks down worriedly at him, “Is that okay? I don’t want to make you uncomfortable.” He brushes some of Bill’s stubborn bangs back.</p><p>Bill loves Stan so much, and if Stan <i>wants </i>this, who is he to deny him? He hesitates for just another moment before shaking his head, “Okay, you cuh-can t-t-top.” The tips of his ears turn red as he agrees.</p><p>The radiant smile Stan gives him is worth his stomach churning with excitement, “Only if you’re sure, Billy.” Bill nods his head again, “Okay, go get ready and meet me in our bedroom,” he parts with a kiss to his hairline.</p><p>Now jumpy for a whole other reason, he makes his way to their suite bathroom. Preparing is something he’s only had to do a few times, and while in the shower, he has to painfully ignore his erection. The powerful shower jets on his body don’t help either. As a treat to Stan, he even shaves his nether regions. He’s never let it get unruly down there like Richie, which suits him for some reason, but he also never gets professionally waxed down there as Eddie and Stan do.</p><p>He’s a bundle of nerves which is ridiculous because it’s just Stan, but Stan was planning something. After being with him for so many years, he can tell when Stan is up to something. Not being sure on whether or not he should get dressed again, he settles for pulling his boxers back on and heads towards their bedroom.</p><p>What he’s not expecting when he opens the door is not only Stan in his boxers but also Bev and Richie, both also only in their underwear. Oh and there’s rope tied to the end of the bed’s headboard and on the nightstand is lube, a cockring, and vibrator that he knows is new. Suddenly he feels very faint.</p><p>“Billiam, are you there?” Richie walked closer to him, he hadn’t even noticed that, let alone the fact he was talking.</p><p>Swallowing the lump in his throat he nods, contemplating dashing out the bedroom door to lock himself away in his office.</p><p>Bev must sense this because she comes and puts herself in his space, her delicate hands resting on his shoulders, he looks down at her, apprehensive. “Bill baby, can we talk?” With no context it seems like such a simple request, except the fact that he can see Richie and Stan over her shoulder, both looking like they’re ready to devour him. He shakily nods his head and some of the tension leaves Bev’s shoulders, “You know, you’re really dumb sometimes,” she giggles, “I went up to borrow your laptop the other day and you’ll never believe what I saw on your computer screen.”</p><p>It feels like the bottom of his stomach has fallen through.  <i>Shit. </i>How can he be so stupid? God, and it’s Bev that found that site, so he <i>knows </i>she snooped through it.</p><p>Bev can see the panic bubbling in his eyes and she&rsquo;s quick to fix it, “Hey hey,” she runs a gentle hand through his hair, “It’s a good thing I saw it, baby.”</p><p>“&hellip;Really?” he questions quietly.</p><p>Richie appears at his side, towering over him and running his fingers down Bill’s back, “Billy boy I was hard as a rock when Bev told me.”</p><p>Stan appears at his other side, “Trust us, you’re not pulling our arm for this, we <i>want </i>this,” and then almost as an after fault he adds on, “Also, Bill baby, of course, you would be the one to leave your secret porn site open,” he giggles. Bill blushes furiously at that.</p><p>“Are you suh-sure? You guh-guys want t-this?” He has to ask because this seems almost too good to be true.</p><p>They all nod at him, each one of them touching him, grounding him, in some way. “Will you let us do this for you? Will you hand over your control to us, just for tonight?” Bev asks.</p><p>A tiny “Yes” slips from his lips and Richie and Bev head back towards the bed, Stan takes Bev’s place in front of him.</p><p>He tries to see what the disaster duo are doing but Stan keeps his attention on him, “Before we begin we need to set some ground rules. First you are to address us as ‘Sir’ and ‘Ma’am’, no exceptions,” the rules alone are making him start to become hard, <i>God. </i>Stan continues, “Secondly you have to wait to cum till we give you permission, again- no exceptions. Thirdly and most <i>importantly, </i>we will be using the stoplight system, are you aware of it?”</p><p>Yes, he’s aware of it, he’s read enough articles on it. His nod isn’t sufficient though as Stan stars down at him, eyebrows raised. It clicks in Bill’s brain, “Yes S-sir.”</p><p>Stan looks quite pleased, “ <i>Good boy. </i>Just to make sure, tell me what the stoplight system is.”</p><p>“Guh-green is for g-good, yellow is for slo-slow down, and red is for stuh-stop.”</p><p>“Do NOT be afraid to red us, baby,” Richie interjects from behind Stan, “This is a learning process for all of us and it’s supposed to be fun. Please red us if you get uncomfortable.” Bill loves that Trashmouth so much.</p><p>“Yes Sir,” already saying that is becoming second nature. He’s so fucking hard.</p><p>Bev comes back to him, now completely naked and her fiery red hair pinned up behind her head. She grabs his hand with a smile and leads him past Stan towards the bed. With her urging he slowly sinks down onto it, staring intently up at her. “I’m going to tie your arms up now baby, let me know if it’s too tight.”</p><p>She guides him into crawling back on the bed so that his head lays in the pillows. Bev crawls on him so that she’s straddling his chest, and he can briefly feel how wet she is when she brushes past him. He lets her manipulate his arms as she pulls them over his head, crossing his wrists. As she ties the knot, briefly he wonders if Stan had shown her how to, he was a boy scout after all.</p><p>“Test that for me, would you baby?” she asks when she pulls away. He pulls on his restraint and is incredibly aroused when he realizes he has nowhere to go. Bev is pleased with her handiwork. “Good good, now color?”</p><p>“Gruh-green ma’am.”</p><p>She caresses his face, “Such a good boy, Billy. Now let’s begin.” she tells him as she clamors off of him. He immediately misses the heat of her body.</p><p>Bev goes to Stan, who pulls her into a filthy kiss. Both their eyes will glance over at him, both of them getting excited from seeing their fearless leader tied up. A very naked Richie appears between Bill’s legs, lustfully looking down at him and holding the cock ring he spotted earlier.</p><p>Bill feels pinned there under Richie’s eyes and suddenly becomes very self-conscious of his body, which is rare for him. He wouldn’t say he’s overweight by any means, but he’s gotten a little soft. What was once a six-pack, toned thighs, and a bubble butt from his glorious years of baseball in high school and college, have all collected a little bit of pudge he&rsquo;s accumulated in his late twenties. He doesn’t realize he’s squeezing his thighs together, subconsciously trying to conceal himself until Richie grips his <strike>muffin top</strike> waist.</p><p>“None of that, we want to see you. Don’t try to hide from us,” He commands.</p><p>Somehow he manages to blush even more, he feels a lot like Ben, and nods his head, “Yes Sir.”</p><p>Richie seems satisfied with this and continues. An involuntary whimper escapes his lips as Richie secures the ring snug around the base of Bill’s very hard cock.</p><p>Richie sniggers, “Wouldn’t want you to have too much too quickly now would we Billy?” Richie looks over at Stan and Bev, still lip-locked, “Hey lovebirds! Get over here! I’m about to do something delicious.” Bill yelps as Richie suddenly twists him over, so that he’s face down in the pillows.</p><p>Instinctively he tugs at his restraints, but it’s no use. He’s able to pull and push himself up so he rests on his elbows, and looks back over his shoulder. Bev goes to straddle his back but faces towards Richie from where he’s still between Bill’s legs. It gives him a very nice view of her plush ass. Stan has knelt beside his head, his hard dick bobbing as he gets comfortable. He really wants to lick the pearly tip of Stan’s cock, he just can’t reach it.</p><p>He’s so distracted by Stan’s cock that when a sudden tongue laves over his hole, he whelps and flinches, causing his head to almost hit the headboard. Stan runs a soothing hand through his hair, “Are you okay?”</p><p>“Yes Suh-Sir,” And that is all the permission Richie needs before grabbing two big handfuls of his thighs and pulling them further apart so that he can delve back into him with his tongue.</p><p>Bill’s eaten ass before, plenty of times, but every time one of his lovers has offered to return the favor, he’s denied it. It always felt like it put him in too vulnerable of a position. But, <i>God, </i>does he regret that now. Richie is <i>ruthless. </i>His tongue flexes to penetrate the first ring of muscle but every time Bill tries to push back, Richie relaxes his tongue and only broadly licks the surface of his hole, it’s <i>infuriating. </i>He can’t even see Richie when he looks over his shoulder because Bev is still straddling his back.</p><p>“Ruh-Ruh-Richie,” he whimpers. That only earns him a quick smack on his ass. A light one but it still knocks the wind out of him. <i>This is new.</i></p><p>“Baby what did Stan tell you?” Bev chides. Her hand runs soothingly across where she smacked him.</p><p>Bill gulps, feeling a little dumb, “To cuh-cuh-call y’all Suh-Sir or M-M-Ma’am.”</p><p>“You should spank him again Bev, I think he likes it,” Stan tells her. Bill’s eyes snap over to him and wantonly moans at the sight of Stan stroking his own cock, so close yet so far from his mouth.</p><p>“You think so, baby? While I spank him, why don’t you give him something to keep his mouth busy.” Oh, Bill really, <i>really, </i>wants that.</p><p>Stan smirks at her as he grabs a fistful of Bill’s hair and guides his dick closer to his lips. “Here ya go Baby Boy.”</p><p>If Bill was more spaced out, which he has a feeling he will be by the end of this, he would’ve squealed with delight as he took the tip of Stan’s dick in his mouth. He licks at the tip, enjoying the salty taste. Stan holds his hair but for the most part, lets Bill do as he pleases as he sucks him off.</p><p>Bev starts scattering spanks around the flesh of his ass once Stan’s cock is in his mouth. This causes him to moan, sending vibrations up Stan’s cock. <i>“Fuck,” </i>Stan moans as his hips accidentally buck up, causing his cock to slip down his throat. He wishes he’d do it again.</p><p>Richie is full-on fucking Bill’s ass with his tongue now, getting riled up by listening to the sound of Bev’s hand make Bill’s ass blush a pretty red, and Stan trying to control himself as Bill sucks on his dick, almost as a self-soothing measure from everything happening. It’s mainly Bill that gets Richie riled up though, replacing his tongue with his middle finger. Bev passes him the lube, and soon a second and third finger join the first. Eventually he finds his sweet spot and Bill sees <i>stars </i>as Richie brushes against his prostate over and over.</p><p>Bill is a wreck already between the three of them. When he tries to push back on Richie’s thick fingers, Bev smacks him harder, which is just an incentive to do it again. When Bev smacks him, that then causes him to gag on Stan’s cock. It’s like he’s trapped in this endless cycle of pleasure, and he <i>loves </i>it. He has no choice but to lay here and take the pleasure they’re giving him and it almost makes him tear up. It also is making his head start to go fuzzy.</p><p>Richie’s voice is rough, the quality it gets when he’s really turned on, “I know we were going to tease him for a while with the vibrator, but I <i>really </i>want to see this pretty little ass get fucked.”</p><p>Stan laughs tightly, “Always quick to jump the gun aren’t you, Trashmouth?”</p><p>He scoffs back, “What? You don’t want fuck this pert ass right now?” Richie punctuates his question with a slap to Bill’s ass, harder than Bev’s, who giggles at the sight.</p><p>Stan hums in compilation, before pulling Bill off his cock completely. “What do you say Billy Boy? You want me to fuck you?”</p><p>He wants that more than anything right now. In fact, he feels like if he doesn’t get a dick up his ass right now, he’s going to explode. “Yes Sir!”</p><p>Stan doesn’t move yet, “Color?” Bill looks up at him incredulously and Stan just looks very amused, so he asks again, “Color baby?”</p><p>Bill resists an eye roll, “Gruh-Green!”</p><p>He can feel Richie move out from between his legs as Stan stands up off the bed. “Wait, let&rsquo;s flip him back over, I want to ride him as you fuck him,” Bev says Stan crawls back on the bed near Bill’s legs. Richie again flips him over.</p><p>Bill’s cock lays against his stomach, curving upwards. Because of the cock ring, his head is purple and he doesn’t think he’s ever been this hard in his life. He needs to <i>cum. </i>Bev, his darling angel, one of the loves of his life, comes to his rescue.</p><p>“Since this is your first time, I’m not going to make you wear this anymore,” she removes that awful ring from the base of his cock.</p><p>Richie groans, “You’re going too easy on him, Bevie!”</p><p>“Beep beep Trashmouth, or next time I’ll use it on you,” she scolds, bringing him into a kiss. Richie smiles into the kiss because, yes, he likes that idea very much.</p><p>After thoroughly fucking Bev’s mouth with his tongue, leaving them both out of breath, he takes his spot by Bill’s head where Stan was. He immediately offers his dick up to be Bill, who more than obliges. It helps distract him as the tight heat of Beverly sinks down on him.  At the same time, the hot press of Stan’s cock starts to push inside.</p><p>Stan groans out a <i>‘Fuck’, </i>when he gets fully sheathed in him, and pulls Bill’s knees over his shoulders for a better angel. Bill steals a glance over and sees that Bev’s back is facing him again, and is kissing Stan as she rides him. Stan grunts into her mouth as he picks up his pace.  It’s strangely erotic.</p><p>Sucking Richie’s dick is different from sucking Stan’s. Mainly because Richie takes control, grabbing two fistfuls of Bill’s hair and forcing his cock down his throat. They all love Bill’s lack of gag reflex. Bill relaxes and lets his body be used as a human fleshlight.</p><p>At three different points of stimulation, he starts to feel fuzzy. Everything feels <i>amazing. </i>Stan’s dick is ramming continuously into his prostate. Bev moans as Stan rubs at her clit while she rides Bill’s cock. Richie is fucking Bill’s throat like there&rsquo;s no tomorrow and Bill <i>knows </i>he’s going to have a hoarse voice after this and even the thought of that feels good.</p><p>Sweat has broken out across their skins, and it all drips down onto Bill. It’s so <i>hot </i>in the room. The sounds of wet skin slapping across skin and Richie’s dirty talk fills the room. Who Richie’s talking to he’s not sure, he’s too busy feeling like he’s a balloon starting to float up and away.</p><p>He wants to focus on every little sensation happening to him but it’s all melted into this pot of ooey-gooey goodness. His skin feels like it’s on fire, but in a non-burning way. He feels so good that his writer brain can’t even find the right words to describe it.</p><p>Something warm splashes on his face and he thinks that Richie has just come. His mouth falls obediently open as Richie scoops the sticky substance off his face and feeds it to him.</p><p>Honestly, he had completely forgotten about the need to cum or his achingly hard cock until Richie’s hand came to rest lightly over his throat, putting the barest of pressure. His orgasm rips through him so hard and so suddenly he blacks out.</p><p>-</p><p>The moment Bill came, he seized up so hard around Stan that he practically squeezed the orgasm out of him. Seeing both boys cum was Bev’s tipping point too.</p><p>All of them pant heavily, except for Bill who is blissfully passed out, but Stan gets back in control. He’s done his own research, primarily about aftercare. “Richie, go start a warm bath, use the Eucalyptus oils Bill likes.”</p><p>“Aye aye captain!” Richie mockingly salutes him before heading to the bath, not caring enough to pull his boxers back on.</p><p>Bev looks at Stan amused, that lovely little smile of hers he loves so much playing on her lips, “Anything order for me <i>sir? </i>”</p><p>Stan lovingly rolls his eyes, “Yes. I cut some fruit, will you go get them and water bottles for us? And then meet us back in the bathroom.” The bathtub they have, and the one that Richie is currently filling up, is more like a hot tub, so it will easily accommodate the four of them. Hell, all seven losers have gotten in at the same time before.</p><p>She giggles and sprints out the door, but not before smacking Stan on the ass.</p><p>Stan looks at Bill, whose eyelids are fluttering, and sighs. He grabs the lotion out of their nightstand and unties Bill, rubbing healing lotion on his wrists. Bill starts to stir more, “Stuh-Stan?”</p><p>“Hey baby, I’m right here. Richie’s about to come in here and pick you up and we’re going to take a nice soothing bath together okay? You deserve it after being such a good boy.”</p><p>“Oh-okay,” he says. Stan thought Bill was done talking, and just letting Stan rub the lotion in when he spoke again, “I bruh-broke rule nu-n-n-number two. I’m suh-sorry,” He sounds way too remorseful and Stan can let that be.</p><p>He presses a kiss to Bill’s forehead, “Don’t be sorry Billy, you were <i>perfect.” </i></p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> Sorry for the delay! Work was more hectic this week than I thought so I didn&rsquo;t get a chance to post this until today.</p><p>From the moment I read that prompt I was like &ldquo;Ah yes, the losers will Dom Bill&rdquo; because I feel like Bill is usually the one who is expected to be the &lsquo;dom&rsquo; or the 'top&rsquo; so I had fun putting him a different role. But the &ldquo;BDSM&rdquo; part turned out more loving and soft than I intended it too, but Bill deserves it anyways. Also for certain context, a favorite headcannon of mine and Pj&rsquo;s is Bill with a soft tummy and thighs, so I obliviously had to add it in this fic</p><p>Thank you for the prompt Ren! And thank you Pj for proofreading this story!</p><p>I hope you guys enjoy!</p>
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Body: <h1>We&rsquo;re The Losers, And We Always Will Be Chp. 8</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/31792963/chapters/91453054">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/663619184629006336/were-the-losers-and-we-always-will-be-chp-7">Chp. 7</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/679448558541357056/were-the-losers-and-we-always-will-be-chp-9">Chp. 9</a></p><p><b>Summary:</b> Wendell comes clean, finally. Some don&rsquo;t like what he has to say.</p><p><b>A/N:</b> AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA I KNOW I KNOW I KNOW.</p><p>Hello, I got mad and deleted this chapter when I was almost done with it. Now have this.</p><!-- more --><p>They were supposed to have more time, he was supposed to have more time. More time to explain and to figure out where to go from here. It was supposed to be still in the process of waking up. Wendell<i> had just</i> gotten everyone to Derry.</p><p>It’s fully awake, and It knows where they’re staying, the fucking monster tried to attack Syd. The monster was always cruel, taking on the face of Beverly’s abusive father. It reminds him of when It used to taunt Bill with Georgie.</p><p>Everyone’s crowded up in the attic now, waiting for answers. He really thought he had more time, at least a few days before It woke up to fully explain everything to them.</p><p><i>“IT awoke when the seven stepped foot into Derry”</i></p><p><i>&ldquo;Yeah, well that would’ve been more useful to know that ahead of time&rdquo;</i> he thinks back at the thought that is not his own. The voice doesn’t reply. Not like it’s been much help to him since they’ve gotten here.</p><p>He looks at his friends, his forgotten family, and wonders if he has what it takes to get them to stay. He did as Mike before, but sometimes it’s hard to believe that they’re the same person. In the Before Mike could pull from the strength of memories of his friends, and while Wendell has the same memories, they’re faded, like old photographs.</p><p>Much like the photographs in the album, Sonny is flipping through. Photos of their childhood they spent together in the Before. One of the photos has caught his attention and Sonny looks down longing at it. Wendell doesn’t have to guess to know which one it is.</p><p>There’s a photo from the only summer they all spent together, right before their fight with It, one Bill snapped after a movie they all went to see. Richie has his arm slung around Bev as he does a dramatic and horrible playback of one of the Scottish accents they heard in the film. Bev is laughing in the picture and he can recall how radiant and carefree she looked in it. That was a rare sight those days but it always came out of her when she was around them. Stan is also in the photo, but snugged away in the background <i>and </i> glaring at Richie.</p><p>The photo album reminds Wendell of the rolls of video film stashed in another drawer, not yet discovered by his friend’s plundering hands. Deliriously he thinks maybe after all this is over, if they’re still alive, they can pull them out and watch them. Eat popcorn and reminisce on memories that don’t quite remember making.</p><p>Some of the others had also found things of interest in the room. Freddy keeps eyeing an old fanny pack hanging up on a hook but always snaps his eyes away from it as if he’s been burned. Stan is holding the old bird encyclopedia that once resided in the drawer, running his fingers over the softly frayed edges. Jacob sits next to Stan, constantly shooting worried glances between him and Wendell. Mike also totally just pocketed the coke bottle glasses, Wendell doesn’t care, they were his, to begin with.</p><p>Bev-  <i>Syd, </i>sits quietly across from him on an old armchair, and he can feel her stare on him, although she’s not seeing him, he knows this.</p><p>The deadlights.</p><p><strike><i>She’s floating, don’t let her float too far away Wendy Boy.</i></strike></p><p>Her eyes are glazed over, but when he finally risks making eye contact, he can’t look away. Something flickers behind her eyes and slowly her jaw go rigid and her eyebrows start to crease together and her expression becomes <i> accusatory.  </i>She knows. “Wendell,” Syd speaks for the first time, and all the other’s attention snaps to her, “No more bullshit, tell us everything. Tell  <i>them </i>about the deadlights. Tell <i>them</i> what happened in our first life!” Straight to the point, she’s so much like herself in the Before, even if she’s just starting to realize that.</p><p>The rest of them look to him, looking for answers. If they can accept the fact that each of them has lived a life before, and the fact they <i>had </i> to come back to keep a promise they failed to keep as their past selves, if they can accept the fact that what they saw this morning was  <i>real, </i>then what he has to say shouldn’t be<i> too</i> outlandish. Or maybe he&rsquo;s just telling himself that because nausea is currently twisting in his gut like a snake.</p><p>They deserve to know, to know everything, but he’s always struggling with the  <i>when </i>to tell them. There’s no denying the evil they’re going to face, It is real and they know that. Any doubt of the timing of telling them the rest slips away because once he starts talking, he finds that he can’t stop.</p><p>“One summer when we were kids, in the Before, kids were going missing. It wasn’t anything new for a place like this, but it was like the adults were completely blind to it. The only adults that seemed to care were the ones who lost kids, but even they started to forget, it’s like they forgot their kid even existed,” Jacob freezes at those words but Wendell continues, “And we, I guess you could say we were  <i>called </i> to stop it, to stop  <i>It. </i>”</p><p>“Okay but why us?” Mike pipes up. Freddy hits him with one of his crutches, “Ow! What?! I’m just asking! I’m sure there were plenty of other kids in Derry, why did  <i>we </i> have to stop it?”</p><p>“Because I asked you too,” Jacob mumbles and glances at them, appearing as if he didn’t mean to say that out loud, “I uh had a little brother, Guh-Guh,” He clears his throat, “Georgie, I had a little brother named Georgie, and he- he-,” Jacob suddenly can’t look any of them in the eye, looking at the floor as one his hands mindlessly rubs at a scar across his collarbone, Stan reaches over and places a hand on Jacob’s knee and gives him a small smile. Jacob returns it briefly but it doesn’t last, “That summer I looked everywhere for him, even the sewers, and you guys were with me every step of the way. None of you let me luh-look alone. I don’t know how much any of you remember, but you guys were what got me through that summer. All of you are best friends I ever had.”</p><p>“It got Georgie didn’t It?” Freddy asks stiffly.</p><p>Jacob can’t speak, talking about Georgie proving to be too much, so he just nods.</p><p>Freddy sniffles sympathetically for the tears Jacob won’t allow to fall and stares longingly at him. Bill and Eddie, they were one of the first pair of friends of the group, aside from Richie and Stan, it’s no surprise to Wendell that their friendship is one of the ones that strongly transcended from a their past lifetime.</p><p>“Yeah, It&hellip;It got Georgie. But we<i> beat It</i> that summer,” Wendell continues on a lighter note. “All of us, we went down to the sewers after It took Bev-”</p><p>Syd stands up suddenly, stopping him midsentence, her face is impossible to read. He doesn’t envy what must be going on inside her head. “You guys came to get me, but not before- not before,” her lower lip trembles for just a moment before steeling herself, “Not before I saw the deadlights. <i>I can still see them!”  </i>Like a ragdoll, she slumps back down where she was sitting after her confession. Sonny places a careful hand on her shoulder, the photo album laying beside him, forgotten.</p><p><strike>In- she was IN the deadlights!</strike></p><p>Sonny bravely, but hesitantly asks what the Deadlights  <i>are,  </i>and Wendell saves Syd the pain of explaining them. “The deadlights are<i> IT,</i> It is the deadlights. They are one and the same. They&rsquo;re also what allows It to shapeshift, to able to shift into anything that make It&rsquo;s hunting easier. The deadlights fell to Earth a very long time ago, and <i>It, </i> the deadlights, have always consumed humans and their fear,” he pauses before continuing, making sure they’re all still following him, and they are, for the most part, Stan hasn’t moved or looked at him this whole time, “Syd-  <i>Bev  </i>saw them when It took her, and because of that, she saw what happened to us in the future. She saw… she saw how we would all die; alone and prematurely, if we didn’t come back to fight when we were adults.”</p><p>It was quite enough to hear a pin drop before chaos erupted.</p><p>“What does that even mean?! You can’t be saying what I think you’re saying! I know I like to compare this shit to comic books, but this isn’t a fucking comic book!” Shouts Freddy.</p><p>Mike yells on top of him, “An alien! You’re telling me a fucking alien that fell to Earth is the reason we’re in this! What is this,  <i>Klowns From Outer Space?!”</i></p><p>Jacob and Syd voiced their own grumblings, and Wendell tries to get them all to quiet down- <i>Yes he’s aware of how this sounds- Yes he knows what he’s saying </i>- but they weren’t listening! They&rsquo;re confused and probably more scared than they were willing to admit, so it was <i> hard  </i>for them to listen to Wendell.</p><p>Facing the fact the seven of them are reincarnated souls from a past life? Easy as pie to accept. Facing the fact that an interdimensional space monster is out for their blood, even if they choose to run? Painfully trying to deny it. If someone had put this all on him in the span of a week, maybe Wendell would be reacting like them, who knows.</p><p>One voice cuts through the chaos and confusion, Sonny’s. “Let him explain! Let him explain!”</p><p>Wendell shoots him a grateful look as everyone begrudgingly quiets down, “When we were kids in the Before, we didn’t defeat It completely the first time-”</p><p>“We obviously didn’t defeat It the second time either,” Mike snaps.</p><p>He continues on, acting as if he didn’t hear Mike, “So you guys had to come back, again, twenty-seven years later.  <i>It </i>is almost like an echo, bouncing back and remerging every twenty-seven years to eat kids or anyone It can get to.”</p><p>“Shit dude,” Freddy gasps, looking very faint.</p><p>Stan speaks for the first time in a while, “What do you mean by ‘you guys had to come back?” he asks softly.</p><p>Wendell gets a pain in his chest, remembering through Mike’s eyes, his life in the Before, watching every single one of his friends move away and forget about him while he stayed behind. It may have been in a past life, but the pain still feels fresh. As does the excitement and the guilt when he got to call his friends back to Derry as adults.</p><p>“During our past life, you guys moved away. Bev first, immediately after we made the oath, then Ben not that much longer after, and then Bill and Stan moved away less than a year apart. Richie and Eddie stayed till the end of high school but they both went off to separate colleges,” Both Mike and Freddy shift uncomfortably at the mention of that, “And I, I stayed behind. I, <i>well I guess Mike, </i>had to stay behind. I was the one chosen to bring you guys home, both times. Both lives.”</p><p>Different degrees of guilt ghost over all their faces, all starting to realize the sacrifices Wendell has made in this life and his past one for them, all while they never really knew. He doesn’t want them to feel guilty, this wasn’t any of their choices,<strike> </strike> <strike><i>they’ve never been in control of their own destiny,  </i></strike>so he quickly assures them, “It wasn’t so bad! I got to watch every single one of you grow into successful people! I couldn&rsquo;t even resent any of you for it, I was just so  <i>damn proud  </i>of each one of you.”</p><p>He looks at Jacob, whose face is impassive, trying too hard to conceal his conflicting emotions, “I loved every single one of your books. I made sure to keep them all in stock right here in the library and I would talk about the famous author, <i>William Denbrough,</i> to anyone who would listen.”</p><p>Jacob gives him a tiny smile as Wendell directs his attention to Syd, “And Syd, I don’t know if you remember this yet or not, but you- <i>Beverly, </i> was the designer and creator of  <i>Rogan-Marsh.  </i>That brand back in our past lifetime was right up there with Gucci and Louis Vuitton,” Her brand went out of business less than a year after Beverly&rsquo;s mysterious disappearance, but Syd can find that out for herself if she’s curious. Syd&rsquo;s eyes soften but her guard is still up with him.</p><p>“And  <i>Hanscom Architecture, </i>” he says as he looks at Sonny. Poor Sonny is surprised, almost as if he didn’t expect any of the flattery Wendell is handing out, he can see Ben so surely in Sonny right now, “Sonny in your past life you were one of the most acclaimed architects of the day. Celebrities clamored for you to design their house and you won so many awards. You were practically a household name.” Sonny blushes at the attention and good, he deserves it.</p><p>He praises Stan and Freddy next, “Stan you also made headway in your field, by the time you were twenty-seven years old you had successfully opened up your own accounting firm!” Stan wrinkles his nose at that while Syd raises her eyebrows, “Same with you Freddy, you opened your limousine business! Your own business! You two didn’t need ‘fame’ to be successful.”</p><p>When he looks at Mike he sees that he has that furrow in his brow, his attention on Freddy. His face looks much older than it is, lined prematurely from anxiety; just like how he was in the Before. When he was Richie. “Of course, Mike,<i> Richie Tozier</i> was arguably the most famous person to have come from Derry. Sold out comedy shows and a former SNL host.”</p><p>Jacob chokes on his spit, looking over at Mike bewildered,  <i>“You were Richie Tozier?” </i> He asks, his voice accidentally rising in pitch. Wendell watches the whole thing with guilty amusement as Mike grows even more confused, and more frustrated.</p><p>“ <i>Yes. </i> Isn’t that the whole deal here? We  <i>all </i> had former lives?!” he snaps back.</p><p>“Not all of us were world-famous comedians in our past lives.”</p><p>Freddy snorts, “This doofus?  <i>World-famous? </i> Yeah right.”</p><p>“Hey! At least I didn’t do something as boring as ‘own a limousine business&rsquo;. You never know Fredrick, I was probably hot shit back in the day.”</p><p>“Well you lost the ‘hot’ part of ‘hot shit’ this life,” Freddy shoots back.</p><p>“Richie Tozier was in Mike’s words, ‘hot shit’,” Jacob corrects, pausing the bickering that was starting to bubble, “It just-  <i>shit,  </i>Richie Tozier is one of my favorite comedians. I’ve seen every one of his, well I guess  <i>yours, </i> specials.”</p><p>That piques Mike’s interest, “Are they on Youtube? DVDs?”</p><p>Syd cuts them off, “Boys, I think we have more pressing matters than Richie Tozier’s raunchy career.”</p><p>Jacob looks sheepish at this but still mouths the words, ‘Youtube’ and ‘Later’ over to Mike and the two nod their head in silent agreement. Bill and Richie always seemed to share one brain cell when left on their own, some things never change.</p><p>“And you stayed here and ran the library as an adult,” Wendell almost jumps when Stan speaks to him, “But as a kid, you worked on your grandparent&rsquo;s farm. Sheep mainly. You’d invite us over to hang out. There was a big red barn where we spent some summer nights. By the window in the hayloft was my favorite spot because… because that was the best place to watch birds,” he finishes real quietly.</p><p>Wendell doesn’t expect what happens next. One by one, they share memories they have of him, memories he’s surprised they’ve even remembered.</p><p>“We spent hours in the library together, learning all we could about the history of Derry. You said it was because it would be useful in the future, but we were both just giant nerds,” Sonny chuckles at the memory, “The librarian thought we were the strangest kids, spending summer days reading history books.”</p><p>Syd chooses a particularly raw memory, “I remember you getting beat up by Bowers in the barrens. I was just  <i>so </i>angry at the sight, I didn’t even realize I had thrown a rock at Bowers,” Syd holds his eye contact, something fierce dancing behind her eyes, “I don’t regret for a second.”</p><p>Mike goes next, “The new bullies of the school had just given me a bloody nose, and there was blood <i>everywhere.</i> It soaked my shirt. I couldn’t go home because my mom would freak out, and I sure as hell couldn’t call Eddie because he would also, so I went to you. You didn’t ask any questions when I showed up on your doorstep. You gave me a new shirt and cleaned me up, and your grandma also baked me cookies. Those weren’t cookies you just forgot either.”</p><p>“When we were kids and played in the quarry, I always chose you to be my partner during the game of chicken, no one could beat me as long as you were on my side,” Freddy says with a smirk, “Even though it made <i>some </i> jealous.”</p><p>Jacob struggles to get his memory out at first. “On Guh-Guh-Guh-Guh-,” he takes a deep breath, “On Guh-Georgie’s anniversary you’d g-g-go down to the cem-cemetery with me. Your puh-parents were buried there t-too. We’d bring their gra-graves flowers together.”</p><p>At some point, Wendell had started crying. They remembered him! They remembered Mike! It filled him with this indescribable warmth that blossomed in his chest. They were his friends, Wendell had friends!</p><p>Syd stands and walks over pulling him into a hug. She’s so small against him as he hugs her back. He doesn’t remember the last time he was even touched, let alone hugged. The others join in. He can feel Sonny’s strong arms around his middle from behind. Jacob and Freddy try their best but they mainly just lean into him on each side. Mike’s lanky arms squeeze in snugly between Freddy and Syd. Stan awkwardly hugs himself to Syd’s back, his forehead resting on Wendell’s shoulder. “T-Thank you,” Wendell chokes out.</p><p>They don’t let go for a while, standing there unified. Standing together as the Loser’s Club for the first time since arriving in Derry.</p><p>One by one they let go, going to sit back down. There’s still more to talk about, this is far from over. Jacob lingers by his side, refusing to sit even has he leans heavily on his cane. “Wendell, what <i>happened </i> to us when we came back to Derry as adults?” His blue eyes implore him and he knows it’s time to face an ugly truth.</p><p>Wendell slumps back down onto his stool, “As I said before, I had to get you guys to come back. When kids started disappearing, one by one I called each of you home.”</p><p>“And…we all came back?” Mike questions.</p><p>“Of course you all did. We made a promise, an <i> oath. </i>I had come up with a careful plan to beat It. One I spent many years researching and preparing, <i>The Ritual of Chud.  </i>It required us each to find a token from our childhood, and then we traveled deep underground, right into the depths of It’s lair; and then we sacrificed our tokens and performed the ritual,” he can stop the laughter that bursts from his belly, “It all sounds so simple when I sum it up like that!”</p><p>He doesn’t leave them waiting for the dramatic conclusion, “And the ritual was working…until it <i> stopped  </i>working. I remember pretty much everything, and I’ve been remembering things, since well, since I could even <i>remember.  </i>But something went wrong during the ritual and I can’t. Fucking. Remember. It. I’ve searched my mind, mediated till my brain went numb, but nothing comes to me. There is this big gaping hole in my memory that frustrates me to no end because I  <i>know </i> the answer lies there. One moment we’re performing the ritual and It looks weakened, and then the next…” They all look at him, horrified about what he’s about to say, but it  <i>needs </i>to be said. No more bullshitting, not now. “And then next It’s ripping us to shreds. I saw all of us die, I&rsquo;ve been having nightmares about it since I was a child.”</p><p>The tension in the room could be cut with a knife. He can’t look any of them in the face because right now all he’d be able to see is how they’d look at the moment they died. Eddie’s death is still cemented into every corner of his brain, constantly sludging around in there. All of their deaths were bloody, but Eddie’s was the worst.</p><p>As always, Mike is the first one to break the permeating silence, “Just when I think I couldn’t get worse, it does. It always does. What next? You’re going to tell us we gotta perform the ritual in little tutus? Dance around the monster like a stupid ballerina?”</p><p>“Beep beep Richie,” Syd is quick to tell him.</p><p>Mike doesn’t let that phase him, “No no no no, no ‘beep beep Richie’, not this time,” he jumps to his feet, his hands waving in the air, “Did you not just hear him? We did everything  <i>right  </i>the first time and we  <i>still died. </i>Unless Wendell has pulled some miraculous new plan out of his ass, which- doubtful- no offense Wendell- but we’re all just going to die again! So I say, let&rsquo;s cut our losses and all go home. No harm no foul.”</p><p>Freddy appears to be seriously considering what Mike is saying and so does Sonny, although he looks more guilty about it.</p><p>“We can’t leave, did you not hear Wendell earlier!” Syd argues back, jumping to her feet also, “We all die if we leave. It was like that the second time around and it’s like that now!”</p><p>Stan&rsquo;s head snaps to her, “What do you mean it’s like that now? Syd&hellip;what aren’t you saying?”</p><p>Syd looks ready to punch the person closest to her, “As I said, I can still see the deadlights. This morning, after It, these visions came to me in a flash, as if they were being instantly downloaded into my brain. Stan,” her voice cracks, “Stan, I saw all of us die. No one here makes it out of their twenties if we leave now.”</p><p>She starts shaking like a leaf and Stan goes to comfort her. Syd shakes him off the moment he tries to touch her so instead he just stands next to her.</p><p>“Well, there’s the tutus.”</p><p>Freddy ‘beeps’ him this time, and Mike doesn’t have a retaliation, all the fight has been drained out of him.</p><p>Sonny shakes his head, “I think I’m missing something. How can It affect us outside of Derry? From what I’ve heard, it sounds like It has <i>always</i> been able to do that.”</p><p>And Sonny unintentionally drives the nail deeper.</p><p>His shoulders slump, “You see, It has actually been affecting you, all of you, your whole life. You just weren&rsquo;t aware of it. We got brought back into another life, and It wasn’t happy about that, so It’s been punishing us. Each of us have been punished in It&rsquo;s twisted ways this life.”</p><p>A realization dawns on Syd as it clicks for her, “My dad. My fucking dad!” Rage is radiating off of her, “When I was Bev I had the shittiest dad, one It chose to torment me with this morning. In this life, as Syd, I get a great dad. I loved my dad, he was the most important person to me, so <i>It </i>made him kill himself!”</p><p>Two more dominos fall, Freddy getting solemn instead of angry, “My mom. Eddie’s, <i>my mom,</i> was convinced I was going to get sick. She was awful and she’d drag me to the hospital almost every weekend and convinced me to take gazebos! I carried around an inhaler even though I didn&rsquo;t have asthma. I had a mom who constantly insisted I was sick when I wasn’t, I was perfectly healthy. And now I’m an orphan and well,” he shakes his crutches to make his point.</p><p>If Syd’s rage was a rumble, Jacob’s is an Earthquake. “I wrote horror books in the Before, but I had to <i> live </i> a horror story this life! I was accused of a murder I didn’t do! Put on trial and was publicly accused and humiliated in front of the nation. Because of that, I’ve been living in hell, all alone! My own mother tried to kill me for fucks sake! Some fucking leader I am, I look like a monster now with these scars.”</p><p>Mike, Stan, and Sonny, their lives were just as affected but the three of them hide the truth of their punishments behind looks of sympathy for the others.</p><p>“Wendell you said that if we die again, we’re just going to be reincarnated again,” there’s a gasp from someone as Jacob out this truth but his eyes are steady and piercing as they bore into Wendell&rsquo;s, “I know you have a plan, so tell us how to kuh-kill this fucking clown. I’m not giving It another chance to mess up our future or any other life we may have.”</p><p>All eyes are back on him, this is what everyone has been waiting for. He’s told them  <i>the what  </i>they&rsquo;re fighting, and they have  <i>the why, </i> now it’s just time for  <i>the how.  </i>They know they can’t back out, even Mike will stay, albeit grumpily. They all look to him, anxious and waiting for the game plan. After all, the day has just started. This has been the longest morning of any of their lives.</p><p>“Well you guys have gotten some of your memories back from the Before, but not all of them. You need to though. We all called Derry our home at one point, and our souls are still linked to this place. Each one of you needs to go into Derry, probably best in pairs or alone, and find connections to your past life. Go ahead and find a token too for the Ritual of Chud, you’ll know what your token is when you see it.”</p><p>“How do you know it’ll work this time, the ritual?” Stan asks from where he&rsquo;s sat back down. He&rsquo;s holding the bird encyclopedia again and his hand cling tightly to it.</p><p><i>Because it has to </i> is what he wants to say, but even to him, that sounds like the plea of a mad man. “One of us will remember what went wrong,” is what he says instead, “Stan the ritual was  <i>working,  </i>but something went wrong. As you guys get your memories back, one of you will <i>have to</i> remember what happened. It won’t be a good memory, in fact, all you are going to start remembering some pretty awful things, but at least then we’ll  <i>know </i> what happened during the ritual and we’ll be able to <i> prevent </i> it from happening again.”</p><p>He takes Stan’s silence as an agreement.</p><p>From where Jacob stands next to him, he grasps his shoulder and looks around the room at the other losers, determination seeping out of his being, “Then let’s go, we duh-don’t have a suh-second to lose.”</p><p>They really don’t. It’s awake now, so it’s a matter of time before kids start disappearing again.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N: </b>OKAY SO this chapter killed me. I was struggling so hard with this one. Hence why it&rsquo;s shorter and we only get Wendell&rsquo;s pov. I have a reason for that. I had a plan for this fic but it honestly,,, kinda got away from me and I was struggling on where to go. Trying to juggle seven (really fourteen) different personalities is hard. But I got my brain back together! From now on each chapter will only have 2 to 3 different povs, but now the story can actually progress. No more heavy exposition! Only plot! Let&rsquo;s go!</p><p>But I am very sorry for the delay but have no fear for those who are reading this, I WILL finish this story. Especially now that we we&rsquo;re getting to the good stuff.</p><p><br/></p><p>Tags: <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mugAA06Sx-JdnKn8g0yXa3Q">@elliee-doodles</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mpIy0LqV3okURDVMyO8ITrQ">@alex-whitley-187</a> (Also if you don&rsquo;t want to be tagged anymore just lemme know, no hard feelings)</p>
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Body: <h1>Sunny Hills</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/36720076">Ao3</a></p><p><b>Prompt: </b>&ldquo;You&rsquo;re a monster.&rdquo; Requested by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mRm3jGFNo6SFN3xKRXQJ_jA">@crazyquicksilvertrash</a></p><p><b>Rating:</b> T</p><p><b>Warnings: </b>Implied alcoholism, cheating, hurt/no comfort</p><!-- more --><p>It was supposed to be over! All the lies and the betrayal were supposed to be done! Bill promised him! Bill was getting better, they were getting better! They had started going on dates again.</p><p>What were once long nights of Stan waiting, anxiety-ridden, by the door for Bill to come stumbling in were now replaced with nights of working on puzzles or cooking together. Bill was never super good at either, but he always acted like he enjoyed the time he spent with Stan. The couple had even started having sex again, Bill eager to rediscover his body while Stan fought the images of Bill doing the same to others out of his head. But that didn’t matter, because finally in a long time, he felt like Bill was his again.  <i>Only his.</i></p><p>Leave to Bill though to throw it all away for a pretty face. Well, more than a pretty face, there was booze too involved.</p><p>Bill and he got together in high school, and even deeper than that before Stan was fourteen he knew he loved Bill Denbrough. A part of him always has and a part of him may always will. They were young and in love! Everything was great- no,  <i>perfect, </i>  all the way through college.</p><p>After Stan’s graduation, Bill had dropped out halfway through school, they planned to move from New York to California, mainly because Bill had just published his first book and it turned out to be a huge success.</p><p>In the sunny hills of California, while Stan was falling more in love with Bill, Bill was falling in love with the bottle.</p><p>The drinking was subtle at first, just a little too many drinks at the bar, a beer or two after dinner, all things that didn’t raise any alarms to Stan. Bill had said that dealing with editors and publishers could be so frustrating so he didn’t question it. If Bill blew off steam by getting drunk every once in a while, who was he to judge?</p><p>But then one night Bill didn’t come home from a bar. Stan had freaked, Bill always stumbled home at some point! During the early hours of the morning, Stan called Richie, who had to talk him down from calling the police,  <i>twice, </i> and it was during his phone call Bill had walked through the front door.</p><p>Stan could smell the woman&rsquo;s perfume clinging to Bill’s clothes and he knew. Bill had the decency to look remorseful,  <i>that time.  </i>He gave Stan every excuse in the book, <i> “I was so drunk,” </i> and  <i>“It was meaningless!”. </i> Didn’t matter, Stan didn’t talk to him for a while, and all the while, Bill didn’t come home.</p><p>This went on for months. Bill was cheating on him. Not with one specific person no, just  <i>whoever </i> was available that night at the bar. Was it an adrenaline rush for him? Did it make him feel better about himself? Stan didn’t understand! Bill would swear he still loved him, but he couldn’t seem to stop breaking his heart.</p><p>It was winter when Bill came home to Stan packing his stuff, planning on moving in with Richie. Maybe it was the fact the air had cooled down, leveling his head, or maybe Stan was just tired, but he had enough. He loved Bill more than anything, but he couldn’t go on like this.</p><p>Bill broke down, which caused Stan to break too. They sat across from each other, Stan on his packed suitcase and Bill on the couch, and they came to an agreement. Bill threw out the booze in the house that night and he started going to therapy.</p><p>Slowly but surely they were getting back to normal. Stan started to allow himself to trust Bill again.</p><p>They were starting to be happy again, and Bill was more himself. He even finished his next book! Stan was so proud of him! He remembers the day Bill came bursting out of his office, shouting,  <i>“I finished it! I finished it!” </i>, and Bill’s excitement he picked Stan up and spun them around their living room, Stan in a fit of giggles. Tonight that day feels like a distant memory.</p><p>The book&rsquo;s release party was tonight. Stan was so excited to be Bill’s date too, they didn’t make a lot of public appearances together.</p><p>At first, Bill stayed by his side, but Stan encouraged him to let loose a little, just for tonight. This party was about Bill’s success, a drink or two won’t hurt. So Bill did. His publisher had splurged for the open bar at the hotel the party was in.</p><p>Later in the night, he had lost track of Bill while he was talking to Richie. Unease set in. He tried to not assume the absolute worst was happening, but he did excuse himself from his best friend to go looking for him.</p><p>He asked the bartender and the other losers that had come, none of them had seen Bill. Then Bill’s editor, Audra or whoever, he could never remember her name, came quietly over to him. She looked so torn and  <i>pitying </i> as she told where she saw Bill had snuck off too. He saw red.</p><p>The rest is a blur for him, but the next thing he knows he’s pounding on a hotel door, the one Audra mentioned to him, and a woman opened it. She was half undressed and looked surprised to see him. Stan didn’t say anything as he pushed past her into the room.</p><p>Bill sat on the bed, his dress shirt off and his pants unbuttoned but ruffled as if they had been hastily pulled up. He didn’t look Stan in the eye as Stan spat for the woman to leave! The door slammed and it was just the two of them.</p><p>“Why?” he croaked out. All the anger had been zapped out of him the moment Bill decided he wasn’t even worthy to look at.</p><p>Bill let his face fall between his hands as he rubbed his face. Was he even drunk? “Stan, please can we n-nuh-not do this?”</p><p>“Do what Bill?!” Tears had started to stream down his face but he would not acknowledge them. They don’t come back from this. “We were better! You were better! I-I-I just don’t understand why you’re doing this to me! To us!”</p><p>He stands from the bed so suddenly that it causes Stan to step back. Bill glares down at him, looking angrier than ever. “I duh-don’t know Stan! I don’t know!” he yells, throwing his hands up in the air. He walks over to look out the window, turning his back to him.</p><p>How many times is he going to let Bill put him through this? How many more heartbreaks? This is it for them, they both know it, just unwilling to say it.</p><p><b><i>“You’re a monster,”  </i></b>Stan says instead.</p><p>Bill doesn’t flinch or look at him, and more importantly doesn’t refute that. This time he doesn’t beg for Stan to stay or to forgive him.</p><p>For a moment longer Stan stares at the back of Bill’s head, wondering if there was anything he could’ve done differently. When Stan does leave the hotel room, he goes to the apartment he shares with Bill and packs his stuff. He never plans on seeing Bill again.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N: </b>I wrote this in less than hour, but it was fun to write. I haven&rsquo;t filled out a Tumblr prompt in a while, I hope you like it!</p><p>Bill is so out of character but I like the idea of a darker Bill, I&rsquo;m sorry Stan</p>
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Body: <h1>A Bird Called Booby</h1><p>Read on<a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/36473002"> Ao3</a></p><p><b>Rating:</b> G</p><p><b>Summary:</b> &ldquo;At six years old, Eddie Kaspbrack is sure of two things. One is that he needs his inhaler at all times, as his mommy tells him so, and secondly, life is not so scary with Bill Denbrough by his side. This is why he is so happy that he and Bill are going into the same second-grade class, but he&rsquo;s nervous about who they may meet. No rowdy boys hopefully, Bill is rowdy enough.&rdquo;</p><p>Or the core four meet in second grade.</p><!-- more --><p>At six years old, Eddie Kaspbrack is sure of two things. One is that he needs his inhaler at all times, as his mommy tells him so, and secondly, life is not so scary with Bill Denbrough by his side. This is why he is so happy that he and Bill are going into the same second-grade class, but he&rsquo;s nervous about who they may meet. No rowdy boys hopefully, Bill is rowdy enough.</p><p>Second grade is full of rowdy boys, boys that will want to make fun of him for his fanny pack and his asthma. He needs his fanny pack! Also, Bill  <i>says </i>it looks cool so it has to be cool then, right? But he knows those bullies won’t mess with him when they see Bill is around! Bill gave them a run for their money last year! Bill pushed Evan down the slide set after Evan was trying to lick Eddie, and laughed when he freaked out.</p><p>At least their teacher this year, Miss Brown, seems really nice! Eddie got to meet her before school started, since his mommy wanted to meet who his teacher was. His mommy had to tell her about all his allergies and she assured his mommy that it would be a great year! Eddie thinks he’ll like her very much. She has long pretty brown hair and she even plays the guitar! She’s so cool- that on the first day of the year she&rsquo;s letting them pick out where they get to sit!</p><p>This is how little Eddie finds himself hiding behind Bill, one hand clutching his lunch pail, the other holding tightly onto the back of Bill’s shirt as Bill decides where they will sit for the year. Bill stands tall, almost a whole head taller than Eddie, with bright blue eyes that rake across the room and weighing every possible decision of what is the best place. The desks are in groups of four, meaning much to Eddie’s displeasure, they will have to sit with two other people. It’s just the question of who.</p><p>There’s a ruckus coming from the set of desks in the far corner, right in front of the reading corner. ‘Oh no’ is all he gets to think before Bill starts leading the pair through the classroom towards the noise.</p><p>“Stan! Stan the man! Why do you hate me so! I only asked about the boobies!”</p><p>“Beep beep ‘Chee!”</p><p>Eddie peeks around Bill to see who’s being so loud. A boy with coke bottle thick glasses and unruly curly hair, dressed in an awfully bright shirt, looks pleased with himself as his desk companion rears the book he&rsquo;s holding back, presumably to hit him again. Said book boy looks very annoyed. If Eddie was a girl, he’d say the boy looks very pretty. Almost as pretty as Bill, but Eddie’s not a girl. He has curly hair too, just like the one with the glasses, but his curls are neater and there’s a funny hat sitting in the center of his head. He’s also dressed in an outfit that’s similar to the ones his mommy makes him wear when they go to church. Eddie tilts his head when he realizes the book he’s using to hit the boy with is a bird encyclopedia.</p><p>The two don’t notice their appearance until Bill interrupts them, “Wuh-what b-b-boobies?” he asks the pair. Eddie’s heart stops when Bill says <i>that </i> word, that is not appropriate language! His mommy says so.</p><p>Right when he’s about to tell Bill so, the loud one looks over at them. He seems shocked that they’re standing there, but an easy smile returns to his face, “Well well! Stanny boy here has boobies in his little book and he won’t share with me!”</p><p>Oh, Eddie thinks he may just have an asthma attack. Then no one will let him sit with them. <i>Pictures of boobies?! Who are these two?!  </i>They&rsquo;re no good he knows that.</p><p><i>Stanny </i>hits the boy again before turning to the two, eyes immediately looking at anything else when he looks at Bill, “Boobies are a bird,” he corrects quietly, well-spoken considering his front two teeth missing.</p><p>“A buh-bird?” Bill asks the pair curiously.</p><p>Stanny pulls his bird encyclopedia close to his chest, hugging it, and stares at his desk. The loud one throws an arm around his shoulders, and Eddie is surprised when he doesn’t shake him off considering the fact he was just hitting the boy. They’re kind of like him and Bill he thinks. The loud one puffs out his chest, “Yeah! Stanothan likes birds! If you’ve got a problem -”</p><p>Bill starts sputtering, “Nuh-nuh-nuh-no pru-pru-p-p-pruh-” Sometimes Bill gets stuck, but Eddie doesn’t finish for him, Bill doesn’t like that. The pair doesn&rsquo;t attempt to finish for him either, the loud boy still looking at him expectantly as Bill gets his tongue back under control, “pruh-problem, I-I-I think buh-birds are c-cool.” He says as he gives the pair a sheepish smile.</p><p>The loud one stares at them for another moment, probably sizing them up before nodding his head, “‘Kay well, in that case, I’m Richard Tozier, Richie during the week and Dick on the weekend!” Bill and Eddie giggle at his joke but then he can hear his mommy’s voice saying how inappropriate it is so he stops quickly. Richie jabs a thumb towards Stanny, “And this is Stan the man Uris. Lover of birds and more importantly; a funky Jewish man.”</p><p>“Juss ‘Tan,” <i>Stan</i> corrects him. He still won’t look at them fully, he must be shy. It’s okay because Eddie is shy too.</p><p>Bill leaves Eddie and goes to sit down across from Stan, “Hi St-Stan, I’m Wuh-William but my M-mom calls me Buh-Bill. Y-you’ll have to tuh-tell me about the buh-boobies. Muh-my little bruh-brother likes b-birds.” Stan finally looks across the desks and up at Bill, a small smile creeping on to his face. Stan gets that look in his eye looking at Bill that little Eddie is all too familiar with. It’s the same look he and Bill give each other. Bill looks over at him where he’s still standing and pats the desk chair next to him, across from Richie, “Come suh- sit down Eddie.”</p><p>“Yeah Eddie spaghetti! Come sit across from Ole’ Dick!” Richie choruses. Eddie doesn’t think he’s going to like him at all, not one little bit.</p><p>“It’s just Eddie!” he snaps at him as he takes his seat.</p><p>Stan giggles at his reaction, “Ge’ use to it. ‘Chee is a nuisance.”</p><p>“Oh, how you love me though!” Richie exclaims before trying to tussle Stan’s hair. He fights Richie off but he’s laughing. Stan glances over Richie and at him with that smile of his and Eddie’s cheeks feel very hot all of a sudden.</p><p>Stan elbows him and Richie finally relents, “Okay okay fine you win this round Staniel!” He turns to Bill and gets very serious for a moment, or as serious as a six-year-old can get, and asks a question that makes Eddie’s breath stop in his chest, “So Billiam! Why do you talk like that?”</p><p>The three of them look at Richie bewildered, Stan hissing out a  <i>“‘Chee!”. </i> Richie looks very confused, “What? I just asked a question!” he insists.</p><p>Eddie looks over at Bill, nervous about what’s about to happen. The last person to make fun of Bill’s stutter was Henry Bowers and Bill had tried to punch him in retaliation, not that he landed it. Bill was the one who walked away with a black eye, not Henry.</p><p>Bill stares at Richie, his eyebrows drawn together. The cut in his brow has finally scabbed over but from how scrunched up it is, Eddie&rsquo;s momentarily worried it’s going to split open. After a very weighted silence, Bill speaks.</p><p>“Why do you dress like that?”</p><p>The four boys sit in stunned silence, Richie looking very offended before they all erupt into a fit of laughter. Eddie is in absolute stitches and the fact that Bill asked that without stuttering makes it that much better.</p><p>“I dress great I’ll have you know!” Richie retaliates. He can’t even say it seriously, still spilling out in giggles, “C’mon Eds, you like how I dress right?!”</p><p>Eddie looks over at Bill, who’s giving him that <i>Denbrough</i> smile and he knows what he has to do, “Your shirt is worse than my fanny pack.”</p><p>Richie squawks, “Betrayal! By all of you! Stanley our new friends do not like me,&ldquo; he waxes on, once again throwing himself at Stan.</p><p>Stan tries to push him off, “I bare’y ‘ike you ‘Chee!”</p><p>The giggles only increase at this and Eddie thinks that maybe, maybe this is going to be an even better school year than last year.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N: </b>It&rsquo;s been a while since I wrote a G-rated fic.</p><p>I&rsquo;m trying to write 2000 words a day and this is what came of that. Lovely Pj was able to provide me with the prompt of core four first meeting</p><p>Hope you enjoyed, thanks for reading!</p>
Tags: bill denbrough, eddie kaspbrack, stanley uris, richie tozier, kaspbrough, stozier, polylosers, it 2017, it chp 2, Reddie, Stenbrough
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Body: <h1>Show Me Your Teeth</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/36409543">Ao3</a> </p><p><b>Warnings:</b> Slurs, blood, violence, d*eath and mild smut</p><p><b>Rating:</b> M</p><p><b>Summary: </b>&ldquo;He’d do anything for Stan, he’s done anything for him. God, sometimes it feels like Stan was sent to him to make sure he paid a pence for every sin he’s committed. His hand unknowingly tightens around his glass, it&rsquo;s as if the Clown made sure he would continue to suffer while IT was long gone.&rdquo;</p><p>:)))) Or I wrote out a scene from an AU bc I&rsquo;m trying to write more and this is what happened.</p><!-- more --><p>Downtown New York is a whole other world during the early morning hours. For some the night is starting to wind down, stumbling to the streets from the clubs to vomit and piss themselves. Drunk girls screaming for cabs while balding men with neckbeards sneak into alleys to fuck their twinks of the night before returning home to their wives.</p><p>For others, the party has just started. Their makeup and body glitter is still mostly intact as they hop from bars to clubs, drunk but not drunk enough. High on life and drugs as they pop and snort their fancy drugs. Much to Stan’s dismay, this is the crowd Bill will find his target in.</p><p>The club he frequents, The Seven Crowns, is as usual, busy to the brim. Even so, he finds his usual spot at the bar easily, right by the dance floor, and orders his Gin and Tonic like he does every other Friday night. Not that he drinks the alcohol, it’s more about blending in and besides, this always goes easier if he’s sober. For a time though, right when he moved to New York for school, he would get absolutely wasted when he had to provide. It helped ease the guilt and whether wasted or sober, the end result is always the same anyways. But after three years he learned, being sober keeps him smart, and being smart is what keeps him getting caught.</p><p>Stirring his drink with the straw he gazes out onto the mass of sweaty bodies grinding against each other. He doesn’t have to pick anyone out, they’ll end up singling themselves out eventually. It’s the ones who will beg him to dance with them or the ones who buy him drinks at the bar, they almost make it too easy.</p><p>And who can blame them? Bill’s dressed to attract after all. Dark wash jeans that are snug in all the right places, and a black t-shirt that’s a size too small. He has on a grey jacket, nice enough looking that it matches, and it keeps the cold away and the secrets on his skin hidden. A silver chain hangs around his neck, a simple but nice accessory. Stan had presented it to him, with his too sharp smile. One of the guys Bill had brought home had been wearing it and Stan had saved it for him when he was done. He couldn’t even be repulsed by where it came from, to him; Stan giving it to him had been endearing.</p><p>He’d <i>do </i>anything for Stan, he’s <i>done </i>anything for him. God, sometimes it feels like Stan was sent to him to make sure he paid a pence for every sin he’s committed. His hand unknowingly tightens around his glass, it&rsquo;s as if the Clown made sure he would continue to suffer while IT was long gone.</p><p>“Another Gin and Tonic,” A bartender breaks him from his thoughts as they set the drink down next to his still full glass, “The gentleman down the row said it was on him,” they tell him while waving towards the guys general direction before they start servicing their next customer.</p><p>A man in an awful floral shirt that would give Richie a run for his money and silver hair cockily waves when he looks to where the bartender gestured. He’s cute. About his height, but a little stockier than him, and so perfect for Stan. There&rsquo;s an indent around the man&rsquo;s left ring finger. Recently divorced? Or out cheating on his spouse? Either way, someone&rsquo;s not going to miss him.</p><p>If his morality hadn’t been slowly chipped away over the years, he’d find this game of cat and mouse sickening. As it is, he flirtily smiles back at the guy and brings the new drink to his lips, taking one very small sip. Over the brim of it, he winks at the poor man and despite the harsh blue led lighting, he still sees the blush rising in his cheeks.</p><p>But he doesn’t approach him, he <i>never </i>approaches them. Not where they can be publicly seen anyways. Instead, he buys his time. Acts like he’s taking a few sips of the drink, checks his phone, but more importantly, keeps looking up to make eye contact with his target. Floral shirt man is looking at him each time, probably wondering why Bill hasn’t walked over to him yet.</p><p>A few songs overhead come and go and just when he’s starting to think that maybe this isn’t his target after all for the night, that may be the guy is too chicken shit to walk over to him, he starts to make his way over to Bill. <i>Perfect.</i></p><p>Never having started a tab, he smoothly walks away from the bar, only pausing to look over his shoulder and make sure he’s still following him. They always are, but it still sends a spark of adrenaline down his spine. Floral shirt man looks confused but Bill sends him a smirk and just like that, he’s trying to get past the crowd of people to catch up with him.</p><p>Bill leads them out of the bustle of the crowd and out to the road, the guy right on his heels. They get to the front of the second alley down- less than a block away from his townhouse, before the man is right behind him, asking him to slow down. So he comes to a complete stop, causing the guy to almost run into him.</p><p>“Shit dude!,” he boisterously laughs, “I thought for a second you changed your mind and were hightailing it away!”</p><p>When he turns, he gives him a smile that is more of a grimace, “Well, you cuh-caught me.” It still amazes him and his ability to sound so smooth in situations like this. That’s what happens when you do something so often.</p><p>The man licks his lips as he eyes Bill up and down. Oh, how this night is not going to go the way he’s thinking. “Damn right I did,” he takes a step closer to him, almost whispering in his ear, “Now what’s my prize?”</p><p>He’s more high than drunk and Stan is sure to bitch about that later, but he’s running out of time so this buffoon will have to make do. So he smirks and wraps his arms around the guy&rsquo;s neck, the guy’s hands quickly going to grab at Bill’s waist. “Here’s your prize,” is all the warning he gets before Bill is smashing his lips against his.</p><p>The guy is quick and frantic, shoving his tongue into Bill’s mouth and reaching to grab two handfuls of his ass. Every time it’s a little strange to meet someone who looks at Bill and thinks he’s topping him. Not that they ever get that far, but still.</p><p>He starts to maneuver Bill into the alley, and he lets him for now. The press of the man’s erection is insistent and needy against his thigh. Bill’s own cock lays limp inside his pants, not that the guy appears to care.</p><p>“God, you, you are so fucking hot,” he breaks away to pant into Bill’s neck, plastering his skin with quick kisses.</p><p>Bill looks over the guy’s craned neck and towards the brick wall of the alley. It&rsquo;s the same graffiti that’s always there. Once vibrant colors of a peace sign that’s been washed away. How many times has he been here, in this same spot? A different man, woman, or enby, making out with him against this same wall as he gazes over at the decaying art.</p><p>The guy licks a stripe up his throat and takes a deep breath of Bill’s cologne. Good, let him get smothered in Bill’s cologne. The more they smell Bill, the more riled up Stan gets. Sometimes just the thought of how Stan is <i>after</i> this is enough to swell Bill’s groin. The deeper, darker part of Bill thrives under <i>that</i> attention. The rest of him twists and turns with self-hate and guilt.</p><p>He tilts his head down to nip at the guy’s ear, “Cuh-c’mon, my place is d-down the bluh-block,” he whispers as he wiggles out of the guy’s grip, much to his greedy dismay.</p><p>Bill wraps an arm around his waist to placate him, and the guy reciprocates, going to grab another palm-full of Bill’s ass. The guy exhales, “This is about to be my fucking night darling!”</p><p>Oh, he has no idea. Bill feigns a drunk giggle and starts to lead them down the street. To onlookers, the pair blends right in. Just two intoxicated men, sneaking off to fuck. Nothing out of the norm for New York. Everyone <i>fucks</i> here.</p><p>Bill will be having sex-<strike><i> if he could even fucking call it that anymore,</i></strike> tonight. Just not with this guy. He could tell the poor floral shirt guy what’s really about to happen, but he wouldn’t believe him. He’d call Bill insane and run off, or maybe he’d still stick around in the hopes of getting his dick wet.</p><p>The closest he’s ever come to any sort of warning for these people was Greta. That still wasn’t much of a warning. It was junior year and Greta was mad that Bill had publicly turned down her homecoming proposal in the school cafeteria. She had stomped out to the chorus of teens laughing at her, only for her to show up on his front porch that evening. She never got to verbally berate him for his rejection and she just had to change that.</p><p>She called him a <i>faggot,</i> and yelled that he was too hung up that <i>slut,</i> Beaverly. He <i>really</i> did try to tell her to leave, that she wasn’t safe there. But Greta never learned to listen and the next week she was just another missing kid on a poster.</p><p>Bill’s little one-bedroom townhouse comes into view. It’s small but it has everything he needs. There&rsquo;s a dainty flower bed with a bird house in front his front window, where Stan likes to look out and watch the birds. More importantly, and the reason why he picked this place, there&rsquo;s a <i>very</i> small basement. It&rsquo;s meant for some storage and to house the hot water heater, but Stan hates the heat. The dark little cement space works well for their needs- has a drain pipe too. The plus is he can afford his little home with his part-time job, and the money Stan’s parents gave to him. <i>“We were saving the money for his college fund, but he’s not here anymore and we want you to have it, Bill,”</i> Mrs. Uris had told him between broken sobs at his high school graduation. How kind of her.</p><p>The guy had to have put it together that this was their stop, and was pushingly trying to suck hickies onto Bill’s neck while he paused to dig his keys out. Not much longer now.</p><p>Despite the nuisance, he gets the door unlocked and the pair stumble inside. Not wanting to hear the reaction to the broken furniture and boarded up windows, he doesn’t turn the light switch on and allows the man to shove back against the front door once it closes.</p><p>Floral shirt guy starts trying to shove his tongue down his throat once again, pawing off Bill’s jacket, and running his grubby hands up and down Bill’s torso. Another reason to keep the lights off, people always have adverse reactions when they see the <strike>claw</strike>- <i>finger </i>shaped bruises that litter his arms.</p><p>Bill doesn’t kiss back this time, he knows better too. Instead he just stands there limply and tries not to giggle at the guy&rsquo;s huffs of annoyance against his face. To his trained ears he can hear the creak of Stan coming up the basement steps, and feels the new chill in the air.</p><p>The realtor warned Bill about those basement steps. To the right of the front door it’s almost like a drop off down those steps, a <i>major </i>safety hazard.<strike> Falling down steps and accidently breaking his neck would be a blessing at this point</strike>. <strike>No, because then who would look after Stan?</strike></p><p>The guy, desperate and now annoyed, starts to kiss along Bill’s jaw, nipping and licking at his skin, vying for a reaction from him. Over the side of his head, Bill can see the glowing, hungry eyes. <strike>They used to be so filled with kindness.</strike> Bill’s heart starts racing and his breath stutters, the guy licking at his face sighs, thinking he caused that reaction.</p><p>Bill closes his eyes and leans his head back, feeling the pressure of being watched by those starving eyes. In his jeans, he can feel himself start to fill out, the fabric becoming tighter. The guy moans in appreciation of this, grinding his own erection against Bill’s.</p><p>It stops when he yanks his head up, confusion and pain etched in his brow as he holds his ear, “What the fuck man, try to be a little a softer next time.” Bill sees the trickle of blood run down the guy’s arm from where he&rsquo;s holding his ear, too busy being horny and bewildered to notice it. Bill can’t stop the giggle that escapes his lips at the sight. Even more so when the guy starts look angry, “Man you’re being fucking weird. Cut it out, I have one weekend before my wife comes home  so turn around you stupid cu-”</p><p>Stan, in all his glory, latches onto the guy’s neck. His teeth sinks down and tears a chunk of flesh out of the guy&rsquo;s throat. God, he hates it when Stan gets the front hall messy, the basement is right there for fuck’s sake.</p><p>The wound in the guy’s neck is gaping and bleeding profusely, running down to stain that <i>awful</i> floral shirt of his. They never know what&rsquo;s happening to them, eyes wide, frantic, and<i> scared.</i> It’s a marvel really to watch their fight or flight instinct kick in.</p><p>“Wuh-wuh-wuh-whad da fu-fu-fu-fu,” the victim desperately tries to get out, blood and spit dribbling down his chin. Hopelessly he grabs at the wound, his torn muscles exposed and slippery beneath his now blood-covered fingers. He stumbles towards the front door, trying for an escape. Bill holds steady in front of it, easily pushing him back and preventing him from leaving.</p><p>He grabs hold of the front of Bill’s shirt instead, trying to beg for his life. There’s a soft growl emitting from the shadows as Bill’s shirt collar gets pulled on. Some of the guy’s blood spews from his lips and lands across Bill’s face. He doesn’t even flinch, and just watches as Stan grabs hold of the guy by his ankles, yanking him off his feet.</p><p>Floral shirt guy falls to the floor with a heavy thud, scrambling to try and get his footing again. The hardwood floor is slick with a pool of his blood and his strength is starting to fail him because of his blood loss. There’s another muted growl as the guy<i> finally </i>starts to get yanked down the stairs, his hands unforgivingly not finding purchase on the floor. Bill stands and watches blankly as the guys horrified face disappears into the shadows of the stairwell.</p><p>Thudding and fumbling echo down the stairs before the sound of<i> tearing </i>and <i>crunching </i>starts to emit back up from them. What’s left of floral shirt guy moans helplessly as he starts to be devoured alive. He never even got to scream.</p><p>Bill hears an almost purr-like sound once the dying man’s whimpers stop as he goes to fetch the supplies he’ll need to clean up the hallway. Maybe he can get it finished before Stan comes back up the stairs, hungry for something else entirely.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> Writing endings are the bane of my existence.</p><p>This is another scene from an Au that me and Pj (<a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m14VJA2CgnhfQu0CpMYYx5Q">@s-oulpunk</a>) has come up with. I have a new years challenge to write 2000 words a day, so this is the first thing to come that, since I just love this AU so much.</p><p>Pjjjjjj I hope you liked it and that this lived up to your exceptions</p>
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Body: <h1>All Too Well</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/35995276">Ao3</a></p><p><b>Rating</b>: E</p><p><b>Warnings:</b> Cheating and notsfw</p><p><b>Summary:</b> It was just supposed to be a simple tutoring job, how did he end up so far over his head? A man that Richie would call a DILF recites latin poetry to him and Stan can&rsquo;t tell if he&rsquo;s in Heaven or Hell. Or I&rsquo;m really bad at summaries and this is a gift for <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m14VJA2CgnhfQu0CpMYYx5Q">@s-oulpunk</a> based off of one the many AUS we&rsquo;ve came up with</p><p><b>A/N:</b> Merry late Christmas Pj! You&rsquo;re such a great friend and I can&rsquo;t wait to see you in March! It was crazy to bring this AU of ours to life so I really hope you like it! Also yes it&rsquo;s kind of like All Too Well but also not so I am sorry :-:</p><!-- more --><p>-Present-</p><p>The neon sign that reads Neilbolt Motel shines in bright red luminescence as Stan gets out of his Uber at an all too familiar location. He opens his umbrella and tries in vain to not get soaked, but the rain is being blown sideways so he just pushes forward, towards their room, room number seven. The rain is causing the air to be cold, but it’s too late. Stan has already gone numb.</p><p>Stan raises his fist to knock at the motel door, but Bill answers it before his fist can make contact with the chipped paint. He just stares at Bill with tear-stained eyes and he finally  collapses into his arms, sobbing and not caring that he’s getting Bill soaked. The weight of what&rsquo;s happening getting to him. Bill holds him tightly and pulls him inside, whispering reassurances into his hairline, but none of them can be true. Everything’s fucked and he’s about to lose Bill.</p><p>-Five Months Ago-</p><p>It was the November of his sophomore year of college at NYU. So far it was your pretty average college experience, not that Stan cared whether or not he had one- but he’d say he was hitting all the milestones.</p><p>Tried weed for the first (and only) time, (his childhood best friend Richie didn’t believe him either), hated his roommate his freshman year, an annoying guy named Vic, got the classic college girlfriend, Patty,  who even wrangled him into a few freshman parties. He always prioritized studying over social events but occasionally he found the time to budge to Patty’s will.</p><p>His college experience was perfectly normal and he preferred it that way, and he chugged right along through his freshmen year without a hitch. It was his sophomore year he came across his first real problem. His lack of funds.</p><p>His parents had set up a college fund for him, and as long as he kept his grades up, which he has- he would have access to it. He just didn’t realize how easy it would be to go through it, and he wasn’t even fully through his second year of college. Mental health break coffees add up. There was still money in the fund, but if he didn’t do something now, it would run by the end of his sophomore year. Which it’s a little embarrassing that he hadn’t figured that out sooner, since he’s an accounting major and all.</p><p>Stan had to get a job, which is easier to say than do. He’s a college student, there are only certain hours he can work. To make matters worse it’s the holiday season, and the idea of dealing with the bustle and stress of a retail job is not something he’s equipped to deal with on top of the stress already from finals.  Naturally, he complained to Patty, who- because she is amazing- had found a job for him through her friend Georgie.</p><p>Georgie and Stan’s ‘friendship’ has always been a little strained, evident that the two only hang out through their association with Patty but nonetheless is grateful to him for the job. It was a tutoring job! Stan can handle that, also it was tutoring teenagers in trigonometry, it’s practically his dream job.</p><p>It’s Georgie’s twin niece and nephew, which sounded a little strange since they were high school students. According to Patty, Georgie had a much older brother because Georgie was an oopsie later in his parent’s life, Then when Georgie was only four years old, his fifteen-year-old brother knocked his then-girlfriend-now-wife with the twins. Georgie grew up with the twins, which is a little strange but who is Stan to judge strange family dynamics? And having family that lives close to where you went to school had to be nice, unlike Stan whose parents lived all the way back in Maine.</p><p>Besides that all led him to now, standing on the front steps of a whole lot bigger of a house he’d expect from a former pregnant teen couple. What on Earth did Georgie’s brother and sister in law do for a living? This house was practically a mansion with its cast-iron rod fencing and deep burgundy brick. On the way to the steps, he passed a fountain with statues of- Monsters? Mermaids? He’s honestly not sure, but the things unsettled him. Whatever, so what if the parents are a little eccentric? He’s here to tutor the kids. Audra seemed friendly enough over the brief text conversation they had where they agreed for him to come this Thursday night, but you can never tell.</p><p>Pulling his winter coat closer to his chest, he hugs his trig book tighter. <i>It’s just trigonometry, he can do this in his sleep, no need to stress. </i>He knocks on the solid oak door.</p><p>Scrambling and ruckus come from behind the door before it swings up. The most unenthused teenage boy Stan has ever seen answers, keeping the door closed enough that just his head pokes through. <i>“And this must be Jacob,” </i>Stan thinks. The kid eyes him up and down and it feels like the kid’s blue eyes are putting an unseen pressure on him, and it almost makes Stan cower in on himself. But he’s not going to do that, that would be ridiculous. He’s the adult here.</p><p>Stan clears his throat, “Hey there, I think I’m here-”</p><p>“Do you <i>think </i>or do you <i>know? </i>” Jacob cuts him off.</p><p>Confused silence, this kid at least fits his home, “Excuse me?”</p><p>He rolls his eyes, “Do you <i>think </i>or do you <i>know </i>why you’re here, or are you just wasting my time?”</p><p>Oh, maybe this tutoring thing isn’t going to work out after all. Jacob stands with his eyebrows raised expectantly, and Stan is floundering. His mind reminds him, weakly, that he’s the adult here.</p><p>“Jacob, would it kill you to be nice?!” rings out from behind Jacob.</p><p>Jacob somehow manages to look more annoyed and leans back inside to talk back, but the door is forcibly pulled open despite his protests. A teenage girl, Jane presumably, stands next to Jacob in the hallway, a scowl on her face for Jacob she immediately drops when she looks at Stan. “You’re Stanley, right? Mom and Uncle George said you were here to tutor us. I’m Jane and this is my angry brother Jacob. It’s nice to meet you!”</p><p>Jacob glares at him almost accusingly, “Oh so you’re here to tutor us in bullshit, that’s just great,” he says as he turns to stalk down the hallway. Stan has to make sure his mouth is not openly gaping.</p><p>Delicate hands wrap around his arm from Jane as he lets her pull him inside, still stunned by what had just happened. She offers to take his coat and he lets her with a small thanks. Jane’s smile is sweet and easy going and he finds himself returning it no problem. She links arms with him again and starts to lead him down the hardwood hallway. Physical contact is usually an issue for him, but he can tell Jane is a gentle soul so it doesn’t bother him. She kind of reminds him of what Patty would’ve been like at this age and he decides she’s his favorite of the two twins then.</p><p>“Don’t mind Jacob by the way,” she says as they walk, “He’s just upset that mom is making us get a tutor…and that for once he’s not perfect in everything he does. So many high standards and the only person putting them on him is himself, or that’s what mom says anyway.” Okay, Stan can relate to that maybe he shouldn’t be so quick to judge.</p><p>The end of the hall rounds out and there’s a grand staircase. In front of a staircase is a pedestal with a good sized statue- like at the fountains- except this one looks like it’s carved from wood. One side of the rounded area here opens up into an extravagant dining room, where Jacob is sitting and playing on his phone grumpily. On the other side of the walls in the hall entrance are two doors, one of them an office where the kid’s dad- Bill, is, Jane tells him. He was wondering if he’d see either of their parents tonight. Bill is Georgie’s older brother and the idea of that is a little stressful. Surely Georgie hasn’t said anything bad about him, right? Wait, they wouldn’t have given him the job if he did.</p><p>“Mom should be home in an hour,” she says, breaking his train of thought. Jane sighs when she looks at Jacob, “Jake go get your book! Don’t make this any more difficult than you have already.”</p><p>Jacob looks up from his phone to give her a long look before returning to it. Jane stomps over to him to start pestering him. It appears that Jacob has no worries about his dad coming out of his office and seeing that they haven’t gotten started yet. Jacob may not be concerned about it, but Stan is.</p><p>He enters the dining room and takes a seat across from the two now squabbling siblings. If he doesn’t figure Jacob out it’s going to be a problem. He’s gotta find a way to try to connect with this kid so he gauges him. Jane said Jacob holds himself to a higher standard? Yeah, he can relate to that but he can’t practically bring that up. <i>‘Hey Jacob we both have the same issue so let&rsquo;s just get through this and beat ourselves up about our shortcomings later’. </i>That would go over smoothly. Dammit Stan, try something!</p><p>Stan coughs and then coughs louder when the two pay him no mind. Jane and Jacob pause their bickering to look at him, “The faster we start the faster we can finish. This session I just want to work on what your current homework is and see where you may need help,” Jacob is still looking at him annoyed, “As I said, the faster we start the faster we can finish.” Jacob glares at him for another moment before relenting and begrudgingly pulling his work out from his backpack on the table. Stan has to fight down a smug smirk.</p><p>The next hour goes by quicker and easier than he thought it would. Jacob and Jane are both <i>brilliant, </i>it’s just that numbers are harder for them to grasp. They remind him of Richie. Jacob is very obviously used to never having to try in school, everything probably has come easy to him until now. That’s exactly how Stan felt when he had to take that dreadful creative writing class his junior year of high school, the only class he’s <i>ever </i>gotten a B- in. They get through it though, and Jacob actually smiles, a small and quick one albeit, when he solves a problem correctly with no help.</p><p>Jane has a better grasp on trigonometry than Jacob does at the start, but it’s still not a passing grasp. Jane watches and listens intently every time Stan explains a problem to her, and unlike Jacob, she doesn’t give him a death glare when he explains where she messed up in the problem. She tries harder the next time. Unlike Jacob also, she talks to Stan. She asks if he has a girlfriend and squeals when he tells her about Patty. In turn, Jane tells him about a girl she finds cute at her school, Max. Oh, to be in high school and experiencing a first crush- not that Stan knows what that&rsquo;s like. Patty was his first crush.</p><p>Mrs. Denbrough, or <i>Audra </i>( <i>“Don’t be so formal Stanley, call me Audra.” </i>) comes home in an hour, just like the kids say she would. Stan half expected their dad to finally come out of his office when his wife got home, but the door stayed tightly shut. Audra was pleased with her kids&rsquo; progress and offered for Stan to stay for dinner, which he politely declined. They still had a couple of problems left on their homework and by the time they finished, it would be time for Stan to go to his dorm and finish his own. She thanked him and told him his money was in an envelope on the statue’s pedestal in the main hallway for when they finished. They agreed for him to be back next Thursday, much to Jacob’s annoyance, before she disappeared into the kitchen.</p><p>Thirty minutes later it was about that time. Jane finished before Jacob, who was very upset by that, and she went off to the kitchen with her mother. Stan and Jacob worked through his last few problems together. He didn’t even finish his sentence about them being done before Jacob bolted from his chair and up the main staircase. Stan stared at where Jacob once was, bewildered. Guess he can show himself out. He was so baffled when he started to head out, he almost forgot about his envelope with his money in it.</p><p>He picks up the envelope with his pay at the foot of the statue, Audra’s car keys were there also so it must be a common place to drop things off.</p><p>The statue itself was kind of creepy but in a strange and unassuming way. At first glance, you’d think it was just a statue of a beautiful woman, but look closer you can see her jagged teeth trying to tear their way out of her mouth, which is contorted into a silent shriek, Small horns sit at her hair line, so detailed it looks like the horn grew suddenly and ripped open her flesh. Her eyes are big and pupil less, and he would guess it was because the carpenter couldn’t add pupils in the eyes, but something tells that was on purpose. Her nails are so long they’re more like claws, and she has her arms up like she’s ready to snatch up the next poor soul. The details are immaculate, that even the dress she wears has very real looking tears and holes.</p><p>There’s a silver plaque at her feet, <i>Dolorem, </i>which must be her name. It’s Latin, he knows that, but he’s not sure what it means. It goes with the Latin phrase underneath it, <i>“Forsan et haec olim meminisse iuvabit” - Virgil. </i>Curiosity gets the better of him and he uses his phone to take a photo of the plaque, to google when he gets home. His stupid flash was on.</p><p>“Forsan et haec olim meminisse iuvabit.”</p><p>Stanley jumps and his phone falls to the floor with a loud and awkward clatter. Thankfully he recovers quickly and picks up his phone as he spins on his heel to look at who said that. He feels like he’s been caught doing something he wasn’t supposed to be.</p><p>A man dressed in sweatpants and a grey knit sweater stands in the doorway of the now open office door, amusement dancing on his features. This must be Bill. Now Stan knows who Jacob really took after, the father and son look so much alike. Those same blue eyes from earlier study him, but with not so much judgment as Jacob’s did. Jane got his easy, charming smile though, as he smiles cheekily at Stan. A grey stripe runs through the front of his otherwise brunette hair and Stan deliriously thinks that Mr. Denbrough is indeed an attractive man.</p><p>He walks over to him, and Stan resists the urge to step back, and he looks down at the plaque. His cologne invades Stan’s nostrils, the smell of musk and outdoors, and he finds himself taking a deeper breath.“Forsan et haec olim meminisse iuvabit,” he repeats, it’s what Dolorem quotes at the end of The Attic Room.”</p><p>“What’s it mean? The phrase?”</p><p>The man’s eyes look up and latch onto Stan’s and he can’t make himself look away, everything feels slow. “You’re Stanley right, here to tutor my kids?” He nods meekly, and Bill’s smile grows, “Well Stanley, it means ‘Perhaps someday we will look back upon these things with joy.’”</p><p>“And the monster says that? That makes no sense, what kind of author would write that?” He critiques before he can stop himself. It obviously means something to the man and here he is openly criticizing it.</p><p>That doesn’t matter as he starts chuckling, trying to contain his laughter before Stan gets to apologize, “Uh, I think a ‘William Denbrough’ wrote it,” he says as wipes a tear of laughter from his eye.</p><p>William Denbrough? <i>… Oh shit.</i></p><p>“I uh- Mr. Denbrough, shit, I’m so-”</p><p>He holds up a hand to cut him off, “If you’re going to criticize me, you can call me Bill,” there’s only humor in his tone as he corrects him.</p><p>“I- <i>Bill </i>, I didn’t mean to offend you…” he’s not sure what else to say. He’s not wrong, it’s a weird thing for a monster to say.</p><p>Instead, he just stands there awkwardly staring at him before Bill decides to take mercy on him, “It’s okay, I guess my books aren’t for everyone,” Bill shrugs.</p><p>“Books? As in you’re an author?” That would explain the home and the statues.</p><p>“Yes and a very successful author too if I was tooting my own horn. The Attic Room was my first novel and was a major success, even got a less successful movie adaptation,” Bill says quite proudly, “But from what I gather you haven’t heard of it, or of me- a shame too because I really thought I was considered cool with the younger generation.” Bill is not considered cool with the younger generation, Jane just tells him he is.</p><p>Stanley doesn’t usually read books about monster women, but if Bill wrote it, he thinks he would. “It’s just that Georgie never mentions having an author for a brother.” Great Stan, blame his little brother. He changes the subject, “Why does Dolorem say that? She just…” Don’t criticize her more Stanley.</p><p>“She says it to the man she loves before she devours him.,” Bill puts it plainly.</p><p>He scoffs, “That doesn’t sound like love,” he looks over at Bill- when has he gotten closer? He can see grey flecks mingling in Bill’s ocean blues now and Bill’s smile is radiant.</p><p>“Love comes in many different forms, Stanley,” Bill chuckles breaks him out of his stupor.</p><p>“Huh? Oh, well…I still don’t see how that’s love.”</p><p>He’s quiet for a moment, “It’s just something you’ll have to see for yourself.” Bill’s gaze is sedulous and invading. Stan feels like Bill is characterizing every detail about him and it’s <i>too much. </i>He’s got to leave.</p><p>“I uh- I should be going,” he turns to leave and has to stop himself from dashing out the door, ignoring Bill calling back at him. A part of him that he has stored into a box feels oddly guilty about the whole exchange. Which is dumb, they were <i>just talking. </i>He forgot his coat.</p><p>That weekend at school in the café, Georgie gives Stan a copy of The Attic Room. “Bill told me to give it to you,” he tells him with a suspicious look in his eye. Patty comments on how nice it was of him. “You must’ve impressed them, Stanley!”</p><p>Hesitantly he opened the front cover and scrawled messily inside was “All different forms Stanley.” He quickly closed the book and held it close to his chest, anticipation, and anxiety bloomed in his chest about how next Thursday would go.</p><p>He read and finished The Attic Room is one sitting that night in his dorm. He understood why Dolorem ate her lover.</p><p>-Present-</p><p>“Forsan et haec olim meminisse iuvabit,” Stan whimpers into Bill’s chest as they lay on the bed. His sobs have finally started to subside. He can feel Bill’s small smile into Stan’s hair line.</p><p>“That’s right baby, <i>Forsan et haec olim meminisse iuvabit, </i>” he repeats, more smoothly.</p><p>It’s almost hard to be curled up with Bill in this bed right now, the same bed they’ve been intimate so many times, where Bill confessed his love for him before breaking down. That was one of Stan&rsquo;s favorite nights. So many times the two have snuck away under the cover of night, and many take-out boxes shared, and it’s all coming to end. All because they fucked up.</p><p>“Georgie knows about us,” he confesses.</p><p>Bill’s shoulders drop, “Yeah I figured, he sent me a text after you called, but it was pretty vague.”</p><p>Stan sniffles, “Do you think we ever even stood a chance? Or that any of this was even worth it?”</p><p>His arms tighten around Stan, and he coos at him, “Baby don&rsquo;t ever say that, every moment we’ve spent together has been an absolute gift. I’ve known that ever since you proudly criticized the same work that brought us together.” Stan snuggles closer into his arms.</p><p>-Five Months Ago-</p><p>Through pure willpower and many, <i>many, </i>coffees, Stan got Jacob and Jane through their winter midterms. They both passed with flying colors and for a moment he worried that maybe he did too good of a job, that they wouldn’t need him for the next semester. Thankfully Audra informed Stan that she would be still requiring his services to get the two through the rest of the school year. After the break they could return to their weekly Thursday schedule.</p><p>Except it’s not Jane or Jacob who answers the door when he shows up on the first Thursday of the year. It’s Bill, who seems pleasantly surprised to see Stan standing there.</p><p>“Well hello Stanley, it’s good to see you again. Audra must’ve forgotten to text you, she and the kids are on an extended winter break over at her parents,” Bill informs him.</p><p>“Oh&hellip;that’s great for them,” it’s a little awkward to see Bill again when the two haven’t seen each other since their first unconventional meeting, “I’ll uh, I’ll just come back next Thursday then.”</p><p>Bill shakes his head, “Nonsense, come inside. Get out of the cold and have a cup of coffee for a minute. Besides with the kids away I could go for some company.”</p><p>Sensing that Bill doesn’t take the answer ‘no’ easily, Stan hesitantly steps inside. “Why didn’t you go with them to Audra’s parents?” It is a little strange that Bill has stayed behind.</p><p>“My mother-in-law hates me so it’s best for everyone if I just stayed behind,” he answers as he takes Stan’s coat from him. The time he accidentally forgot it, Jane had lectured him on how dangerous it was to walk out into the cold without it. He hadn’t forgotten it since. <strike>He hadn’t seen Bill either.</strike></p><p>“What did you do to make her hate you?”</p><p>Bill looks offended and he’s about to backtrack when Bill drops the look and chuckles, “I knocked up her teenage daughter. A word of advice Stanley, don’t get a girl pregnant till you’re at least twenty-five, or face the wrath of her mother.”</p><p>“I’ll keep that in mind,” he murmurs as he watches Bill walk down the hall into his office, leaving him in the closed doorway. A nagging part of his mind that suspiciously sounds like Patty is telling him to <i>leave </i>and this is a <i>bad idea, </i>but instead, he follows Bill down the hallway.</p><p>Bill&rsquo;s office is <i>really</i> nice. It&rsquo;s huge with a big dark oak desk with a MacBook on top. Scraps of paper and notebooks litter the surface and he fights the urge to go over and start straightening them. A big leather couch sits in front of a window that overlooks the whole side yard and the other walls have bookshelves that reach the ceilings, not a space spared. In a corner though is what looks like a liquor cabinet and Bill is pouring something into two fine crystal glasses. Idly Stan wonders what happened to the offer of coffee.</p><p>Bill turns around with the two glasses in hand a look of approval falls over his face when he sees Stan has followed him. He offers Stan a glass.</p><p>“I’m only twenty,” he blurts like a stupid child and he feels his cheeks heat up with embarrassment. Stan never cared about what people thought of him but he wants Bill to think he’s cool, that he’s <i>mature.</i></p><p>Bill laughs once again, “Oh come on, twenty? That’s only a year away from being legal drinking age. And besides I won’t tell anyone if you won’t,” the implications of that causes a shiver to run down his spine, but he doesn’t move towards the drink. The writer sighs, “Okay well call me selfish, but I want you to actually relax around me and this can help.”</p><p>Finally, Stan relents and walks over and takes the drink, ignoring Bill’s smug smile. Bill wants him to feel comfortable around him? That shouldn’t make his heartbeat as fast as it does. He takes a sip of the caramel-colored liquid.</p><p>It’s too bitter and immediately he starts coughing as it sears down the back of his throat. That has to be the worst thing he’s ever tried, but the embarrassment is the worst. He expects Bill to laugh at him but instead he offers him a water bottle that he must’ve gotten from the liquor cabinet and Stan accepts it gratefully. He quickly gulps the water down, trying to erase the awful taste from his mouth. Do people actually drink this stuff for fun?</p><p>Bill goes and sits on the couch, sipping his drink, unfazed, “It can take a little to get used to but once you do, it’s quite relaxing. I promise.”</p><p>He looks at the open space beside Bill on the couch but remains standing, “I’m inclined to think you’re lying to me.”</p><p>Bill rolls his eyes, “Oh you’re ‘inclined’ to think that? Come on, the second sip won’t be nearly as bad.”</p><p>Stan looks back at him, downright scandalized at the suggestion, but Bill is looking at him again with that overwhelming look in his eyes, and his glass is raised to his lips before he can think any more about it. He coughs a little but not as bad as he did the first time. Bill was right, but his head feels a little stuffy now so he takes a seat on the couch next to him.</p><p>He loses track of time, all he knows is that if his or Bill’s glass starts to run empty, Bill is steadily filling them up. And he feels fucking great! His limbs are numb but it feels like his mind is finally quiet and he really wants to crawl into Bill’s lap and get a strong breath of his cologne. Bill has listened to him bitch about how his life feels like it’s a one way train he can’t get off of. Him and Patty will end up getting married and they’ll pop out two and half kids to please their parents and that’s <i>fine </i>but sometimes it feels like nothing exciting is ever going to happen to him. Bill is such a good listener.</p><p>At some point, Bill’s hand had found its way into his curls and he started leaning into it. Bill’s hands are big and warm, completely different than Patty’s. He&rsquo;s also stroking his curls out of his face and that feels fucking great too.</p><p>“Your first book is just monster porn!” Stan tells him. Bill asked for his opinion on The Attic Room, and it&rsquo;s funny how he waited till Stan was properly drunk to do so, and he’s decided to fuck with him. “Johnathan fell in love with a monster so the genius decides to keep her locked away in his attic?! And then lure and abduct people for her to eat?! I thought he was supposed to be the good guy! And why, <i>why, </i>is there so much porn?! So much porn,” he slurs.</p><p>Bill reaches to take Stan’s glass and he yanks it back stubbornly, “You’re about to lose that drink if you don’t stop criticizing my ‘monster porn’ Stanley,” he faux scolds, “The Attic Room is an ode to how love comes in all different forms, and the lengths someone would go to see the one they love happy. More importantly, it’s about how any type love can be all-consuming, that it feels like you’re being devoured by it.”</p><p>“Yeah yeah no I <i>get </i>that, and that’s beautiful or whatever…but there&rsquo;s <i>so much</i> porn.”</p><p>“Maybe I just like porn.”</p><p>The two look at each other in that moment and looking back, he won’t know who moved first, but the next thing he knows their drinks are abandoned and there&rsquo;s a hot mouth pressed against his. Kissing Bill is nothing like kissing Patty. Kissing Patty is always sweet and gentle, a big contrast to Bill’s rough and demanding tongue.</p><p>A whimper comes from somewhere and it takes him a moment to realize it was from him. Bill’s big hands are pushing him down onto the couch as the once gentle hand in his hair turns tight and pulls his head aside, breaking their kiss. Bill groans as he kisses messily down his neck, “You’re so fucking hot,” he mumbles into his skin.</p><p>Stan? Hot? Never, but with the way Bill is licking into the shallows of his collarbones, he’d agree to anything he said at that moment. He’s panting too loud and he’s embarrassingly hard for barely anything to have happened to him and he needily presses his swollen groin up against Bill’s thigh.</p><p>“Fuck you’re already hard baby? Such a needy boy aren’t you?” Stan plain out whines when Bill leans up to whisper that in his ear, “It’s okay, I’m going to take such good care of you. You have no idea how badly I’ve wanted this.”</p><p>Bill’s hands go to his belt buckle and smoothly gets it undone, yanking Stan’s pants and underwear down in one go. In a normal circumstance, he’d be shy about someone like Bill seeing him this vulnerable, hell in any normal circumstance this wouldn’t even be happening, but Stan’s drunk for the first time in his life and everything feels amazing right now. Every sensation feels like he’s on fire, every tweak of Bill’s fingers on his nipples feels blazing hot, and Bill’s tongue is lighting him up like a live wire as he licks down Stan’s body.</p><p>“Bill please,” he begs. He doesn’t know what he’s asking for, all he knows is he’s so hard it <i>hurts.</i></p><p>Bill bites his thigh and groans into it, “Sshhh baby boy, I’ve got you,” and with that, a burning hot mouth swallows him down. Stan <i>yelps </i>and his first instinct is thrust up because it’s too much. Bill gags and then moans around his shaft, sending vibrations down around him, and <i>oh fuck. </i>His strong arms encircle Stan’s thighs and hold him down as he gags himself on Stan’s cock and it feels like his soul is leaving his body.</p><p>He and Patty have never done anything like this, they’re both bumbling and shy virgins but <i>shit, </i>if it feels this good, why have they waited? Weakly he grabs two fistfuls of Bill’s hair, <i>“Shit shit shit Billy </i>it’s so good, it so- <i>oh yes </i>- it’s so fucking good.”</p><p>Bill moans around him again. Saliva is getting everywhere as Bill&rsquo;s sinful mouth sinks up and down on his shaft as he tongues at he vein on the underside of his cock, it’s so messy but so incredibly <i>hot. </i>His balls are tightening and he feels his orgasm quickly creeping upon him like the sad virgin he is. He’s <i>almost </i>there.</p><p>“Bill please, please it’s <i>so much, </i>I’m so so close,- <i>FUCK! </i>” Bill sneakily sticks his thumb into his equally virgin hole and he cums so hard he sees white. Bills swallows him down and takes his cum down his throat with much more ease than a man married to a woman should be able to.</p><p>It&rsquo;s when his pants are pulled back on, he thinks of Patty and Audra. Of Jacob and Jane and drunken sobs hit his body like he’s been shot. Bill pulls him into his lap and consoles him, and he can still feel the press of Bill’s erection against his ass.</p><p>Eventually, he passes out and when he wakes up in the middle of the night, Bill is still holding him. Bill wakes up when he starts trying to discreetly sneak off of him and Bill ends up taking his virginity right there on his office couch. By this point, the alcohol had left his system so it was only himself to blame.</p><p>-Present-</p><p>“After that first night I was hooked on you Stanley, you quickly became the center of all my thoughts.”</p><p>That makes him smile, “You did for me too Billy.”</p><p>Bill runs a gentle hand through his curls, “Then let’s get through this, I can’t lose you. We’ll figure something out.”</p><p>He so wants that to be true, but this is about more than just him and Bill. From his own people, he’s been a pretty absent boyfriend to Patty for a while. Sweet Patty who deserves the entire world. “Bill, we’ve got to think about everyone around us. I know since we started this, I haven’t been the best boyfriend to Patty…and I can’t keep on the way I have been with her.”</p><p>-Three Months Ago-</p><p>“Stan sweetie, are you sure you can’t miss one study night? It’s a Friday night, I’m sure the kids would be happy if you canceled on them” Patty pleads as the two make their way over to their table in the café. It’s the same table they sat at every day since freshman year, both being creatures of habit.</p><p>He smiles and shakes his head, “No I’m sorry. The parents are paying me too well to cancel on them,” they in fact are not paying him well, because there are no parents, no kids to tutor either. He’ll be seeing Bill Friday night after an almost two-week dry spell. It’s just that&rsquo;s his breakaway excuse, that he loved tutoring Jacob and Jane so much, that he’s found more kids to tutor when he’s actually going to meet Bill in their motel room. Bill found out this was his excuse and now pays him a weekly allowance to keep up with the front. When he proposed the idea to Stan, he asked him jokingly if Bill would spank him since he was getting an allowance.<strike> He did.</strike> “Go to the party though, have fun,” he urges her, “Besides, Georgie would probably love to go with you.”</p><p>“I&rsquo;d love to do what now?” Georgie asks as the two approach the table, taking their seats across from him- as always.</p><p>“Go a party with me this Friday night; since Stan here has another torturing gig,” she answers him.</p><p>Georgie lights up, “Oh yeah, of course, I’d love to go with you,” he side-eyes Stan, “since your boyfriend can’t ever take the time off to spend time with you. Also, I thought Bill and Audra were paying you enough.”</p><p>Stan smiles at him even though irritation itches behind his eyes for the younger Denbrough. His darling Patty chastises him for him, “They pay him plenty! But there’s nothing wrong with wanting to earn as much as you can! Stan is very money savvy,” she kisses his cheek as she says this. Stan doesn’t hide his smirk from Georgie.</p><p>Georgie rolls his eyes, “So money-savvy huh? Then why did he blow through his savings?”</p><p>Patty picks up a roll from her tray and throws it at him and it hits him square in the chest. “Did you just-”</p><p>“Yes.”</p><p>Stan throws an arm around her shoulders, “Yes she just did.” Patty gleams up at him.</p><p>“Okay, you know what? I’m supposed to get to class early today. I’ll see you later Patty,” he says as he grumpily walks off with his tray.</p><p>Stan lets his arm slide off of Patty’s shoulders as she asks him worriedly, “Do you think he’s mad at me, I only threw the bread at him in good fun.”</p><p>He resists the urge to roll his eyes, “Sweetie, Georgie is never mad at you, trust me.” He has too big of a crush on her to get mad at her.</p><p>Her frown eases away, “Okay, I just worry, he’s one of my best friends, besides you of course” she looks back over at him, “I really wish it was you who was going to the party with me Friday night though.”</p><p>Stan wishes he was the boyfriend Patty deserves, but he can’t give up what he has with Bill. The guilt slowly eats at him, but when Bill falls between his thighs, it’s easy to forget things. Easy to forget Patty. “I know sweetie.”</p><p>-Present-</p><p>He doesn’t have to look at Bill to know he has a scowl on his face, he always gets that way at the briefest mention of Patty. “She deserves better than me, Bill,” he laughs hollowly, “Maybe someone like Georgie, since he’s had a major crush on Patty for as long as I’ve known him.”</p><p>Bill doesn’t comment on what he’s said about Georgie’s crush, “Audra and I also haven’t been doing the best, but what’s new there.”</p><p>“That’s not what Jacob says,” he snorts.</p><p>He looks down at Stan, confused, “Jacob’s talked about Audra and I&rsquo;s relationship?”</p><p>Stan backtracks, “Well, not about what&rsquo;s been going on recently.”</p><p>-Two Months Ago-</p><p>Out of all the time he’s tutored Jacob and Jane, he’s never been left with just one of them; and if he had to choose which one he&rsquo;d rather be left alone with, it would probably be Jane. So of course when that scenario happens, it’s Jacob.</p><p>His and Jacob’s relationship is a lot better than when they first met. Jacob finally looks like he doesn’t want to kill Stanley when he sees him. He’s even caused Jacob to smile once or twice with his quick wit. That doesn’t mean that when the two ended up alone together for a tutoring session…it wasn’t any less awkward.</p><p>Audra is still at work, her and her co worker Beverly are on deadline for a new design so he’ll completely miss her coming home, and Bill is locked away in his office. He has his own deadline from his publisher. Probably editing the porn scenes. And Jane? Jane is at an AV club party at her school, and he didn’t even know she was in the AV club, but according to Jacob, Max invited her. The two shared a look in silent rejoice for Jane’s victory.</p><p>The two are set up in the dining room again and Jacob silently works on his trigonometry homework, and Stan waits patiently for when Jacob asks for help on a problem. Or better yet, waits to see when Jacob has been on the same problem for too long and has to intervene, Jacob is still as stubborn as ever. To pass the time, Stan reads The Black Rapids, another one of Bill’s books.</p><p>For the third time in thirty minutes he looks up from his reading and sees that Jacob is hung up on a problem, again. “Do you need any help there Jake?”</p><p>“No,” he snaps at him.</p><p>Stan takes a deep breath and sets the book down, Jacob has been having a rough night with his studies so maybe a break is in order. “Do you want Chinese takeout? Your mom left some money to order food.”</p><p>Jacob eyes him as if he doesn’t believe what he’s hearing, “You&rsquo;re asking if we can order Chinese takeout? That’ll cut into tutoring time.”</p><p>“I know, I’m hungry though, aren’t you?” Food always wins people over. Even stubborn teenagers like Jacob.</p><p>He thinks for a moment, “Okay Chinese takeout sounds good, but we have to order sweet and sour chicken for my dad! Eventually he’ll come out.”</p><p>Stan knows what to order Bill, the place he’s about to order from now is the same place they always order from when the two don’t have to immediately leave the motel room. He smiles and pulls out his phone to place the order.</p><p>Within no time the food arrives and Jacob is in a lot better mood as he eats his noodles. Looking for conversation, he settles on the obvious. “So have you given any colleges a thought?” he asks over his rice. Jacob; and Jane are very smart. If they wanted, they could have their pick of schools.</p><p>Jacob shakes his head, “I’m not sure about college. Jane’s deadset on a school out in L.A., but neither of my parents went to school and they both turned out fine. Even with their teen pregnancy and all.”</p><p>Bill and Audra got <i>extremely </i>lucky. After the twins were born Bill published his first novel, Stan’s beloved The Attic Room, and it became an instant success. Audra and her childhood friend Beverly worked their way up in the fashion design industry, neither going to college for it. Jacob must be hoping that luck runs in the family.</p><p>“Well good for Jane. My best friend goes to college out on L.A. and he loves it,” he pacifies, “Never say no to a college campus tour though, your parents are both very successful but who knows? Going to college may have changed their lives.”</p><p>“They couldn’t have gone to college, they had us when they weren’t even sixteen yet,” he corrects him.</p><p>“Jake plenty of teen parents go to college, but college also isn’t for everyone,” he amends.</p><p>Jacob ponders this, “I guess you’re right…but I’m happy they didn’t. They’ve had a couple of rough spots over the years and I don’t think they would’ve survived it if they went to college.”</p><p>Stan has to act unfazed even though every part of him is dying to beg Jacob for more information. He doesn’t know much about Bill and Audra’s past, aside from the obvious.</p><p>“Really? I would never have guessed.”</p><p>Jacob doesn’t want to go back to trigonometry so he continues, “When I and Jane were seven, Dad’s most recent book flopped and Mom had just taken out a major loan for a studio. I guess money was tight, but I was also seven so who knows, but they argued all the time.”</p><p>Bill never mentioned any problems with Audra and Stan subconsciously leans in as Jacob spills the tea, “Jane would wake me up crying because they would be screaming downstairs. I didn’t know what was going on, but I really thought Mom and Dad were going to become like Mike in my elementary school class, ‘separated’. That’s such a scary word for a kid.”</p><p>“What happened?” he asks before he stops himself.</p><p>Jacob chuckles, and sounds so much like Bill, “They got better. I think they started going to couple counseling or something. One week they were fighting and the next they were back to being my parents. Mom and Dad always find their way back to each other, no matter what comes their way,” he sounds so proud as he says that. Stan’s never seen him proud.</p><p>His throat feels very tight, “I’m happy they do Jake, now let’s get back to your trigonometry homework.”</p><p>“Dammit.”</p><p>-Present-</p><p>Bill sits there in silence, and Stan waits patiently for him to speak next, “I guess my son is more observant than I give him credit for.”</p><p>Stan decides to push his luck, “How are you and Audra by the way? You never really talk about your guy’s relationship.”</p><p>He sighs deeply as he idly plays with Stan’s curls behind his ear, “It’s been rough. We got <i>married when we we&rsquo;re seventeen </i>. All because I was a virgin and I thought that if you had sex with a girl right after period, she couldn’t get pregnant. Our entire relationship we’ve had to fight for it, and I’ve always wondered when the moment was I fell out of love with her. I guess me and her just got a lot better at pretending, for the kid’s sake.”</p><p>Bill smiles softly down at him, “But me and you? I’ve never felt like I’ve had to work at it, there was never any pressure to be the perfect person. The perfect husband or perfect father, with you Stanley I got to just be me, baby.”</p><p>Tears cress in his eyes again, “That’s exactly how I’ve felt, I’ve always just gotten to be me around you.”</p><p>“I’m glad baby, I really am,” he’s silent for another moment, “You know at my birthday party, Audra and I got into some big fight right before, I can’t even remember what it was about, but it’s Audra. Of course, she put on her actress face before the party started, and then again, so did I.”</p><p>-One Month Ago-</p><p>It was a little strange when Audra invited Stan to Bill’s thirty-third birthday party. Stan had been such a help to Jane and Jacob this school year she said, he was practically family she said. <i>Of course, </i>he had to come. She and Bill were both so appreciative for all he’s done for their kids. Now Stan gets to sip on scotch, with an abandoned plate of cake in front of him, and watch <i>the Denbroughs </i>. Such a happy family.</p><p>They’re in the living room and Jacob and Georgie are trying to get an old video recorder setup to their smart tv- at Audra’s instance of watching home movies. Georgie was not happy about Stan coming, not one bit. Even more upset when he found out he wasn’t bringing Patty. She understood though, she always does. Bill’s childhood best friend, Eddie, (Uncle Eds as Jacob and Jane call him) sits by the two, looking over all the tapes, and wrinkles his nose when he finds one labeled ‘Eddie’s twenty-first&rsquo;. “We are not playing this one,” he tells the two.</p><p>Jane is with her Mother and Bill as the three sit over by the gift table. Jane excitedly tells her parents all the wonders of Bill’s new Apple Watch, given to him by Audra. Other gifts include a new leather journal and a collectors edition of Virgil’s book The Aeneid. Stan purposefully avoided Bill’s knowing look when he unwrapped it since he was the one who got it for Bill.</p><p>Bill’s been trying to get his attention all night but he’s been ignoring him. Every time he looks up, Audra is hanging off of Bill and it makes him sick to his stomach. He has no right to be jealous but he <i>is. </i>Audra is Bill’s wife, she’ll get to have what Stan will always want.</p><p>“Finally!” Jacob rings out victoriously as the dated technology finally connects to the new, “Uncle Eds hand me a tape.”</p><p>Eddie smiles as he pulls one out he deems good enough, “Here play this one.” Jacob pops it into the player and the video starts up.</p><p>At first glance, it looks like Jacob on screen, but it’s just a teenage Bill sitting on a couch. Two babies sit on each his thighs, and they can’t be any older than one. Just old enough to sit up by themselves. The one that must be Jane has a pink bow in her hair as she blows raspberries and Jacob giggles at his sister’s antics. Audra’s voice can be heard just beyond the camera, <i>“Miss priss has a lot to say this morning doesn’t she?”</i></p><p>Younger Bill responds, <i>“And she’s hilarious, cracking her brother up aren’t ya baby girl?”</i></p><p>It’s strange to see Bill be a <i>dad. </i>It’s completely endearing and it makes his bones ache in the worst way.</p><p>Another voice, one of a toddler, comes running up from the background as a kid Georgie jumps up to sit up by his big brother, Bill on the tape telling him to be careful. <i>“Can Jakey play ball?” </i>Little Georgie asks.</p><p>Everyone in the room coos at the home video and Audra and Jane move to sit closer to the tv. He can feel Bill’s eyes drilling into him. The scene on screen changes to the twin&rsquo;s first birthday as teenage Bill lets baby Jacob put a fistful of birthday cake in his mouth. Stan feels like he’s going to be sick.</p><p>His feet lead him out of the living room, and no one  is paying him much attention. The scotch eases his nerves a little as he finds himself in the front hallway, right in front of the statue of Dolorem. There’s a presence behind him, but he completely expected him to follow.</p><p>“What? Bored of your past?” he asks as he takes a sip of his drink.</p><p>“You’re not having a good time.”</p><p>Stan rolls his eyes, of course, he’s not having a good time! He’s surrounded by everything he will never get to have! Having to see Audra hang off of Bill, not knowing all the whispered confessions of love Bills exchanged with a younger man. Knowing that Jacob and Jane, who he’s come to care about deeply, would <i>hate </i>him if they knew the truth. The reality is he shouldn&rsquo;t even be here, he should be <i>with Patty. </i>“No Bill, I&rsquo;m having a great time actually.”</p><p>Bill doesn’t say anything to his smart remark but an arm encircles around his waist from behind him and he tries to shake him off, “Bill stop it,” it&rsquo;s too risky to do anything here.</p><p>He doesn’t listen and suddenly lips are pressing at his pulse point, causing a shiver to run down his spine, “Come on Stanley, it’s my birthday.”</p><p>It’s always too hard to think clearly when Bill’s this close and acting this needy. Bill makes him stupid. “And I gave you a present-”</p><p>Bill chuckles in his ear, “The Aeneid, I’m proud really,” he presses his budding erection against Stan’s ass, “But now I want my other present.”</p><p>They’re supposed to meet up tonight for just that and he’s struggling to contain himself now, “Well you have to wait,” he really hopes he doesn’t sound as weak as he thinks.</p><p>He starts pushing Stan to his office, “I think I’m going to get you a refill on scotch,” he says as he nibbles at Stan’s ear. All his resolve is gone and he allows himself to get swept up in the ocean that is Bill Denbrough, consequences be damned.</p><p>The moment the office door is closed, Bill has him pressed against the door, their tongues fighting for dominance. A battle Stan is always happy to lose. Stan’s glass of scotch lays abandoned on the side table. Bill bites down on Stan’s lip and a moan escapes him. Bill bites him again, “We gotta be quiet baby, remember?”</p><p>Stan nods, already drunk on lust, not that his scotch from earlier isn’t helping in that manner. Bill turns him around and he goes willingly, always pliable for Bill’s demanding hands. In no time his and Bill’s pants and underwear are pushed down far enough and he can feel the heavy and hot press of Bill’s erection against the roundness of his ass.</p><p>“Oh baby boy, I think you just gave me my favorite present,” Bill tells him as he tugs at the blue crystal butt plug nestled between Stan’s cheeks.</p><p>Stan has to slap a hand over his mouth to contain his whimpers but he manages to get out, “It was supposed to be a surprise.”</p><p>Bill grips the end of the jewel and slowly starts to ease it out before letting it go so it slides back into Stan’s body, “I think I like it better this way,” he says as he repeats what he just did and Stan can feel his body breaking out into a sweat. If Bill doesn’t get inside him <i>now </i>there will be a problem.</p><p>As if reading his mind, Bill <i>finally </i>pulls the plug out and replaces it with his cock. He pushes in slowly, as he didn’t have time to pull Stan apart with his fingers like he usually does before fucking him. After a moment his waist comes to rest against Stan’s ass and Stan stupidly thinks of how much of a perfect fit they are.</p><p>Pressed for time, Bill starts a quick pace and Stan is <i>struggling </i>to keep quiet. He uses both hands to cover his mouth and he gets pushed against the door from Bill’s powerful thrusts. It’s so <i>hot </i>and the thought of people right down the hall only makes it hotter. The thought of how risky this all is causes him to bite down hard onto the side of his hand.</p><p>One of Bill’s hands leans against the door, supporting him as he drives his cock into Stan over and over. His other hand ends up around Stan’s throat. His orgasm rips through him by surprise with a chocked off moan and his release ends up on the inside of his button-up shirt. Better than leaving evidence against the door.</p><p>A rugged groan comes from behind him as he tightens around Bill and he knows Bill is going to cum soon and wonders if Bill is feeling the adrenaline like he is. Right when he’s starting to get too over-sensitive, Bill busts. “You’re so fucking perfect!” Bill whisper-shouts as he cums, painting the insides of Stan’s walls with his release.</p><p>They’re both left panting heavily as Bill pulls out, causing Stan to wince at the loss. Bill kisses him on his sweaty forehead when he turns around and wipes them both up with the wipes he keeps in his desk. Bill tells him how good he is and Stan’s heart flutters. It’s almost romantic.</p><p>The stress has completely left him and he’s ready to rejoin everyone, now that he has that satisfying ache in his lower back. Why was he so upset in the first place? He gets to have Bill in ways Audra will <i>never </i>be able to.</p><p>When the two leave Bill’s office, all smiles, they both fail to notice Georgie watching the two from the dining room, not believing what he just saw.</p><p>-Present-</p><p>“That’s when we screwed up. Georgie was there when we left your office,” Stan cries out.</p><p>Bill’s face runs white.</p><p>-Earlier That Day-</p><p>“You’re fucking my brother, aren’t you?”</p><p>Stan stares blankly at Georgie as he stands in his dorm doorway. His textbook for studying for his accounting final lies abandoned in front of him. He has bigger things to worry about now. Like his life falling apart around him.</p><p>He could deny this claim, fight it with all his willpower, but what’s the point? Did he and Bill really fool themselves into thinking no one would ever find out? That they could just continue behind closed doors forever? In a way, it’s relieving. Stan doesn’t have to hide anymore. So he instead asks, “Have you told Patty yet?”</p><p>Georgie takes this as an invitation to come in and close the door, causing Stan to get irritated. He didn’t mean for him to come inside <i>his </i>space. “Not yet, and I’ve been fighting the urge to. It’s been <i>disgusting </i>to watch you act like a boyfriend towards her this past month. She deserves so much better than you.”</p><p>Stan knows this, he <i>agrees </i>with this, but that’s not the part that catches his attention, “A month? <i>You’ve known for a month? </i>” He always assumed in his fantasies that Georgie would confront him the moment he knew for sure. Always kinda hoped Bill would be with him when Georgie did.</p><p>“My brother’s party,&ldquo; Georgie answers, &quot;I’ve always thought you two were <i>weird </i>around one another but <i>cheating? </i>I had to see proof for that. I saw you two come out of his office and it was obvious what you two had been doing,” he looks kind of green as he tells Stan this, “I’ve spent the past month trying to figure out what to do. I mean fuck- Stanley, this is my older brother and his family- <i>my family. </i>I needed time to think.”</p><p>“And?” he asks calmly.</p><p>Georgie looks offended and annoyed that he doesn’t seem to have more to say, “ <i>And, </i>I’ve decided that you two have to stop. You have to break it off. Stan, you’re not a bad person, I know that, but my brother has <i>kids </i>. Have you ever stopped to think about what this may do to them?”</p><p>Stan breaks, “I care about them! Jacob and Jane, you can’t come in here and tell me that I don’t care about those fucking kids!”</p><p>“-And I’m not saying that! But for their sake, end this thing with my brother. Or at least end it for Patty, who you also say you love so much,” Georgie comes back with, “This whole situation is so fucked up and you have to fix it, or so many good people are going to get hurt!”</p><p>He won’t look at Georgie anymore, the dam has broken and silent tears are running down his face. All he wants right now is to see Bill.</p><p>When Georgie realizes that Stan’s not going to say anything else, he turns to leave with a sigh, “Just…do the right thing Stanley,” and he walks out the door.</p><p>Immediately Stanley is reaching for his phone, dialing up Bill. He’s a complete wreck by the time Bill answers. The sound of Bill’s worried tone isn’t even enough to calm his nerves. Through his tears, he asks Bill to meet him at their room and he quickly agrees. He has no idea what to do.</p><p>-Present-</p><p>Stan finishes telling him what had happened earlier in the day through his tears, and Bill looks <i>angry.</i></p><p>“Of course, he’s fucking dodging my calls right now. What right does my little brother have going sniffing around in my businesses?!” Bill lets go of Stan and stands, pacing in the motel room and resisting the urge to put a hole in the shitty motel wall, “What the fuck is his deal anyway?! Talking about my kids?! They’re <i>my </i>fucking kids!”</p><p>“Bill,” he calls out for him, he’s never seen Bill angry and it’s only upsetting him more.</p><p>He’s back over to him in an instant, fighting down his anger for Stan’s sake, “We’ll find a way baby. I’ll divorce Audra, Jacob and Jane like you, they’ll come around. Jane sooner than Jacob but that’s okay,” Stan shakes his head rapidly, “Baby don’t do that, we’ll find a way. <i>I love you </i>, Stanley.”</p><p>His bones are aching and his heart feels like it’s about to burst at the seams, but they can’t do this anymore. They’ve been found out and it’s drowning him, but he can’t let Jacob, Jane, Patty, and even Audra go down with him. “I love you too, more than anything, but Billy <i>please, you know </i>.”</p><p>Bill’s back up and shaking his head in denial, “Don’t b-b-baby, please duh-don’t do this.” For the first time since Stan’s gotten to the hotel, Bill looks like he’s about to cry.</p><p>Stan crawls off the bed and runs over to Bill, and Bill’s arms pull him close in what is their last hug. “We can’t hurt everyone, you know this.”</p><p>His head hangs low and he starts crying into Stan’s neck, “Puh-please I cuh-can’t lose you.”</p><p>He holds him tightly and tries to commit to memory how it feels to be hugged by the man he loves along with the smell of his woodsy cologne, “Goodbye, <i>Dolorem. </i>” He whispers as he breaks away and with all the courage he has in his body he heads out the door, despite Bill’s pleas for him to stay.</p><p>A part of his heart was left behind in that motel room, stored underneath the box spring bed and beside the dust bunnies.</p><p>-Two Years Later-</p><p>Stan broke up with Patty right before school let out for that summer, shortly after he lost a piece of himself. She didn’t understand and pleaded with him to explain why he was doing this to them, and Stanley, he was so tired of lying. So he told her the whole truth and didn’t flinch when Patty slapped him.</p><p>A couple of months later he would see from Georgie’s Instagram that the two have finally gotten together and he couldn’t have been happier for the couple.</p><p>That following summer he had flown out to L.A. and spent it with Richie. The two got high, <i>a lot,</i> and Stan slept with a couple of guys that vaguely reminded him of the person he missed but didn’t remind him of the man too much that he wanted to get sick.</p><p>Richie never asked, never pried into what happened to Stan the previous school year. He just kept rolling their blunts. When he asked Stan if he would transfer to his school out in L.A. (“They have a great nerd program here too,” of course, Richie looked in that) he couldn’t find a reason to say no. There was nothing left for him at NYU.</p><p>So for the next two years, he finished out his accounting degree and Richie eventually dropped out to pursue his comedy career. He’d never admit but Richie was actually pretty funny when he wanted to be, and he thought Richie stood an actual stance. He also paid his half of the rent on time every month so Stan didn’t care too much.</p><p>Speaking of money, after he had graduated, he was able to find a good job at an accounting firm. There was also a cute secretary he enjoyed fucking, she vaguely reminded him of Patty. She also never asked for anything outside of  just fucking so Stan liked her.</p><p>He’s not where he thought he would’ve been two years ago but he’s  <i>content.  </i>That’s all that matters right? His life was pretty simple until a ghost from his past unexpectedly ran into him at his favorite coffee shop.</p><p>“Stanley?”</p><p>Stan’s head snaps up from where he’s reading the wall street journal, he  <i>knows </i> that voice. His eyes scan the crowded shop until he sees someone he didn’t think he’d ever see again. “Jane?”</p><p>Jane walks over to him, smiling that same comforting smile, <strike>still so much like Bill,</strike> she had on the day they met. Her hair is longer and she looks more mature, but to him, she’s still just that sixteen-year-old girl who needed help on her trigonometry. He has to fight the flood gates from opening in his mind.</p><p>“I can’t believe it’s you,” she astonishes, “You single-handedly got me, and Jacob, through trigonometry.”</p><p>“It was a joint effort,” he says as he stands to shake her hand, but Jane ignores his outstretched hand and hugs him. He’s only dazed for a moment before he smiles and hugs her back.</p><p>She lingers for a moment before breaking the hug, stepping back to tuck a piece of her hair behind her hair, “Sorry, it’s just been so long since I’ve seen you. What’s it been? Like-”</p><p>“Two years,” he finishes for her.</p><p>“Wow, time really gets away from you,” she scrunches her nose at him, “You’re even going grey on me,” she sees the instant panic that streaks his face and laughs, “I’m just messing with you.”</p><p>Stan refuses to ask how Bill is. He can’t tell if Jane ever found out about him and her dad or not, so he safely asks, “So what are you doing in L.A?”</p><p>Her whole body shakes in joy, “I got into school here! Jacob ended up going to one in someplace named Derry so it’s a little rough to be in a different time zone by three hours from him,” Stan is so happy Jacob ended up going to college, “But I think he wanted to get away from our parents when got divorced.”</p><p>Stan’s whole world freezes and his tongue feels too big for his mouth, “I’m sorry what?”</p><p>Jane is looking at him, knowingly. She doesn’t appear angry, <i>more sad, </i>“Yeah mom and dad got divorced a year ago. Mom is doing great, but Dad…he’s been better.”</p><p>He wants to ask a million questions but he holds off and just looks at her, at a loss for what to say. Jane digs a notepad and a pen out of her bag and writes something down on it, “Here’s my cell phone number, we need to get coffee sometime to catch up.”</p><p>The coffee shop door opens and a fiery redhead comes and smiles, and calls out to her, “Jane over here!”</p><p>Jane looks over at her and waves before returning to Stan, “I have to go now,” she passes him the note, which he takes on autopilot, “It was good to see you, Stanley, please let me know when you’re free!” Right as she’s walking away she says something else over her shoulder that he almost misses, “He still has the same number by the way.”</p><p>The rest of the day Stan just moves as if he’s just a puppet on a string. He can’t call Bill, they broke off what they had <i>two years ago, </i>Stan was the one who <i>did it.</i></p><p>Regardless of any sound reasoning, by the time night falls he finds himself scrolling to the contact he never dared to delete from his phone. Time passes and he doesn’t know how long he’s left just <i>staring </i>at the number. It’s late, and even later in New York but he’d be up right now. Bill was always a night owl.</p><p>Eventually, his finger presses the call button and he’s barely aware it’s ringing until a baited, “Hello? Stuh-Stanley, is that you?” answers.</p><p>And just like that, Stan has gone back to his consuming love, <i>“Forsan et haec olim meminisse iuvabit, </i>you once told me it meant that someday we would back on this day with joy, do you think that maybe that day is today?”</p>
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Body: <h1>Safe &amp; Sound</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/35192575/chapters/87688720">Ao3</a></p><p><b>Summary:</b></p><p>Bill Denbrough has been training for the Hunger Games for as long as he can remember.  He knows the idea scares his brother, who waits up for him every night as Bill’s out sparring.  But Bill can’t imagine why.  He knows he’s going to see him again.  He knows he’s going to be this year’s victor.</p><p>Stanley Uris lives in fear of the Hunger Games.  The absolute worst thing he can imagine is his name being pulled at the reaping.  The only thing keeping him sane this year is knowing it’s his last year in the reaping.  If he can just get through this year, he’ll be good to go.  He never has to worry about it again.  But he’s never that lucky.</p><p>Stan makes for easy prey.  All the competitor’s know it.  Bill knows it.  And yet he can’t bring himself to kill Stan, and he can’t stand the thought of leaving him to fend for himself.  There’s no point in teaming up with him.  Stan is deadweight.  He can’t kill, he can’t hunt, he doesn’t have any discernible useful skills.  And yet teaming up with him is exactly what Bill finds himself doing.  Risking his chances at being this year’s victor to tuck Stan safely under his wing.</p><!-- more --><p>It’s overcast this morning. Clouds filled with rain hang low over the town square as if even the weather knows what’s coming. There’s a chill despite it being the beginning of summer.</p><p>The square is decorated, over-exuberant with banners and fresh flowers. Every year district two goes all out, always taking pride in today. Cameras sit on every corner of the buildings, projecting various faces from the crowd onto the screen that overlooks everything.</p><p>In the square groups of kids are standing in categories, by ages starting at twelve, and the ages divided by male and female. There’s a mix of murmuring, a mixture of excitement and anxiety in the crowd that stands outside of the square, roped off behind red velvet from the kids.</p><p>The stage at the forefront holds the mayor, victors from past years, and the district&rsquo;s Capitol escort, a man named Robert Gray. Robert stands center show, dressed in what appears to be a grey Victorian clown costume, with painted red lips to match. He is thrumming with excitement and ready to get the event on.</p><p>The murmuring crowd goes silent as the last victor stumbles up on stage, intoxicated. Richard Tozier, winner of the sixty-seventh Hunger Games. One of the few years the district didn’t have a volunteer. Didn’t matter, their tribute still won. He gives the other tributes and the crowd a sleazy smile before burping, the reek of alcohol still on his breath. Some tributes laugh while the others give him a look of disdain. Robert pays him no attention as he can finally begin.</p><p>“Good morning families of District two!” he greets the crowd with a smile that’s a little too sharp. He starts his speech about what the Hunger Games are, and why they are so important before showing the video they do every year. Robert has tears littering in the corners of his eyes as President Snow starts speaking over the video showing clips of the horrible war.</p><p>Like every year, Bill Denbrough tunes it out. He stands in the crowd with the other eighteen-year-old males. A senseless war they claim. He knows how bad the rebellion was, it&rsquo;s all they ever talked about at his training camp. It’s all his parents ever talked about, filling his head as a young child about the foolishness of the bloody war.</p><p>His parents stand off to the sidelines, waiting with bated breath. Their whole lives have come to this moment. This is when their eldest finally makes them proud, and shows that putting him through career training with every penny they earned was worth it. He’s going to be what gets them out of the poverty line in district two.</p><p>Georgie, his little brother, standing with the thirteen-year-old males group, is dreading what’s to come. He’s seen what the training has done to his little brother, who now lacks any empathy. A weapon built by his parents.</p><p>The video ends and Robert pulls out a handkerchief to dab his eyes, “It gets me every time,” someone chuckles sympathetically, “Now let us see who are valiant tributes this year!”</p><p>He walks over to a big glass bowl holding the female&rsquo;s names, pausing before he pulls out the first name, “Ladies first! And may the odds ever be in your favor!” He digs his hand around a few times before deciding on one. He walks back over the microphone, and clears his throat, “And our first tribute is, Maxine Mayfield.”</p><p>The camera doesn’t get a chance to locate Maxine before another girl shouts out, “I volunteer as tribute!” The camera then pans over to her, a girl with black ringlet curls and wearing a pretty pink dress.</p><p>Robert’s smile grows even more, “Come on, come on up!” The camera follows her up the stage, and watches as Robert takes one of her hands and kisses her knuckles, he gives her a proud and approving look, and she smiles right back, “And your name darling?” he asks.</p><p>She stands tall with her head held high as she proudly answers, “Betty Ripsom.” She’s just sixteen, and despite the academy&rsquo;s recommendation to wait till she’s eighteen, she decided she was going to volunteer this year, show everyone she’s ready.</p><p>“Miss Betty Ripsom, it’ll be an honor to watch you in this year&rsquo;s games.”</p><p>“Thank you, I’ll remember that when I win,” she replies cockily. She’s putting on a show, already trying to win favor in the Capitol. In the crowd, Bill Denbrough rolls his eyes.</p><p>Robert claps his hands, “Now onto the male tributes!” he says as he walks over to the bowl holding the male’s names. Bill’s body goes rigid, anticipating what’s about to happen, his whole life has led up to this moment. This time Robert plucks the first paper on top and goes to read it out loud, “And the male tribute is Johnathan Brand-”</p><p>“I volunteer as tribute!” Bill doesn’t let him finish the name. When the camera finds him, and he’s smirking, a mask of a person on his face, for the games had just begun for him. He starts walking up the stage before Robert even calls from him, the crowd splitting for him as he walks through. He doesn’t look at Georgie.</p><p>Robert is positively teeming with excitement, “Two volunteers this year! Those are always my favorite years! Come, come my child!” Bill reaches out and grabs Robert’s hands when he extends, except he kisses Robert’s knuckles, getting a blush out of the older man, “A charmer I see too! And what is your name?”</p><p>He’s practiced this, “William Denbrough, but you can call me Bill,” he says without a trace of his stutter. He’s spent hours in front of the mirror trying to quell his stutter, not wanting it to be seen as a weakness.</p><p>Robert looks him up and down, and Bill just gives him a smug look. Bill’s wearing fancy dress pants, and a button-up black shirt, the sleeves rolled up to show off his strong and well-trained arms. It took his mother three weeks of saving to be able to afford it. “I am looking forward to watching you in the games, <i>Bill </i>.” Bill looks over Robert’s shoulder and gives a wink to Betty who’s currently fuming.</p><p>Robert takes his hand and grabs Betty&rsquo;s hand, telling them it’s time to congratulate each other. Betty squeezes his hand a little harder than necessary, no doubt trying to be intimidating. Idly he wonders if he’s going to have to be the one to kill her, he hopes not. She was always fun to spar with, but he’ll do what he has to if it comes down to it.</p><p>Once again Robert grabs their hands and announces to the crowd their tributes for the seventy-first hunger games. The crowd cheers, proud of the bravery of their tributes. Georgie just stares at his brother, worried for him. Worried about what’s to come.</p><p>-</p><p>Georgie holds on to his brother, praying to anyone listening to keep him safe. Their parents just sit there, holding hands, and quiet. His dad even dares to wear a small smile, proud of his eldest son for once in his life.</p><p>Their time was running out, the peacekeepers were coming to collect Bill. His older brother hugs him back, whispering about it’s all going to be okay, “Georgie don’t worry, you’ll suh-see me again.”</p><p>“You promise?” he asks as pulls back to look into his brother’s eyes, so devoid of empathy or anxiety about where he’s going. Those once warm blue eyes run cold now. It’s moments like this he finds himself wondering if he hasn’t already lost his brother.</p><p>Bill’s about to answer when their dad interrupts him, “George don’t be ridiculous, of course, he’s coming back, he’s been training his whole life for this” he walks over and places a hand on Bill’s shoulder, “Don’t let me down, son.”</p><p>“I won’t luh-let you down, the other tributes don’t stand a chance,” he assures him. The other tributes are people too. Georgie can’t lose his brother but a part of him is scared to see what Bill is capable of now.</p><p>All too soon the peacekeepers are knocking on the door and opening it, “Times up.”</p><p>“No! Billy, please don’t go!” Bill is trying to pull back from him and he just clings tighter, “Billy please!”</p><p>“George!” His dad is prying him off his big brother, and Bill, he’s still pulling away. His dad pulls him off, “Stop making a scene George! He’s going to be fine!”</p><p>The smell of his mother’s perfume envelopes him as her small arms wrap around his waist, “Georgie sweetie, it’s okay,” she coos softly.</p><p>No! None of this is okay! The peacekeepers are guiding Bill out, and he can’t go! “Billy, please! You’re going to lose in there!”</p><p>Bill stops in the doorway and never looks behind him, “Don’t be silly Georgie, you’ll see me soon,” and just like that the peacekeepers close the door behind his brother.</p><p>Georgie turns and crumples into his mother’s arms, sobs overtaking his body.</p><p>-</p><p>The Capitol train for district 2 is the longest of them all, having room for all the victors and the tributes. A cabin for each victor, no luxury spared for crowned killers. Even if they wanted to stay home, it’s not like they have much of a choice. They’re <i>required </i>to go, some choose to just treat this as some twisted vacation. One or two of them will stay sober enough to help their tributes while the rest get drunk off of fancy capitol liquor and chat with their other victor friends from different districts, ignoring the kids killing each other on-screen.</p><p>Richie is, admittedly, guilty of this too. Yes, for most this is an excuse to party, for others, like him, being drunk is just a way of survival. When an excess of alcohol is burning through his veins, it makes his vision blurry. Like how it was before they fixed it with their fancy medicines when he won his games. It’s comforting. If he’s really lucky and drunk enough, he won’t dream either. Won’t dream of him.</p><p>The partying is already starting, victors are pregaming away their dinner, from where they sit at the long dining table in the dining cabin. Even the victors that do care about the games and the ‘pride’ of the district will celebrate tonight, this is a year with two volunteers after all. Even stone-cold Brutus was sporting a red flush. Avoxs hurry about, replacing empty dishes with full plates.</p><p>His fellow ‘patrons’ don’t see him as anything more than a pest. No one thought he would win his games and they claim he brought embarrassment to their district for the ‘stunt’ he pulled in them. Doesn’t matter, at least they leave him in peace as they drunkenly chatter and boast about this and that. Robert is right in the center of it all, boasting about how he&rsquo;s so proud of district 2 and its tributes once again. His lipstick is smeared down his chin as he takes another swig of some bright purple drink.</p><p>Said tributes sit at the end of the table across from each other. The girl (Betsy?) refuses to look up from her plate, barely eating. The weight of what she’s gotten herself into is probably starting to dawn on her. It happens to the cockiest of volunteers. They’ll clam up behind closed doors and on camera will put on their most award-winning smile and pray that their fellow tributes won&rsquo;t see through it.</p><p>The other one- William- stares straight ahead at her as he eats. These two obviously won’t be working together. William, or Bill as he’s heard some people call him, already has quite the reputation. From the mumblings he heard from other victors, this kid is sure to win, and not only that but there are talks of how he’ll end up being a Capitol darling. Top of his classes, physically prowl, charisma oozing out of him at wazoo, and it helps that he’s not too bad to look at too.</p><p>He’s seen the other victors shoot glances over at him. Starting tomorrow, the ones that care will be scrambling to be the ones to mentor him. The next best thing to being a Capitol darling is being a mentor to one. Mags (bless her soul) showed that when she was suddenly in multiple interviews- despite her lack of verbal skills- during Finnick’s games. Wouldn’t it be a <i>great </i>shame if Bill chose someone like him to be his mentor?</p><p>Oh, sometimes Richie thinks he’s a mad genius.</p><p>Biding his time he waits till Besty finally gathers up the courage to excuse herself. He watches Bill watch her leave before his eyes snap back to the victors. Richie’s always had a knack for reading people, it is what helped him in his games, and right now is no different.</p><p>What looks like a stone face of calmness, to the well-trained eye, shows the raging emotion behind it. The ends of his lips, oh so subtlety pulled down into a grimace, the crease in his brow as he observes the people that are supposed to help him survive. He’s <i>disgusted </i>with them. Good on him. One last swig of his drink bourbon, he heads over to him. Bill notices him walking his way and stares him down the whole way, unwavering.</p><p>“Can I sit?” Bill continues to stare at him, and he can almost see the gears turning his head. He would know that Richie has never mentored a tribute- one of the pluses of beginning from a district with a surplus of victors, he’s never had to get attached to these kids.</p><p>Bill doesn’t answer him so he sighs and just takes a seat next to him regardless, “Anyways William, you’ve made quite the wave already,” his eyebrow cocks up at him, confused, “Oh don’t you know- some these old dogs are going to be chomping at the bit to take you under their wing. They want to mentor the district&rsquo;s shiny new toy.”</p><p>The kid shoots another look of minute disgust over at the victors- Enorbaria has broken out in drunken carols, before speaking for the first time, “I don’t need a mentor, I’ve trained for this my whole life.”</p><p>So young, so arrogant. That’s what gets you killed. “That may be so, but tell me, William-”</p><p><i>“-It’s Bill.”</i></p><p>“Okay, tell me, <i>Bill, </i>how do you expect to get sent <i>donations </i>or keep track of your <i>sponsorships? </i>At the very least, you need a mentor to do that.” He can feel the eyes from others in the room burning into his skin. “The reality is no one’s won the games alone.”</p><p>He’s silent for a moment, analyzing what Richie has just said. “Why do you cuh-care? You’ve never mentored anyone before.” he states. Tension leaves his shoulders in just the slightest, telling him that Bill’s at least intrigued by him.</p><p>“You’re right, I haven’t. I don’t see the point of getting close people to only watch them die,” Bill doesn’t even flinch at his words, “But honestly, you’re probably the surest bet to win this year so why the fuck not? Besides, my liver needs a break from drinking.”</p><p>“I remember your g-games, and the <i>ally </i>you had,” his eyes are studying every facial expression and move he makes, he’s looking for his weaknesses.</p><p>Bill’s not the only one who can control a poker face, “Then you’ll remember how I won my games,” he assures him with a smile, even if the dagger in his heart digs deeper. “And yeah, so I’m not a hit at home, that doesn’t matter. The Capitol <i>loves </i>me.” Which isn’t a lie. The disturbing freaks of the Capitol can’t get enough of his loud mouth and raunchy humor, loving the show of person he puts on for them. They make him feel sick. He’d dare call himself one of the more popular District 2 victors. That also feeds into the resentment the victors at home feel towards him.</p><p>“This is true… and wh-what better way to be noticed than having the <i>Trashmouth </i>as a mentor.”</p><p>He throws his head back dramatically and sighs loudly, “Billy boy you make a great point. You don’t have to pull my leg off, of course, I’ll be your mentor!” Oh yeah, they all heard that,</p><p>It doesn’t even take a second before some of the victors scramble over to them, Lyme at the head of it. “William! Is the buffon bothering you? Just give him an opened bottle of scotch and he’ll shut up. Like a baby with a pacifier.”</p><p>Bill speaks before he can come up with a good comeback, “I’ve decided he’s going to be my mentor. You all are unneeded.”</p><p>Lyme looks indignant, “You can’t be serious? Tozier is nothing more than-”</p><p>“-You’re bothering me,” Bill cuts him off smoothly.</p><p>Big shot Lyme doesn’t like that. He looks ready to punch both of them. Lyme has never been good with the youth, as he starts trying to flounder, listing reasons why Bill shouldn’t choose him. The other victors join in and Robert even says his two cents. It’s not like it matters, the tributes choose their mentors.</p><p>He accomplished what he wanted, definitely ruffling some feathers. When he looks back at Bill, he can see the glints of delight dancing in his eyes as he watches the victors swarm like flies to be his mentor. Oh, Richie is going to love working with this kid.</p><p>-</p><p>After a night on the most lavish bed Bill&rsquo;s ever seen, he finally gets to watch the reapings from the other districts. They&rsquo;ll be in the Capitol by the afternoon and he&rsquo;s ready to have an idea of who he&rsquo;s facing in the games before seeing them in person tonight for the chariot rides.</p><p>Him, Betty, Richie, and everyone else who’s not too hungover has gathered in the cabin with a long plush couch and tv big enough to take up a whole wall to match. Robert has sat in the middle between him and Betty, quiet as he nurses a mug of coffee. Richie sits on his other side, surprisingly sober. Looks like he’s going to take the mentoring seriously. Lyme sits next to Betty, deciding to mentor her. He’s settling.</p><p>Richie told him to take note of people to keep an eye on during training and to remember that just because they may seem scared now, not to underestimate them. He knows this. From his fellow career districts, one through four, there were three more volunteers. They’ll expect to form an alliance with him, too bad they won’t find one.</p><p>Districts five through seven didn’t serve up any tributes that piqued his interest, which was to be expected. They were on district eight’s reaping before the next interesting thing happened. The Capitol escort, some woman in a full fur outfit, had just called out their male tribute&rsquo;s name when an “I volunteer!” rings out.</p><p>The escort seems just as shocked as everyone else and by the time the cameraman finds the volunteer, he’s lurking up to the stage. All pasty skin and greasy hair. The escort hurries to greet him, “I see we, uh, have a volunteer.” She must be seeing something the camera isn’t picking up because she makes no move to offer to shake his hand as Robert did. In fact, she gives him a wide berth when he walks up to the stage and turns around for them all to see. The female tribute looks even more terrified as the guy stands next to her.</p><p>Bill finds himself leaning forward, intrigued by this volunteer. Everyone has gone quiet in the train cabin now, also watching intently. The camera zooms in on his face as the escort asks him for his name.</p><p>“Patrick Hockstetter,” he answers with a shrug of his shoulders.</p><p>Patrick has to be one of the first ones to die in the games, Bill decides that at the moment. The unease from everyone around Patrick is apparent, as he smiles sickeningly out at the crowd. There’s something deranged lurking in his eyes, he’s too dangerous to be allowed to live for too long once the games start.</p><p>“That’s very interesting,” he looks over at Robert who’s staring at the screen, amused, “We have a volunteer from an outlier district, looks like these games are shaping up to be the most fun ones yet.”</p><p>He looks over at Richie for his take on the volunteer, but Richie is already looking at him, calculating. It’s strange to see him look so serious, he can’t ever recall a moment he’s seen him serious. Except for when he was in his games.</p><p>As if Richie can read his mind, he nods and says, “First target,” Bill doesn’t need to confirm, they&rsquo;re already on the same page.</p><p>District nine drones on, and then they come to district ten.</p><p>The Capitol escort for district ten stands tall- abnormally tall from her stilts- and proud. She’s a new one, not even fazed that she’s been handed an outlier district. Robert refers to her as Judith. Being from the Capitol he would think that maybe Judith would’ve gotten some face work done to fix her asymmetrical face. Then again she’s also from the Capitol so the odds are just as good that she <i>had </i>face work done to look like that on purpose.</p><p>She calls out the female tribute, some girl by the name of Sarah, before clearing her throat to call out the male’s, “Stanley Uris.” No one moves, the town square is completely silent. She calls his name again, starting to sound annoyed, <i>“Stanley Uris.”</i></p><p>Yet again no one speaks up. A peacekeeper finally moves and starts shoving someone out of the group of eighteen-year-olds. The person they shove falls to the ground outside of the roped-off age group. The peacekeeper nudges him with his boot, “Get moving.”</p><p>He stands up from the ground, face down with tight dirty blond curls obstructing his face, and heads up to the stage. Judith impatiently waits for him, “Come on come on, get over here,” she says and urges him over to the female tribute. Once the two are standing side by side, Judith proudly introduces them, “The tributes of district ten!”</p><p><i>Stanley </i>looks upright as the camera centers on his face, causing various people in the cabin to start <i>laughing. </i>“Look at him! He’s literally shaking!” someone points out giddily while another says, “It looks like the poor baby is about to cry!” Robert chuckles next to him and shakes his head fondly, “Oh poor Judith, not a good first year.”</p><p>While the rest laugh at Stanley, he looks at him, curious. Does the guy not realize the games have begun and yet he can’t manage to hold back tears? He looks too pale and he is trembling- he looks <i>weak. </i>No doubt he’ll be one of the first to die.</p><p>A shame really. If he and Stanley were to have met back in district two, he could see himself taking Stanley out behind the gym for an after-workout fuck - like he’s done with others. Pretty and sharp facial features, cute red-rimmed hazel eyes, oh yes he could’ve had a lot of fun fucking around with him. But they’re not in district two. Pretty face or not, Stanley will die.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N: </b>Hey! Antisociallilbrat (Sam) here! This a completely self-indulgent AU me and <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m14VJA2CgnhfQu0CpMYYx5Q">@s-oulpunk</a>(Pj) came up with.</p><p>I wrote the first chapter and there&rsquo;s not an update schedule to this or anything, other than that it will be updated, we&rsquo;re just having fun writing the parts we want for this AU and if you wanna read along that&rsquo;s cool too!</p><p>Thank you Pj for editing this first chapter and for that awesome playlist that did make me cry- thanks</p>
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Body: <h1>Blue Steel Chp 5.</h1><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/657250328413159424/blue-steel-chp-4">Chp. 4</a></p><p><b>Warnings:</b> someone being arrogant about Judaism, smut, mentioned drug use, body shaming and uncomfortable sexual environment with an unleveled power dynamic</p><p><b>A/N: </b>Hey look, I finally wrote the next chapter</p><!-- more --><p>Forty-Five minutes and sixteen seconds till the end of his workday. Not too long but each second is crawling by.</p><p>Stan loves his job, he really does and he worked very hard to get where he is, the vice senior manager of his branch, but every Thursday he finds himself counting the minutes until he’s off. Thursdays have easily become his favorite day of the week. Thursdays are when Bill will (hopefully) be waiting for him after work at his apartment, and Richie has learned to make himself scarce Thursday nights because of this. Usually he opts to stay where Bill lives to see Eddie. (And Mike?)</p><p>Bill and he have been ‘seeing each other&rsquo;, or at least that&rsquo;s what he’s been calling it, for almost two months now. Weekend nights Stan finds himself in the house room of King&rsquo;s Palace, watching Bill get ready for his shows and being there for the aftermath of them. When Bill drags him back to his dressing room for a quick blowie or handies. Sometimes just rutting on each other like dogs if Bill’s too high. Bill has yet to actually<i> fuck</i> him, but hopefully that won&rsquo;t last much longer. It can&rsquo;t.</p><p>Stan has made himself comfortable in the house and has even tried his hand sewing, helping Bev with some of the costumes. Richie gives him shit for it, but Bev just ‘forces&rsquo; Richie to be her model, and does that man have blinding white legs- jeez. For the other strippers, they either don’t pay any mind to Stan and Richie or they’ve been nice to them. One made the mistake of hitting on Stan in front of Bill and was enjoyable to watch Bill be salty for the rest of the night over that.</p><p>Officer Spank or  <i>Charlie  </i>does not like Stan, not one bit. He gives him a wide berth and stays away from his glare he gives him. He brought it up to Bill one time and Bill just shook his head and told Stan not to worry about him. And so that’s what he does and doesn’t allow Charlie to ruin his weekend nights.</p><p>Yes, weekend nights with Bill are intoxicating and lust-filled and fun, but they don’t compare to Thursday nights. Bill and Mike, the club’s headliners, have a very firm schedule. They both work Friday and Saturday, Mike works by himself Monday and Thursday, and Bill takes Sunday and Tuesday. Wednesday they both work but if the night is slow enough, one of them will get off early, and this week it was Bill’s turn.</p><p>Bill typically snuck into Stan’s apartment (thanks to the spare key in the plant pot, Richie chronically locks himself out) and falls asleep spooning Stan. It’s the moments when Stan feels Bill’s comforting weight and post-dance sweat surrounding him that he has to plead with himself to watch his growing feelings. But in the mornings when he wakes up and sees Bill sleeping in his bed, he can&rsquo;t hide how <i>real</i> and <i>right</i>  it is to see him there.</p><p>Sometimes Bill won’t go to &lsquo;workouts&rsquo; in the mornings, something about it having to do with whether 'Robert&rsquo; is going to be there to supervise or not, and he’ll lay in bed and sleep until Stan gets home. That’s Stan’s favorite. Bill always looks like he can do with a few more hours of sleep, with his perpetual eye bags that Bev’s concealer hides well.</p><p>By the look of how contentedly resting Bill was when Stan pried himself out of bed, he should still be there when he gets home! Which is now thirty-nine minutes and fourteen seconds.</p><p>He fiddles with his tie, running his fingers around his collar to make sure everything is lining up, nothing is out of place. The glow from his computer screen can’t hold his attention, the numbers all blurring together. How is he supposed to focus when Bill is at home waiting for him? Hopefully.</p><p>A knock on his opened office door knocks him out of his stupor, “Hey Stan? Jessica wants to see you,” Ray tells him softly. Ray has a job as Jessica’s personal secretary so she always has him running around the building for her as if the phones weren’t a thing. He’s young, well younger than Stan anyways, but he’s nice enough.</p><p>“Thanks, I’ll uh, go see her now,” he replies with a small smile. Ray shoots him one back and starts to walk back to his desk in front of Jessica’s office, Stan following behind.</p><p>There’s no point in trying to guess what Jessica wants with him, there is no telling with her. Once she called Stan into her office and held him captive as she bitched about how poorly of a job Freddy, her previous secretary, was doing. Freddy made the grave mistake of not putting creamer in her coffee. Why she felt the need to tell him about it? He has no idea. It’s not like she needed his permission to fire poor Freddy, Jessica and him are on the same level of management, just different branches. They don’t run things by each other or work together, they barely <i> see </i>each other except for meetings, or times like this.</p><p>But Jessica has decided Stan is her best friend at the firm and he hasn’t figured out a reason, or how, to tell her otherwise. For now he&rsquo;s going with it, accounting for her younger age. So he knocks on her closed office door and comes in when she says enter, just hoping he can get out of here on time. Bill is waiting on him after all.</p><p>“Stanley! Come in! Come in! Take a seat!,” she says as she gets up from her desk and jesters towards the armchair in front of her desk, “Would you like some tea? I just had Ray put on a pot, it’s green milk tea, made with goat milk! It’s my favorite!” She flits around her office, checking for shelves for something. Jessica has always been a little&hellip;scatterbrained but she wears it well. Smart too despite it.</p><p>He coughs awkwardly, “No thank you, goat milk isn’t kosher, I’m sorry.” Even as a barely faithful adult, he still adheres to that. He pointedly doesn&rsquo;t look at the creepy Victorian clown doll sitting on a shelf behind her desk, it always feels like it&rsquo;s staring into his soul.</p><p>She pauses her searching and looks at him confused, “Kosher? Like for Jewish people?” she doesn’t pause long enough for him to answer, but she starts digging through a stack of papers, “I wouldn’t have guessed, you don’t wear the funny little- oh here it is!”</p><p>Jessica comes back to hand him a piece of paper, and for a moment is a little too in his personal space before going back to sit down in her desk chair across from him. She looks at him expectantly as he reads the paper.</p><p>His eyebrows shoot up, “Midsummer&rsquo;s Dream?” This is a joke, right? Surely she can’t be serious? The paper proudly shows an advertisement for the Town Center’s fancy Gala they have every year. It has a high school prom feel and Stan already hated prom so he’s never attended. It’s always attended by a bunch of stuck-up money-grubby bastards, or at least that’s what Richie calls them, Stan just calls them coworkers.</p><p>Maybe he’s overthinking this, there’s no way she’s actually-</p><p>“I was thinking it would be fun to attend together! I know you’ve never gone, but we could have fun, it would&hellip;it would be a nice date,” her face flushes as she finishes.</p><p>“I-”, he takes a steady breath, “I-, that would be nice,” he lies through his teeth, “But maybe not the date part, I-&hellip; Jessica, I’m sorry but I’m gay,” he finally blurts.</p><p>He’s not exactly in the closet, but it’s not like he flaunts his personal life. In fact, he doesn’t think his sexuality has ever come up at work. Until now.</p><p>Jessica’s face falls and for a moment he feels a little guilty. She’s pretty, has sharp features with auburn red hair. And yes she’s loud, but she’s really smart. Having only been at the firm a year, she’s managed to climb to the same position Stan has. It’s just she’s a woman and he simply isn’t attracted to them, no hard feelings.</p><p>She regains her face and does a little Tinkerbell head shake, “Oh well, it’s okay to be gay!” Yes, he’s more than aware of this, “So maybe we can go as friends then? It’s just my dad is being awarded some most charitable citizen or something like that, and I sorta already told them I was bringing someone.”</p><p>He smiles at her but it’s uneasy, and he knows Richie is going to give him so much shit for this, “Yes Jessica, we can go together, as  <i>friends </i>.” The collar of his button-up feels irritable against his neck and he’s resisting the urge to hold his ear. He’s making the Trashmouth go with him, and- would Bill want to go with him? He guesses it depends where their ‘seeing each other&rsquo; is at in a month.</p><p>“Oh, it’ll be so much fun! We can get a limo and drink champagne! You won’t regret it!”</p><p>“I’m sure I won’t.” More lies sticking to his teeth. Glancing at his watch he sees he still has twenty-five minutes left, and honestly, fuck it. “Jessica I think I’m going to take an early leave, I need to run some errands and I would like to get home at a decent time.”</p><p>She looks at him like he’s grown a second head, which is fair, Stan  <i>never </i> goes home early. “I- okay, well I’ll see you tomorrow then! Enjoy your errands!”</p><p>“Thank you, Jessica.” He couldn’t get out there fast enough. Should he tell Bill about this? Would he even care? Honestly, he just wants to get to Bill and turn his brain off for a while, and Bill has that effect on him. The poster for the Gala is still clutched in his hand, he didn’t even realize. It gets thrown away in his office trash.</p><p>-</p><p>A desperate whimper escapes his lips before he can stop it. Bill moans back appreciatively as he nibbles on his lower lip, hands tightening where he’s grabbing his ass.</p><p>When he first got home, which was less than ten minutes ago, he thought Bill had <i> left, </i>as the apartment was dark and silent. He was pondering the idea of whether or not he should call Bill, it’s not like Bill had explicitly said he was hanging out till Stan got off, when Bill ambushed him in his dark bedroom. A different type of energy electrifies the air and his hopes are rising for where this is going.</p><p>Bill’s hands untuck his shirt as they slide under his clothes to grip his bare ass, massaging the tender skin there. Stan’s hands are also busy marveling at every inch of Bill’s exposed chest, fingertips fleeting over his pierced nipples, delighting in the shivers Bill emits from it. He’s starting to feel a bit overdressed as Bill’s only in a pair of Stan’s sweatpants, which are too short on him and would look a bit ridiculous if this was anyone but Bill.</p><p>As if Bill read his mind, his hands break away from his ass and start vehemently unbuttoning Stan’s shirt, too harsh and he’s sure to pop one of his buttons. Stan doesn’t care and focuses on battling Bill’s tongue for dominance, which is a battle he gladly loses. Stan’s shirt ends up somewhere on the floor, along with his belt that he started removing himself when Bill pulled up his undershirt.</p><p>They finally break apart as the undershirt comes off over his head, and Stan can  <i>see </i> Bill for the first time since coming home. The setting sun outside the window highlights his enlarged veins in his eyes, telling Stan something he could’ve guessed, Bill is high, and on who knows what. He wants to be worried, to stop this and actually talk to Bill about the drug habit Stan’s been noticing more and more lately, <strike>Bill’s gotten lazy at hiding it,</strike> but then Bill smiles that dopey, beautiful smile and it’s like it erases all thoughts from his brain.</p><p>“Huh-hey,” it’s the first time Bill’s spoken since he’s gotten home, and with just one word his charm is already oozing itself to Stan. He cups his face with one of his big hands and smiles down at him, radiant and blinding, “I missed you.” A statement that makes him feel both exhilarated and unworthy.</p><p>Words failing him, he nods and Bill chuckles as he tucks a curl behind Stan’s ear. He turns around and pushes him towards his messy bed. He barely manages to toes off his shoes as Bill guides him to kneel on the bed, his back to Bill’s chest.</p><p>Bill molds himself to Stan’s back, his hot breath ghosting his neck as he reaches around to unbutton his pants. He can feel the hot press of Bill’s erection against his ass and again, an involuntary whimper escapes him.</p><p>“Wow, you’re duh-desperate for it,” Bill chuckles in his ear condescendingly.</p><p>Bill tugs his pants down, with his underwear, freeing his straining erection. He shuffles his legs and allows himself to be pushed down onto the bed completely as Bill pulls his pants and underwear off him. He props himself up on his elbows and blushes, realizing he’s completely exposed to Bill like this.</p><p>There’s a moment of silence behind him and anxiety starts to creep in but he can’t go back now and only prays that Bill isn’t regretting this. He gathers his nerves, “Are you just going to stare or - <i>oh fuck.”</i></p><p>Bill laves at his hole suddenly, his relentless tongue prodding into him.  <i>“Shut up Stanley,” </i> He bites into the cleft of his ass when he pulls back.</p><p>Okay, he&rsquo;s most definitely shutting up now. Two big hands grab his cheeks and pulls them apart as Bill delves back in, licking at his rim. The tip of his tongue is teasing now, pushing in only before retreating. He whines and his ass tries to follow his tongue but Bill just holds him still as he teases him.</p><p>“Bill, come on,  <i>fuck, </i> please,” Stan doesn’t even recognize his own broken voice,</p><p>Bill’s tongue finally enters again, licking at his insides, causing Stan to moan out loudly. Bill groans back appreciatively and then a long finger joins his tongue, causing him to jolt, “Shit, <i> Bill,  </i>what the fuck,” he moans.</p><p>Time becomes syrupy as Bill inserts another finger and then another, opening him up tortuously slow. His fingers glide around his prostate, purposely never pressing down, causing Stan to  <i>keen.  </i>It’s too much, and he needs Bill in him <i> now.  </i>He  <i>needs </i>to be fucked senseless. Good thing he’s not above begging- right now that is.</p><p>He reaches behind him to grab a fistful of Bill’s hair and tugs, causing him to groan into him, and fuck that’s hot. “P-please Bill, fuck me,  <i>please Billy.”</i></p><p>Bill looks back at him, eyes dark and looks half-crazed. Stan doesn&rsquo;t think he’s ever looked hotter. He must like what he sees when he looks at Stan because suddenly he finds himself flipped onto his back with an ‘oof’ and Bill is hovering over him, crashing his lips into his.</p><p>This time when they kissed, it’s desperate and sloppy, teeth crashing into teeth. A lip splits and Stan can’t tell whose it is, but they keep kissing even when blood gets mixed in their saliva. He reaches and pulls on Bill’s hair again, who moans around Stan’s tongue from where he’s sucking on it.</p><p>Bill yanks back, “Keep moaning my name, keep looking at me,” he demands as he goes to bite Stan&rsquo;s neck hard enough there&rsquo;s going to be a bruise.</p><p><i>“Bill, Bill, Bill,” </i>he moans. There’s a sudden press of a hot dick nudging at his entrance, and shit he missed seeing Bill get naked, “Oh fuck, <i>Bill!” </i>  he yelps as he presses all the way into him in one thrust.</p><p>Bill hides his face into the crook of Stan’s neck, panting heavily as he waits for Stan&rsquo;s body to adjust around him. When Stan starts to feel ready, he tugs back on Bill’s hair.</p><p>The first thrust in and Stan thinks he’s in Heaven. Bill hits his prostate dead-on from the start and starts up at a steady pace. The way Bill fucks is hard and deep and there’s no getting away. Every nerve is on fire with pleasure and it feels like Bill is literally fucking him stupid as he just lays there, helpless to just take it.</p><p>His mop of curls is yanked on, causing him to open his eyes, which he didn’t even realize he had closed, but the sight he’s greeted with is beautiful.</p><p>Bill’s face is pinched in pleasure as he stares down at him. His pale unblemished skin is blushed red, as well as his plump lips, open in a pant. Sweat is creasing his forehead, and a drop of it even runs down his nose and lands on Stan’s chest. His eyes of vast ocean color are almost eclipsed from how blown his pupils are, darting across Stanley’s face, searching. He groans above him and his head tilts down for a moment, looking at himself fuck him. “Sh-shit you’re so fuh-fucking tight, what the <i>fuck,&ldquo;</i> Bill moans huskily.</p><p>He couldn’t respond even if he wanted to, Bill punching out curses and causing him to sing out his name over and over with each thrust. There’s a hot dick in his ass and Stan can die happy. It’s not just any dick either, it&rsquo;s <i>Bill’s.  </i>“Fuck  <i>Bill </i> fuck fuck.”</p><p>“Fuck yeah, moan my name.” He pulls Stan’s hair harder.</p><p>It’s so hot and he can’t tell where he ends and Bill begins and it’s  <i>perfect.  </i>It feels like they’re connected on more than just a physical level right now; like they were <i> always </i> meant to get here together. <i>  </i>That’s when he realizes with a start he’s about to cum. He wants to last but he  <i>can’t, </i> not with the way Bill is railing him.</p><p>“God, fuck  <i>Bill- </i> you’re going-  <i>fuck yes </i>- you’re going to make me cum,” he manages to gasp out. His cock is purple from neglect and he feels like he’s going to bust any minute.</p><p>Bill nods, and wraps his hand around Stan’s erection, “Thank me when you cum <i> slut.”</i></p><p>With that he goes off, his cum painting his stomach white, “Fuck,  <i>th-thank you </i>, Billy!”</p><p>His orgasm sets Bill off into the throws of his own release as thrusts frantically the last few times before collapsing on top of him.  <i>“Oh fuck!”</i></p><p>They’re both sweaty and panting as Stan wraps his arms around Bill to hug him and kisses him on his sweaty hairline. He’s all smiles though because everything feels  <i>right.</i></p><p>-</p><p>It’s later into the night, with the warm summer air wafting in through the cracked bedroom window as the tv plays softly, casting a white glow on Stan’s feather-designed bedding. Some girl is being stabbed in the back on tv, it’s some B horror movie Bill picked out, and it’s not much Stan’s taste. A dull throb rests in his lower back and every time he flinches away from the gore on screen, it aches, reminding him that it was real, they <i>fucked.</i></p><p>There’s a discarded pizza box at the foot of the bed and Stan tries to think about the inevitable crumbs as he snuggles closer to Bill’s bare chest, one his arms lazily draped around his shoulders. Bill still smells like weed from when he snuck away to smoke a blunt after they fucked. Stan was only a little upset when Bill didn’t hold him after, opting to go get higher, but he’s here now. That’s what&rsquo;s important, and besides he needed to shower anyways. When he came back to his bedroom, clad in sleep pants and an oversized t-shirt, the shirt Bill&rsquo;s, Bill was already back. He was curled up in bed waiting on him, dressed just in boxers. The sight of it made his heart flutter.</p><p>Another scream emits from the tv and Stan turns his head, disgruntled by all the blood. Bill chuckles lowly and tightens his arm around him, “Do you wuh-want me to ch-change it?”</p><p>He sighs, “No it’s fine, I just don&rsquo;t know why you like this.”</p><p>“It’s entertaining,” he replies with a noncommittal shrug. They go back to watching the movie but then a man is tied up and his intestines are getting ripped out and Stan has to completely hide his face from the grotesqueness of it. Bill sighs and turns the movie off, even though he protests that he’s <i> fine </i> and that Bill doesn’t have to turn it off, he doesn’t want to upset him, but Bill won’t hear it. “Come on, tuh-tell me about your day. I’ve s-seen this movie a muh-muh-million times anyways.”</p><p>Stan shakes his head, “You really don’t want to hear about my day, it was boring, you can turn the mo-”</p><p><i>“Stanley.”</i></p><p>Bill is looking at him, eyebrows drawn together and lip in a slight frown, and he’ll do anything to get Bill to stop looking at him like that.</p><p>“You want to hear about my day?” Bill nods, face relaxing, “Okay,” he continues, “My day was okay, work felt like it went on forever, but it was still okay,” the conversation with Jessica replays in his mind, and he’s a little scared to tell Bill about it, having no idea what it would mean for them, or if it <i>would even </i>mean anything to Bill. “My coworker did invite me to the City Hall’s Midsummer’s Dream Gala though, so there&rsquo;s that.”</p><p>He makes a humming noise as if he’s bored, and Stan’s heart sinks a little, “What duh-did you say?”</p><p>“I- I- I- said yes, but I can always tell them no, we’re only going as friends,” desperately he wants Bill to object, to show any negative emotion. Hours earlier he felt like Bill felt the same as he did, they were connected, but now he’s completely unsure of where they stand.</p><p>Bill runs a hand through his hair as his tongue runs along the top of his gums, a sign Stan’s learned that he’s coming down from his high and he’s annoyed about it. “No, don’t disappoint your friend, I’d hate for you to upset <i> him, </i>” he says smoothly and coldly.</p><p>Exasperated he wiggles out from under Bill’s arm, who doesn’t fight it, and throws his head against a pillow. Is this their first fight? Not even a real fight, just a stupid<i> tassel.</i> He&rsquo;s trying not be dramatic, but he&rsquo;s Stanley fucking Uris so a gnawing feeling is growing in his stomach as he tries to imagine his dull life after Bill. He fucked up everything, he shouldn’t have ever mentioned anything about the stupid dance, can’t believe he even entertained the idea of Bill tagging along with him to it. “I didn’t even want to go, Jessica just invited me,” he says defeatedly.</p><p>There’s a pause of awkward silence before Bill asks quietly, “Juh-Jessica? As in a woman?”</p><p>“Yeah? Why?”</p><p>“&hellip;.Aren’t you gay?”</p><p>For how beautiful Bill is, he can be a little dense sometimes. “I-, yes Bill I’m gay! Why do you think I said we’re going as ‘friends’?” He sits up and a smile is tugging at his lips when he sees Bill trying, and failing, to hide his look of relief. Bill was  <i>jealous. </i> Bill  <i>wants </i> him. He’s just a dumbass.</p><p>“You should duff-definitely go then. You’d be hot in a s-suit,” Bill pulls him back under his arm, and he goes very willingly, his cheeks burning red at his statement.</p><p>“Maybe, maybe I can also see you in a suit? You know, like a real suit and not one you rip off,” Bill snickers, “I was planning on dragging the Trashmouth with me, but would you like to go too? I know it’s on a Saturday night, but it’s three weeks from now, maybe you can ask for it off?” Nerves are riddling under his skin, terrified of scaring Bill off by seeming too clingy.</p><p>Bill tongues at his upper gums again, he’s definitely about to go at least smoke, “Stanley, I’m the main act, they cuh-cuh-can’t just ruh-replace me that easily.” Everything is screaming in Stan to object, to bring up the fact that it’s just a  <i>strip club, </i> but he knows that won’t go over well. He continues before he even gets a chance anyways, “I won’t make nuh-no promises but, I’ll suh-see, okay?”</p><p>He knows it is the best he is going to get so he drops it, “Okay, I know you will,” sleep is starting to tug at his eyes and he fights it because he knows tomorrow when he wakes up, Bill will be gone.</p><p>Bill, already being able to read Stan so thoroughly, <strike>reading body language is a big part of his job</strike>, holds him closer and runs his fingers through his curls. He kisses the crown of his head, “You should get s-some rest” And who is Stan to fight a request from him?</p><p>-</p><p>The lights are blinding, the music is blaring, a mixture of cocaine and adrenaline is pumping through his veins, and it is so  <i>hot </i>. Bill is in his element, right where he belongs. Money is littering the stage, and he’s wearing at least a thousand in cash stuffed into his costume by frantic hands of customers. Speaking of which, Bev really outdid herself tonight with Mike and his costumes.</p><p>‘School girl’ was the theme of tonight&rsquo;s main show, and she delivered. Both Mike and he are wearing neon purple mini skirts, with black thongs underneath, leaving nothing up the imagination. Their ass is on full display with the slightest bend. White-collared crop tops that are so tight Bill’s nipple piercings are seen poking through. The outfits are accentuated with white knee-high socks that would make any weeb cream their pants, along with bubble gum pink lip gloss. Bill started his performance sucking obscenely on a lollipop. Which a lucky bear in the audience gladly took from him when he started grinding down in his lap. Pink glitter is coating their bodies, something he knows Stan is going to complain about when Bill crawls into bed with him in the early morning</p><p>Stupid Stanley. The little Hebrew crawled his way under Bill’s skin and he hasn’t managed to shake him out. He doesn’t know when it happened, but last night he realized it was too late. Before he cleared up what he meant when he mentioned his coworker asking him to go to some stupid dance, Bill felt  <i>annoyed.  </i>Which in itself is annoying, because Bill doesn&rsquo;t care if Stan goes on dates. They’re not dating, at Bill’s insistence, <strike>it’s easier to sleep with customers if he’s not in a relationship,</strike> and for all he knows Stan is screwing other people besides Bill.</p><p>This is a completely stupid thought though and he knows it. Last night proved that. Stan clung to him and gasped his name like a prayer, combined with the way he looked at Bill as he thrusted into him, it made him feel like a <i>God. </i> He knows Stan isn’t looking at anyone else like that. <strike>Nor does he want him to.</strike></p><p>Stan got caught up with work today and was exhausted afterward, so Bill texted him and told him just to go home. In the early morning, Bill will be sneaking in anyways. After seeing his outfit for tonight though, he slightly regrets that text, Stan would’ve been <i>worshipping </i> him if he saw how  <i>hot </i> he looks tonight.</p><p>“When I Rule The World” by LIZ is going off as their last song starts up, the opening of “Bubblegum Bitch” by MARINA starting to blare on the speakers. Mike and Bill are currently in the middle of the stage, groins pressed together and grinding on one another when the song changes. Bill’s completely hard, making an obvious bulge under the skirt, he’s getting off on the energy of being lusted after. Even Mike is sporting a half chub, too humble to admit he feels the same as him.</p><p>The two break apart and go to their respective poles in front of the stage, customers by the stage reaching out, hoping they’ll come back on the floor again. The time for lap dances is over, the last song in their routine is all about using the pole to show off even more of their body, hopefully enticing them to purchase some private time with them from Robert.</p><p>The crowd cheering for <i>Blue Steel </i>is a melody in his ears, and gets completely lost in the music as he twirls his body around the pole. He never misses a beat as he uses his upper body strength to make his body seamlessly dance around it.</p><p>He grabs the pole and bends down, giving the audience a view of his ass and underside of his package. The crowd screams their appreciation. Seductively he stands and walks around the pole and then jumps and grips it with his toned thighs, letting his legs support his weight. One hand on the pole as he leans out, running his other hand up and down his body, even lewdly managing to grope his junk. He then tweaks one of his nipples over his shirt and faux moans as he winks at a twink on the front couch. Said twink gawks at him, lust drunk, and throws a handful of cash his way. Bill winks at him and lets his eyes scan the rest of the crowd as he continues dancing on the pole. That’s when he sees him.</p><p>A new person has just come past the bouncer and Bill’s heart sinks low in his chest. He was supposed to have gone home, he wasn&rsquo;t even in today! It’s too late for him to be here. He’s <i>never </i> here for the actual shows. Yet despite that, Robert is here, staring at Bill, and he looks  <i>pissed.  </i>Bill immediately becomes stone cold sober.</p><p>That’s when he makes a critical mistake. Under the weight of Robert’s glare, he fucks up on his routine. It was only a moment, but Bill forgets to grab back on the pole to help himself glide off the pole and he falls on his feet, ungracefully and flatly. A rookie mistake that no one from the crowd notices, mainly because he plays it off as he jumps into another routine. He can see Mike’s vaguely worried look across the stage from his pole out the corner of his eye, telling him Mike saw it. When he looks up, he knows Robert saw it too.</p><p><i>“I’m Miss Sugar Pink, liquor, liquor lips”</i></p><p><i>“Hit me with your sweet love, steal me with a kiss”</i></p><p>Robert is seeing red as he looks at him, and he knows he’s criticizing every little move he’s making. <i>No no no no no!  </i>Why is he here? Why now?!</p><p><i>“I’m Miss Sugar Pink, liquor, liquor lips”</i></p><p>Bill’s body goes numb as he finishes out the song, his mind starting to shut down because he knows what&rsquo;s about to happen. Robert starts to storm back to the house room.</p><p><i>“I’m gonna be your bubblegum bitch”</i></p><p>As the song is finishing, he and Mike reconvene on stage. When Mike wraps his arm around his shoulder he gives him a squeeze of what must be reassurance. Bill ignores him and blows kisses and winks at the crowd, for the first time, his smile on stage is fake.</p><p><i>“I’m gonna be your bubblegum bitch”</i></p><p>The moment the curtain is drawn down, Bill still can’t take a breath. Mike is trying to talk to him, but he ignores him, walking back to the house room. Where Robert’s office also is. Bev rushes him the moment she sees him, worry etched into her pretty face. She goes to speak but he just shakes his head, any warning dying on her lips. Instead, he takes the cash that was stuffed into his costume and passes it to her, not meeting her eyes.</p><p>Richie is sitting on the couch, presumably waiting on Eddie, and he doesn’t even know what’s going but even he looks worried. Charlie is standing there also, getting his costume on for his show, and looks smug as hell. Bill has to fight the urge to punch him in his pretty boy face as he passes him.</p><p>Robert’s office light is on and Bill goes to knock, but can’t bring himself to. His fist just awkwardly hovers in the air. He doesn’t have to work up the nerve anyways as Robert says a curt, “Come in”</p><p>Doing his best to steel his face, he turns the doorknob. Robert is sitting at his desk, dressed in casual everyday wear, very unusual considering what he does for a living. His hands are linked together and resting on his desk, his dark eyes narrowing in on Bill the moment he steps into his office.</p><p>Silently, Robert stands and walks over to him and Bill still can&rsquo;t find his breath. He feels so exposed as Robert circles him, inspecting him, looking for his imperfections. Like a hawk circling his prey. More specifically a red tail hawk he can hear Stan tell him in his head, those are native to Georgia. The thought of Stan reminds him to look straight ahead, and not to show any sign of weakness to Robert.</p><p>A cold and slender hand suddenly grabs him on his side, right above his ass. He fights the urge to flinch away from him.<strike> You only make that mistake once.</strike> His probing hand squeezes, and he finally speaks, “Unacceptable,” he squeezes hard enough till it hurts before he lets go. He goes to lean against his desk and Bill releases his breath finally.</p><p>“Charlie tells me you’ve been skipping your workouts, and it shows,” he says matter of factly, “I don’t give you a bunch of rules since you are one of my stars, but really? Are you trying to be demoted down a show?”</p><p>“N-no!” he immediately reacts and recovers himself, “I- I- I-,” Don’t start begging and sniffling, we know how Robert reacts to crybabies, “I-, I’ve only muh-missed a few.”</p><p>Robert laughs coldly and cruelly, “A ‘few’ Bill?! Since when has that <i>ever</i> been acceptable?! A fucking few, what a joke! Tell me, Bill, why do you think I’m here? Why would I not be spending a nice Friday night with my family and be here with you?!” He spits out the word ‘you’ as he says it.</p><p>To fire him is what his anxiety tells him to answer, but that’s not true. Bill is his star, it would take a lot for Robert to <i>fire</i> him. He knows this. “Because I’ve muh-missed workouts, I fuh-fucked up.”</p><p>“Good boy,” he hates it when Robert calls him that, “I came to tell you you’ve been disappointing me, and you know how I get when I’m disappointed. Only for me to see you  <i>FUCKING UP </i> on the  <i>STAGE </i>when I get here!,” another humorless chuckle, “Do you want to be a fat loser?! Because that’s where you are going. You’re so fucking lucky I keep getting good reviews from your customers at your private shows because otherwise I would’ve thrown you back out on the street where I found you by now. You could be a real whore then.”</p><p>Bill stares blankly at him, taking it. He knows from experience how to handle Robert in situations like this. “I’ll do better. Book me some more private shows, I won’t let you down,” he says carefully, making sure not to stutter. Robert always gets annoyed with it, the imperfection Bill has that he hasn’t managed to scrape away.</p><p>He’s yanking at the side of his thinning red hair as he gives Bill the side-eye, looking for something in his eyes, “Are you fucking someone outside the club?” He asks quielty.</p><p><i>Charlie.</i></p><p>His blood runs cold. Robert has a strict policy against him and Mike having any real relationships, his showrunners don’t need the distractions according to him. This is probably why Mike never fully committed to Eddie. Bill shakes his head, “I would never.” He feels like he&rsquo;s trying to store Stan in the deepest recesses of his mind, hiding him away to protect him. Stan is his, and not for Robert to taint.</p><p>Robert doesn’t buy it for a second and the next moment happens too fast. A hard palm collides with his cheek, and suddenly Bill’s looking at the wall. It’s always palm open, to not cause bruises. Fingers forcibly wrap around his chin and direct him to look right into Robert’s eyes. They’re so dark and devoid of any humanity.</p><p>“Oh Billy Billy Billy,” he tuts, his voice soft and mocking, “Haven’t I been here for you since the beginning? I gave you a nice job and who paid for your hospital bills when you OD&rsquo;d?”</p><p>“&hellip;You did.”</p><p>He runs a hand through Bill’s hair, not unlike how you would pet a dog, “That’s right,  <i>I did,”  </i>he also made Bill come back to the club the same day he got out of the hospital but obviously that’s not important, “Now you make this right, break up with your faggot and start being a good boy again. Can you do that?”</p><p>Tears that he won’t let fall start pool at his eyes, “Yes Mr. Grey.”</p><p>“That’s my boy.” He draws back and leaves without another word, and just like that Bill’s all alone.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b>  I really struggled to find my rhythm at the beginning of this chapter whoops. Also I haven&rsquo;t written smut in FOREVER so sorry if it read awkward. Do not mention the constant run on sentences or I will be mad. And I wanted to say a quick thank you to <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m14VJA2CgnhfQu0CpMYYx5Q">@s-oulpunk</a> for encouraging me to continue this fic and for the killer playlists she made for the fic that I listened to as I wrote this, it means a lot!</p>
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Body: <h1>Loser&rsquo;s Club AU Dump</h1><p>Okay so me and <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m14VJA2CgnhfQu0CpMYYx5Q">@s-oulpunk</a> spend too much time talking out long and sometimes really in depth AUs that (probably) will never actually be written so I&rsquo;ve decided so share a condensed down few. Buckle up.</p><!-- more --><ul><li>Royalty: (Stozier/Kaspbrough) Bill is the next king of his nation, and he&rsquo;s in an arranged marriage to Stan, who is also a prince from another nation that seeks peace with Bill&rsquo;s. Stan and Bill are <i>fine,</i> but they&rsquo;re v awkward. Meanwhile, Bill&rsquo;s older bastard brother Richie takes quite a liking to Stan. Meanwhile Bill&rsquo;s personal assistant (think servant that&rsquo;s appointed to help Bill always)  Eddie is absolutely<i> not </i>in love with Bill and he does <i>not</i> care that Bill is supposed to be getting married. <strike>Except he totally does.</strike> There&rsquo;s more to this AU but that&rsquo;s a lot.</li><li>Murder: (Core Four/Poly Losers) I actually gifted a <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/33459607">scene</a> of this AU to PJ&hellip;and then completely forgot it existed until she reminded me of it when I was writing this list. Bill is a serial killer, but he takes care of his boys, Stan, Eddie, and Richie. Mike is the detective trying to catch Bill, and Bill has the hots for Mike. Bev is also a leader of her own crime group, with Ben, Kay, and Audra. Bev and Bill also mess around as does both groups do. It&rsquo;s murder but with sex. Lots of it.</li><li>Hunger Games: (Stenbrough/Reddie) I uh, I&rsquo;m not going to say too much on this one bc, uh, there may or may not be something happening with this AU&hellip;anyways, everybody cries.</li><li>Barbers: (Stenbrough) We have Stan Barber and Jacob Barber make an appearance in this AU. Patty and Stanley Uris were dating but she realized that Stanley would always sorta be in love with Bill. She also learned that she was pregnant so instead of telling Stanley, she runs away to Brownsville and marries Stanley Barber&rsquo;s dad and passes Stan B off as his kid. She does name Stan after his bio dad though. Patty dies and Stan B finds out that his &lsquo;dad&rsquo; is not actually his dad and tracks down Stanley Uris. Who is now married to Bill and they had a son together through a surrogate who is Jacob. Stanley and Bill both want to bond with Stan B, and Jacob is not happy about that bc he sees Stan B as this perfect kid when he himself has always been a 'difficult&rsquo; child bc his anger issues. One night when Stanley and Bill are out on a date, Stan B and Jacob come to blows, a fight so bad that Bill has to break it up when he gets home. For relationships we were thinking about Stan B and Jacob having crushes on people from the Party but I can&rsquo;t remember who.</li><li>First A/B/O: (Poly Losers) Basically everyone though Bill was going to be an alpha, and be the pack leader, but to everyone&rsquo;s surprise he&rsquo;s an omega. Not just that, he&rsquo;s the only omega in the pack. Eddie and Ben are betas, while Mike, Stan, Richie, and Bev are the alphas, Mike is the pack leader. There&rsquo;s a whole plot to this one, from start to finish, but Stan accidently gets Bill pregnant in a surprise heat. Also we both just loved the idea of Bill having a first heat after he presents and staying home from school for a couple days and not talking to the losers so Richie just eventually breaks into Bill&rsquo;s room and discovers that Bill has presented and is suffering though his first heat. Bill is all heat drunk so he on Richie in an instant bc Bill&rsquo;s heat is causing Richie presentation as an alpha to happen. Richie manages to call Stan desperately while Bill is literally purring in his ear. Stan arrives and the three have fun through Bill&rsquo;s heat since Stan also presents as an alpha This is probably my favorite one honestly. </li><li>Second A/B/O: (Stenbrough/Stozier) So these are two different aus with the pairings but it&rsquo;s the same concept. Stan is an omega who shares his heats with Bill&rsquo;s (or Richie) ruts. Obviously they&rsquo;re the alpha. Stan ends up pregnant and runs away and chooses not to tell Bill (or Richie) and has his child. Depending on which version it is he either gets help raising his son with Richie (if Bill&rsquo;s the dad) or raising him with Bill (if Richie is the dad). He also is very successful in his career and he&rsquo;s a single parent omega who needs no alpha thank you very much. In the Bill au, Bill comes out to visit Richie and ends up running into Stan and Henry (from the book of Henry) and Bill is thrown bc there&rsquo;s no way that kid is not his. Que Bill trying to bond with his son, who 100% does not trust him and got all of his intelligence from Stan, and trying to get Stan back. Also Bill&rsquo;s a little intimidated by own son so that&rsquo;s fun. For the Stozier one, Stan actually moved with Bill to London to raise his son Mike (from Stranger Things) and Richie is in a band and they do a world tour and end up where Stan and Bill are and decides to drop by unannounced. Richie freaks bc it&rsquo;s Richie. Like with how Henry did not trust Bill, Mike doesn&rsquo;t trust Richie. But these two bicker like siblings, when they&rsquo;re actually father and son. There&rsquo;s a fun dynamic of loud mouth Richie trying to bond with his bitchy son Mike. Also in the stozier version Kaspbrough would kinda be a thing. There&rsquo;s more to both versions, mainly little things. </li><li>Cheating: (Stenbrough w/ Stozier &amp; Billverly) If you don&rsquo;t like cheating aus, you may want to skip this one. Bill is star baseball player with just as popular girlfriend Beverly. He&rsquo;s also failing math. Stan is head of the SGA and gets volunteer work as a tutor, Richie is his best friend since babies boyfriend bc they thought that since they&rsquo;ve been close for so long, they may as well give dating a shot. Bill gets paired with Stan who&rsquo;s now going to be his math tutor and the first time they have a tutoring session they end up fucking, and then they keep fucking at every tutoring session. There&rsquo;s <i>so much</i> to this AU so here is the highlights. Stan and Richie fight constantly bc Richie wants to travel and doesn&rsquo;t really a plan for the future while Stan is applying for colleges and needs a structured life. Stan always ends up in Bill&rsquo;s bed after these fights with Richie and Bill is only kinda smug about it. Beverly is also in the student government and is one of Stan&rsquo;s closest friends so there&rsquo;s also that. Bev feels her boyfriend Bill pulling away from her so she organizes a double date with Stozier bc they&rsquo;re such a 'good couple&rsquo;. She asks Richie first and he agrees bc he just wants to get to know the guy his bf has been spending so much time with. At the double date tho Richie immediately realizes that Bill hates him, bc even tho Bill won&rsquo;t admit it himself, he has real feelings besides fucking for Stan and is jealous of Richie. Also Bill isn&rsquo;t 'gay&rsquo; in this au. He&rsquo;s not homophobic either, he just won&rsquo;t let himself like guys bc he doesn&rsquo;t want to 'ruin his reputation&rsquo;. Also on the double date both Stan and Bill excuse themselves to the bathroom. Stan gets mad at Bill for acting rude towards Richie and then the two end up fucking. </li></ul><p><br/></p><p>There&rsquo;s more aus but these are the most developed ones <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m14VJA2CgnhfQu0CpMYYx5Q">@s-oulpunk</a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m14VJA2CgnhfQu0CpMYYx5Q"> and</a> I have thought out. Feel free to inox her or me with your thoughts, questions, opinions, ect if you want! Like stated, I only gave rundowns of the aus and we have so more we created together and personal ones too!</p>
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/666684273239195648/its-november-1st-so-this-is-your-reminder-that">antisociallilbrat</a>:</p><blockquote><p>It’s November 1st so this is your reminder that Bill and Richie both partake and No Nut November. Bill always loses because Stan is horny and tired of his boyfriends bullshit. Take that as you will. </p></blockquote>
<p class="npf_chat"><b>Bill:</b> this is my year! Richie will not beat me !</p><p class="npf_chat"><b>Stan:</b> William it’s been four days, get your dick out </p><p class="npf_chat"><b>Bill:</b> …dammit </p>
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<blockquote><p>New fic for @theweaverofworlds-official !!</p><p>Read <i>Soul Love</i><b> <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34232752">here</a></b></p><p>“Vampires, Eddie. We don’t know where they came from. But they popped up in the past few years and so…” He gestures awkwardly to Eddie’s neck.</p><p>Eddie doesn’t want to believe it. Because that’s fucking insane. Vampires aren’t real. They exist in old wives’ tales and storybooks and horror movies. Not in real life.</p><p>—</p><p>Ever since his parents’ nasty divorce as a child, Eddie has spent half the year in the dreary town of Derry, Maine and half the year with his father in Santa Cruz, California. He’s sure if his mother could have it any other way - if she could keep him tucked under her wing forever - she would. But turning eighteen is a lifesaver. He’s leaving to live with his father and never looking back. It’s supposed to be the start of a new life. Instead he finds himself knee-deep in trouble.</p><p>—</p><p>Or the Lost Boys AU that is now unrecognizable by plot</p><p>Playlist for fic <a href="https://open.spotify.com/playlist/6dKgAvHgYMhBVIQoNbwAyy?si=0290a82aac5a4b9d"><b>here</b></a></p></blockquote>
Tags: this fic is amazing and you’re missing out if you don’t read it, it has vampires, and kaspbrough, and stozier, literally what more could you want
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Body: <h1>We&rsquo;re The Losers, And We Always Will Be Chp. 7</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/31792963/chapters/84555232">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/659377469071179776/were-the-losers-and-we-always-will-be-chp-6">Chp. 6</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/675094896813703168/were-the-losers-and-we-always-will-be-chp-8">Chp. 8</a></p><p><b>Summary:</b> An unwelcomed face appears, reddie shares a moment, and Jacob learns a devastating truth</p><p><b>A/N</b>: Warnings, Brief antisemantic and homophobic slur use and Brief Fatphobia (All of these are real brief)</p><!-- more --><p>It was the worst thing he’s ever heard. Syd’s scream pierced Sonny down to his soul, leaving him shaking in its wake. The intensity of it, it was as if they were in the same room when Syd let it out.</p><p>But they’re not. Sonny is- was- laying in bed, settled down for a night of restless sleep, and Syd, where the hell is she? It sounds like it&rsquo;s coming from upstairs, but that can’t be. Right? It doesn’t really matter, he’s dashing out of his room towards the staircase leading up, his blood thumping in his ears, and is chasing on the coattails of Stan, who’s just as frantic. He doesn’t notice Jacob fumbling to keep up behind them, he just needs to get to Syd, who’s <i>gone silent.</i></p><p>Adrenaline is pounding through his chest, propelling him upstairs faster than what would be normally possible. The top of the stairs open up to a very big room, stacks of boxes and books in every corner. He’s not really looking at the surroundings as his eyes narrow in on <i>IT.</i></p><p><strike><i>HEY EGGBOY! YOU’RE STILL JUST A FATTY FATTY FAT BOY!</i></strike></p><p>It hits him in a blast, multiple children&rsquo;s voices sneering at him, a clown drooling, the headless kids, and  <i>dear God, the sand, </i> it’s everywhere! It’s in his lungs! He can’t breathe!</p><p>“No! Get away! We’re supposed to have more time!.” Wendell’s voice breaks him out of his trance, who had just come hurdling up behind him and Stan. “Syd! Don’t look at him! Stay there, just don’t look at him!” Wendell is the only person <i> reacting, </i>as Sonny was stupefied upon seeing this grotesque thing towering over Syd. Who’s laying on the floor, clutching her knees, her eyes squeezed shut as she holds her hands tightly over her ears.</p><p>Stan has proven to just be as useless as Sonny, he&rsquo;s just standing there, eyes locked in terror, looking as if he’s not even breathing. Jacob has stumbled up now, and immediately gone to Stan, clutching his shoulder, trying to shake him. It’s no use so he too finally looks and takes in the scene before them, anger quickly overcoming his features, “Get away from her!” he shouts at it, fury spitting from his mouth.</p><p>The monster, <i>IT, </i> is easily seven feet tall and donned into a Victorian clown outfit, and IT’s face looks like a bad imitation of a human. IT’s eyes are bright yellow, skin too white, and IT’s <i> teeth.  </i>There are rows of jagged and sharp teeth, too big for a human mouth. They hang out between IT’s lips, saliva dripping down, and there are holes in IT’s cheeks from where the teeth have cut them up, flesh and blood sticking between the rows.</p><p>The face, despite its monstrosities, seems familiar. The thin brown hair, the cruel wrinkles between IT’s eyebrows, this thing is mimicking someone.</p><p>It clicks. It’s fucking Beverly’s dad. That sick, sick, bastard who tormented her, tormented Syd! Anger blossoms in his belly as he finds his voice, “You sick freak!” he shrieks. He has the sudden urge to grab a rock to pelt it with.</p><p>Mike and Eddie finally come up the stairs, Eddie shrieking the moment he sees IT, “What the fuck?!” Mike immediately grabs Freddy’s arm in a vice grip, an instinctual attempt of protection.</p><p>IT finally turns IT’s eyes from a cowering Syd, managing to smile sickly at them, red lips pulled upwards. He knows what IT’s seeing, and that’s prey. They’re IT’s prey. They always have been.</p><p>“Oh, how I’ve missed you!” IT sings out, voice high pitched and childish, having no issue talking despite IT’s obstruction of teeth, “I’m so happy we get to play again!” IT giggles, “Although I must admit, I was pretty angry when Maturin rebirthed you,” IT looks faux ashamed for a moment before shaking IT’s head and clapping IT’s hands, “But that doesn’t matter! Oh, Wendy brought you home, brought you back to me! For another tasty tasty <i>tasty</i> meal!” IT’s voice starts to drop in octave as IT’s yellow eyes unfocuses.</p><p>“Wendell what the hell is he talking about?!” Mike panicky demands.</p><p>IT eyes snap back to focus and giggles delightedly, “Beep beep Trashmouth! Haven’t you learned by now? Always the comedian, never the bride!” ‘</p><p>Jacob has stepped in front of Stan at this point, “Don’t listen to IT Mike,” he commands. Jacob’s face is cooled down to look neutral, standing broad, between them and IT. He’s been like this before, he’s always been their fearless leader.</p><p>IT’s eyes turn to Jacob, and for the first time, IT frowns. “Oh Billy boy,” IT tuts, “You think you can save them? That this time is different?! Do you think you can save <i>the kike</i> this go around? I’m just going to devour him this time too! I’ll devour all of you! You can’t save anybody! You couldn’t even save GEORGIE!”</p><p>Jacob looks like he’s just seen a ghost, his brave face faltering a little, but he stays between them and IT. IT gleams with delight at IT&rsquo;s affect on Jacob. This is when Syd takes her opportunity to strike.</p><p>While they were paying attention to IT, Syd had crawled away to find a -bike lock?- and slams it upwards, catching IT by the chin. IT shrieks and stumbles back, back towards an open window that is letting streams of sunrise in. &ldquo;You little cunt, I&rsquo;ll devour you! Just you see!&rdquo; There’s a gash on IT’s upper neck and chin, leaking black tar as IT glares at them with Red eyes before throwing itself out the window, leaving a chill in IT’s wake.</p><p>No one moves for a moment but then Sonny reacts first, he runs up to Syd who’s panting heavily, and pulls her in a tight embrace. She responds immediately, wrapping her arms just as tightly around him, and buries her face into his neck, trying to will her silent sobs away. Having her pressed up against his chest, feeling her warmth, it starts to chase away the lingering coldness left behind by IT. He hugs her tighter.</p><p>He feels a hand on his shoulder and looks to see that it’s Stan. He looks worse for wear, as if he’s been shaken at the very core of his being, but still manages to smile weakly at him. “Come on, let’s go get some coffee into her.”</p><p>Coffee, coffee beans, which are crushed by a grinder, which plugs into a socket. And that socket is part of the electrical grid of this library. This he understands or at least distracts himself with. Memories have torn their way in his consciousness, and most of them are bad. He can’t process them right now, as much as he really wants to, Syd needs him here. He won’t be any help if his mind is back in the past.</p><p>He nods, “Coffee. Yeah, let&rsquo;s get some coffee.” Looking down at Syd, her trembling has finally stopped, but her face is still buried in the side of his neck, unsure of how to move her.</p><p>Stan sees that he’s at a loss for what to do and gently pries one of Syd’s hands from where it’s clutching the side of Sonny’s shirt. She resists at first but then gently let&rsquo;s go, letting Stan hold her hand. “Hey there Syd,” he whispers gently, “Let’s go downstairs okay? Get some coffee in you,” even quieter Stan whispers, “I also have my weed.”</p><p>She stirs in Sonny’s arms, breaking free. He doesn’t mourn the loss too much as she grabs hold of his hand with the one that’s not currently holding Stan’s. Her face looks numb and her eyes are clouded over and far away, she nods all the same. With her clutching each of their hands, the three start to make their way downstairs, past the other four.</p><p>Wendell is in defense mode as he pleas with Mike to listen to him, it falling on deaf ears. “We need some fucking answers, Wendell! What the hell was that! What did you bring us to do?! What was that promise we made about?!” He’s scared, they all are, but unlike most of them, Mike is having a visceral reaction.</p><p>Jacob has slumped down into a chair, in a similar state to Syd, his mind is somewhere else, it’s back in  <i>the before.  </i>Meanwhile, Freddy looks stuck between the crosshairs, trying to get Mike to calm down, all the while also asking Wendell for clarity as to what just happened.</p><p>They walk past them and down the stairs. Sonny is a little relieved when they don’t stop by Stan’s room to get his weed, instead of heading straight down to the kitchen. They get Syd sitting down in a chair as she stares a hole into the side of the wall. He still stands next to her, holding her hand. He’s a little scared of what may happen if he lets go.</p><p>Stan starts to get the coffee going, and a very uncomfortable silence falls between them. Does Syd know who IT was mimicking? He doesn’t want her to, but he knows she does. To take the face of a man that abused her for years, that’s just cruel.</p><p>Why did they come back? What on Earth would have made them agree to come back. Better yet, why would they make some oath about IT? The oath was a promise to come back, but why did they? It’s not like it mattered the first time.</p><p>There’s a coffee mug being pushed against his chest before he realizes it. “Drink,” Stan softly demands. He holds out another coffee mug to Syd, who surprisingly takes it.</p><p>Sonny takes a sip of the dark drink and resists the urge to cough. It’s too bitter, but like that’s even worth complaining about right now. He’s never been a coffee person. Ever probably, but the bitterness of lemonade has never bothered him.</p><p>Stan takes a seat at the table, and silently sips his own mug. What does Stan remember he wonders. He must remember something if he’s acting like that, detached and expressionless. That’s not something that he can just ask out of respect for Stan’s privacy. He’ll share if he wants to, and probably to either Mike, Syd, or Jacob, not him. He takes a sip of his coffee and glances at Syd, so emotionless and despondent, he’s never seen her like this- he thinks. It tears at his heart.</p><p>The silence that held the air still is broken when the staff room door is slammed open. Mike is standing in the doorway, his face is flushed red with anger, brow set in a wrinkle of frustration. He glances at the three of them, his eyes soften slightly on them, but he just shakes his head in disbelief before stomping to the back door. He’s muttering something to himself, probably cursing Wendell under his breath. When he’s out the door, none of the three move to stop him. Is that even their place to stop him? After what they just saw, he doesn’t blame anyone for needing to leave.</p><p>Unsurprisingly Freddy appears in the doorway not too long after. “Did the jackass leave?” Stan and Syd remain silent and unmoving, but Sonny at least nods. Eddie sighs, “I’ll go get him.”</p><p>Sonny wants to ask him, why? Why go get him? Maybe Mike is on to something, maybe they should all just leave, while they still have a chance. Instead, he just says, “Okay, be safe,” as Freddy heads out after Mike.</p><p>“He remembered something he didn’t want to.”</p><p>Stan’s voice almost startled him, not expecting him to comment at all. He swallows, “Didn’t we all? We’re all scared.”</p><p><i>“Yes,” </i> Stan replies, a little pointedly, “But Mike remembered something that even in The Before he wanted to regret.” He says this as if it’s supposed to make any sense. Stan and Mike are weird because at one glance you’d say they&rsquo;re polar opposites, but after spending time with both of them, they have a lot of similarities. This must be why Stan has insight into what Mike is currently processing.</p><p>“Did you remember something like that?” The question is out of his mouth before he can stop it, and he instantly regrets it, “Wait sorry, that’s too personal. Please forget that I asked that.”</p><p>Stan twirls his now empty coffee mug in his long fingers, probably wishing it was a joint, silent for a moment, “No I can answer that it’s just…complicated.”</p><p>“How so?” he inquiries lightly.</p><p>He inhales deeply and sets his mug down, “I didn’t really remember a <i>time or anything </i>about The Before, it was just a feeling,” he locks eyes with Sonny with an intense stare, “It was <i>terror. </i>Desperation. Coldness, I remembered a coldness. I remember feeling like I could never be warm again, but-” A bluebird that has lands on the window sill  and chirps, interrupting him. Stan’s attention snaps to the bird and a small smile creeps on his lips and he continues, “But I <i> think </i> I did learn to be warm again&hellip;whatever that means.”</p><p>&ldquo;Hmm,&rdquo; Sonny awkwardly sips at his coffee, not sure what to say to that, such an honest statement coming from Stan. He wants to show his gratitude for this moment of profundity with Stan, but he’s not sure how.</p><p>Syd saves him from having to say anything, “It means everything Stanley,” she lets go of Sonny’s hand and grabs Stan’s, and smiles softly, offering him an easy comfort.</p><p>Stan returns her soft smile and places his hand on top of hers, “Yeah, I think you&rsquo;re right Syd.”</p><p>“I always am, haven’t you learned that by now?” Syd’s slowly coming back into herself, the horror of what happened this early morning slowly wearing off.</p><p>“I’m on life number two and I’m still learning that fact,” Stan quips back.</p><p>Sonny stands there, if this was a normal situation, he’d feel like he was spying on an intimate moment, but this isn’t normal. Even though Stan and Syd knew each other already in this life, he feels like he belongs right here, he’s not some invader. It’s <i>almost  </i>a foreign feeling. He places his hand on Stan’s shoulder, offering him his own comfort, even if he’s not sure how.</p><p>Stan seems grateful nonetheless, as he does the same as he did with Syd, placing his hand on top of Sonny’s also, expressing his appreciation. They’re here for each other, they’re  <i>supposed </i> to lean on one another.</p><p>Unshed tears shine in Stan’s eyes as he quips, “Okay this is a little too gooey,” he lets go of their hands to rub at his eyes, “I’m starving, let’s make breakfast. I saw a waffle mix in the covered.”</p><p>They both chuckle and he responds, “I’ll get started on it. I think some food will do us all some good.” He leaves out the fact that he doesn’t think any of them really have an appetite as he goes to get started on breakfast.</p><p>-</p><p>The Derry air is cold on his cheeks, even though it’s summer, and his socks are wet with the morning dew. He wishes he really would  have remembered to at least put on some shoes before leaving. He just had to get out of the library, it was suffocating. He’ll go back for his things later after he cools off. He’ll give a call to his mom to come to get him after. She’ll be confused but she’ll do it.</p><p>Mike can deal with a lot. An overbearing mother, who does mean well, but overbearing all the same, an adolescence of bullies calling him frog face and other vile names, and his longtime girlfriend breaking up with him right after senior prom. He can even deal with the fact that his eyesight is increasingly becoming worst and worst since arriving in this forsaken city!</p><p>This though,  <i>IT, </i> yeah that’s a no from him. Everyone else is fucking crazy if they’re even contemplating staying after seeing that demonic monster. Not him, he’s not staying, he wants to live dammit! Fuck Wendell for bringing them here, that bastard knew this whole time! That their deaths were awaiting them here!</p><p>He didn’t even let Wendell get a word in after everything, too upset with him. Wendell had the audacity to try and ask for a minute to explain as if he couldn’t have done that the entire fucking time. What was he going to do? Wait till they couldn’t back out? Till they had no choice but to follow through this  <i>oath </i> they made in The Before? Speaking of which, why the hell would he ever agree to come back and fight that  <i>thing.</i></p><p>Because IT threatened Stan, IT threatened Freddy,  <i>IT threatened all of them. His friends.</i></p><p>It doesn&rsquo;t have to be said, he knows there’s no escaping IT. Even if- <i>when </i>- he leaves, IT’s hold on his life will follow him. That doesn’t make it any better. To think that he doesn’t have a choice over his future, it’s infuriating. If Will was here, he’d say Mike had a destiny. He’d also get that dreamy look in his eyes whenever he talks about things like that; destiny, fate, other bull crap.</p><p>The thought of Will stops him in his tracks, he hadn’t thought about his former best friend for a while now. <i> Since Freddy joined them. </i> Oh, he can’t go there, that is an absolute shit pile. That loud, feisty, asshole&hellip;he’s the first thing he had a concrete memory about from The Before. And this morning- shit this morning brought even more memories.</p><p>Jaco-, no, <i> Bill, </i> punched him in the face! That was one of them. He’s upset about that, maybe a little salty, because he also remembers following Bill into the sewers, willingly. Only an intense and real friendship could provoke him to do that, to follow someone so blindly.</p><p>He also got a memory of Stan, and that one makes him physically shudder as he starts back walking. Not ready to walk back yet, he continues to let his feet carry him mindlessly. Stan, Stan the man, Stanothan, the guy can get on his nerves but in an oddly comforting way. Like coming home to nagging, but caring parents. There was no awkwardness between the two of them at first, they just <i> were.</i></p><p>Which makes that memory so much worse, the one he got of Stan. His face, younger, in a halo of blood, gaping wounds leaking. <i>“You’re not my friends! You’re not my friends! You left me!”  </i>That last bit was directed at Bill. Is that what’s going to happen to him again? Is that what lays ahead in Stan’s future? All of their futures?</p><p>He starts to cross a wooden bridge when he stops again. It’s here. The thing that triggered that memory when they crossed it. Without looking he knows there’s a weathered carving in the wood, one he put there himself.</p><p><i>R + E</i></p><p>Richie and Eddie, forever and ever. What a joke. Relenting, he walks over to it and crouches down to run his fingers over it. It’s faded, and honestly, he’s surprised it hasn’t been painted or carved over. He sighs, the carving stood the test of time.  <strike>If only they could’ve done the same.</strike></p><p><i>The sun is bearing down on him, his Hawaiian shirt is sticking to his back and the bridge of his glasses keeps slipping down due to the sweat on his nose. He shakes his head, trying to get some of his sweat-soaked curls out of his face. It’s no use. A price he has to pay for letting it grow out and get unruly.</i></p><p><i>He’s almost finished, just defining the ‘E’ now. There’s something poetic about carving his secret into the Kissing Bridge. It gives his love for Eddie a physical foundation, even if it’s cheesy. Ben would appreciate the sentiment if he was still living in Derry and not ignoring their letters.</i></p><p><i>The other losers are off elsewhere, leaving Richie alone today. They have a month of summer left until the start of their sophomore year, they should be making the most of it! But no, Mike has chores, Eddie’s in trouble with his mom, and Stan is spending time with Bill.</i></p><p><i>Their leader only has two weeks left in Derry before moving. He’s envious in a way, but he knows better than to say anything. Bill’s parents finally forgot everything about Georgie, hence the move. Bill’s going through it, also hence why Richie has had to sacrifice his best friend. Stan’s been helping Bill through his shit.</i></p><p><i>Finishing the E, he admires his handy work and ignores the pains in his heart. Eddie would never like him back, not in that way at least. He’s too loud and gross for little ole Eds, why should he even bother. Even if by some miracle he did like Richie back, Derry wouldn&rsquo;t be safe for them. Not that it&rsquo;s ever been fucking safe before.</i></p><p><i>He’s thinking about whether or not he should go for a dip in the quarry when he hears footsteps behind, “Richie? What are you doing?”</i></p><p><i>Well shit. Put your game face on Tozier.</i></p><p><i>He’s quickly on his feet, blocking the railing from view. “Eddie spaghetti! Did your mom set you free from her lair? I can tell you from experience I do enjoy her-”</i></p><p><i>“Beep beep Richie.”</i></p><p><i>Yeah, okay, he’ll shut up. It’s always only lame jokes he can think of when he’s put on the spot. This leaves the two of them just standing there stiffly.</i></p><p><i>“You dodged the question.”</i></p><p><i>“What?” When in doubt, Richie Tozier will always resort to playing dumb. Too bad for him, literally none of his friends believe this act.</i></p><p><i>Eddie rolls his eyes, “Why the hell are you out here? On the kissing bridge?” He takes a couple of steps closer as he says this.</i></p><p><i>Richie tries to make his scrawny body seem bigger, a vain attempt at shielding the fresh carving. “Well&hellip;why are you here? I thought you were grounded.” Deflection, the next best thing.</i></p><p><i>“My mom was asleep so I went to find you, I thought you could be in the barrens. Instead, you’re here, and is that a knife in your hand?!”</i></p><p><i>He holds the hand holding his pocket knife behind his back now as if that would erase any of the damage done. “Well you found me Eds, let&rsquo;s go swimming!” Let&rsquo;s just get far away from here he wants to say.</i></p><p><i>Eddie’s not listening to him now, staring at the wooden railing behind him. With a determined look in his eyes, he tries to maneuver to get behind him. Richie manages to push his body in front of Eddie, “Come on Eds, let’s just go. It’s nothing.” Eddie pushes him out of the way, he has a lot of strength in that gremlin body of his.</i></p><p><i>Richie accepts his fate as Eddie’s eyes land on it, his eyes widening. Here comes the hysteria. The rejection with a lecture on aids. Eddie will look at him with disgust and all he can hope is that Eddie won’t tell the others.</i></p><p><i>“Richie who’s E?” There’s a new urgency in his voice. When he doesn’t answer him Eddie grabs a hold of his shoulders and makes him face him, shaking him slightly, “Who is E? Please answer Rich, please.”</i></p><p><i>Is he really going to make him say it? As if this isn’t humiliating enough? Eddie’s grip tightens on him and he has his answer. “It’s you, asshole.”</i></p><p><i>The shorter boy searches his face, “Are you sure?” he asks quietly.</i></p><p><i>Shame slowly recedes, annoyance taking place. If Eddie is about to berate him, he should get on with it already. “What? Yes Eddie I’m su-”</i></p><p><i>Eddie smashes his lips against his, almost knocking his glasses off. The kiss lasts for just a second, he doesn&rsquo;t even get a chance to return it. He just stares down at Eddie, dumbfounded.</i></p><p><i>Who actually laughs, unbelievingly, “You’re a dumbass,” he says before he kisses him again.</i></p><p>“You’re a dumbass.”</p><p>Freddy’s voice sings out from behind him, his crutches creaking against the worn wood of the bridge. He’s surprised by how <i> unsurprised </i>he is that Freddy, (Eddie), followed him. Panic wants to flow through him, but honestly, he’s tired. The adrenaline from this morning is wearing him down. “Yeah, how so?” he asks, indulging him.</p><p>When he doesn’t turn around to look at Freddy, still crouched on the bridge, the sound of crutches indicates that Freddy is walking closer. He sees the carving, and he knows who the ‘R’ and the ‘E’ is. Thankfully he doesn’t comment on it, and the only sound that can be heard is the chirping of the morning birds. Maybe he’s just now remembering what Mike remembered when they first got here.</p><p>Briefly, he thinks of Will, of all people. Will was always sick growing up. Every time a cold or virus went around, Will caught it. Many weekends were spent in Will’s room, playing video games. Dustin and Lucas were always off adventuring, and Will would encourage Mike to go outside and play with them. Every time Mike refused, insisting that he’d rather spend the day with Will. Being with Will always eased this sense of homesickness that resided in him, not that he knew that he was homesick until now. Until meeting Freddy.</p><p>Eddie, his mother always thought he was sick, where Will was actually sick. They’re similar but different in a lot of ways. The biggest similarity was their heart, they both had really big hearts. Just like Freddy does.</p><p>Only a month or two ago, he was shoving Will away, insisting he wasn’t gay.  <i>“You can’t kiss me! I’m not like you! I’m not some- some faggot!”  </i>The words were out of his mouth before he could stop them, burned onto his tongue. The look of betrayal and hurt Will gave him after, there was nothing Mike could say to fix it. He couldn’t take the word back. It didn’t matter that he kissed back at first before shoving him away, he wasn’t gay. So he left. They didn’t talk about it, they didn’t talk at all.</p><p>“How much do you remember?” Freddy breaks the silence.</p><p>“Enough,” he replies simply. He stands and doesn’t meet Freddy’s eyes which are lingering on the side of his face, studying him. Like in The Before. “I’m not going back, you know.”</p><p>There’s a pause, Freddy speaks, sure of himself, “Yes you will.&ldquo;</p><p>Mike scoffs, “I’m not looking to die, so no I won’t be. Anyone who stays is an idiot.” He can at least make an attempt at fighting his inevitably.</p><p>“Is that what you really think? That we’re idiots? Because we want to stay and fight that thing?”</p><p>He finally looks at Freddy, “That thing? That’s a monster. I don’t know what oath Richie made, but I’m not him. I don’t have to keep it. Richie <i>was </i> an idiot.”</p><p>Freddy punches him in the arm, “No  <i>you’re </i> the idiot. Richie loved his friends, Richie stayed till the end! Richie fought-”</p><p>“I’m not Richie! Are you listening!” He shouts back.</p><p>Another punch, this time harder, “Yes you are! You are Richie! And even in that thick skull of yours, you know that! You’re Richie and I’m Eddie whether we like it or not!” Tears start running down his face. He caused that, fuck.</p><p>Mike takes a couple of deep breaths and decides to be completely honest for once in his sad life, “I’m just scared.”</p><p>Freddy laughs tightly, “Scared? We’re all fucking scared. But,” he grabs Mike’s hand, cold from the chill, “That’s why we’re here, together. It’s not so scary when it’s all of us. We’re The Losers, we can do this.”</p><p>The Losers Club. Their self-proclaimed name for their little band of misfits, he remembers that.</p><p>Instead of pointing out the fact that they obviously didn’t finish it before, he just removes his hand from Freddy and shoves it deep into his pajama pants pocket. He ignores Freddy’s look of hurt, and stands there, stubborn still.</p><p>Freddy lets out an exasperated noise, “Okay let&rsquo;s just go back to the library, at least to check on everyone. Get some breakfast into us, and talk to the others. That’s the least you can do.”</p><p>“Whatever fine.” This is just going to end up not going Mike’s way anyways.</p><p>-</p><p>How is that only a couple of hours ago, he was next to Stan- who was peacefully falling asleep on his shoulder, while he was making a soft promise to keep him safe, and was feeling safe himself. Now he sits in the wake of disaster. Wendell and Mike are going at it, but he’s not paying attention to them, they’re nothing more than white noise to him.</p><p>IT, IT brought back horrible memories. He had a little brother, Georgie. He didn’t save him. He didn’t want to play with his little brother so he sent him out by himself, where IT-  <i>Pennywise </i> got him. Then after, as if he couldn’t fuck up more, he convinced his best friends to follow him into the sewers, to risk their lives to help him find his lost brother. Always in denial about what really happened to Georgie.</p><p>He knew that there was evil here, he knew more about what they were facing in Derry than anyone else. Except for Wendell of course, he knew everything. Jacob remembered the clown, way back in his coma, remembered how he was at fault for what happened to the little boy- <i>Georgie.  </i>Just never have remembered that that little boy was his own brother, the little boy with the missing arm.</p><p>YOULIEDANDIDIEDYOULIEDANDIDIED</p><p>Fuck. Here he is again, bringing all of his friends back to Derry as if one lifetime of horror wasn’t enough. This all comes back to him, and his foolish quest to save his little brother. He’s the one who made them make the oath. Even when some didn’t want to. <i> “<strike>I don&rsquo;t know whether to slash my wrists or my hand.”</strike></i></p><p>How can he put Stan through this again? Eddie? Bev? All of them? Bill, how could he ever consider himself a leader, when all he does is lead the people he supposedly loves into danger? Lead them to that fucking clown? Look at where that got them last time.</p><p>Yes Stan had a few moments of happiness after that awful summer, they all did, but he was never the same. That memory he had earlier, it just feels like a big fucking lie.</p><p><i>“So wh-what did you think?”</i></p><p><i>“Well&hellip;it’s certainly something Billy.”</i></p><p><i>Bill sighs dramatically and falls back on his bed, hands falling over his face. He can’t see Stan, but he can feel him looking at him with that glint of amusement in his eyes as he watches Bill from where he sits at Bill’s desk. “Is that your wuh-way of telling me s-s-sucks?”</i></p><p><i>The mattress shuffles, indicating Stan has moved to sit next to him. “No, I’m not saying that it’s just- well&hellip;why did it end happily? Is that realistic?” Bill peeks out over his hands, looking at Stan with a raised eyebrow, Stan quickly recovers, “I mean it’s just, not everyone gets a happy ending sometimes. These characters you wrote,  they go through so much trauma. There’s no returning to their happy lives after what they endured. That’s not how real life works.” Bill sits up so that he can really look Stan in the face, who conveniently is not making eye contact with him now, finding Bill’s astronaut bedspread super interesting all of a sudden. “That’s not how it worked for us,” he finishes quietly.</i></p><p><i>He ponders what he’s going to say for a moment, choosing his words carefully. “You’re right Stan, th-that&rsquo;s not how it-t-t worked for us,” Stan looks at him then, ghosts of their past thinly veiled behind his eyes. It sends shivers of guilt down Bill’s spine. He laces his fingers together with Stan, needing contact, trying to keep them both grounded, “But we&rsquo;re still here. We’re here and we’re fighting every day, and that means something. What we have done and what we promised to do, it matters. Maybe we don’t get a happy ending, but in my opinion, what we have, what the Loser&rsquo;s Club has, it means so much more than some cheesy happy ending.”</i></p><p><i>Stan sets down- delicately- the copy of Bill’s story he was clutching in his hand, The Attic Room, and then proceeds to ‘thunk’ Bill upside his head. At least he held Bill’s hand a little tighter with his other one.</i></p><p><i>“OW! Stanley!” Another thunk, “St-Stanley Uris!” He grabs Stan’s offending finger before he gets another chance to thunk him again, “You luh-little brat!” he accuses, laughing. Stan tries the wiggle out of Bill’s grip, but Bill has years of baseball practice on his side so he just grips him harder. The two end up in a scuffle on the mattress, Bill giggling while Stan had the  </i>audacity <i> to maintain a straight face, which simply won’t do.</i></p><p><i>He lets go of Stan’s hands and immediately hooks his fingers under Stan’s armpits, tickling him before Stan even gets a chance to fight back. This gets the response he wants as Stan’s face immediately breaks out in a grin and he fights Bill off, trying to repress his laughter. He’s finally successful as he knocks Bill off the bed, his own bed. How rude.</i></p><p><i>“You’re an ass William Denbrough, an absolute ass!” Stan denounces, no real bite in his tone. He starts to straighten out his polo, tucking it back into his chinos. If Bill was Richie, he’d make a comment on Stan being an old man.</i></p><p><i>Bill huffs as he stands up, “You started it!” Real mature Denbrough, real mature.</i></p><p><i>“Because you just hand another ‘hero’ rant, I had to break the tension.”</i></p><p><i>“A wh-what?”</i></p><p><i>Stan looks like he wants to thunk him again, but is he blushing? It must be from their tussle. “It’s where you get all ‘selfless hero’ and have this ability to make us feel brave enough to conquer anything. You get this determined and heroic look in your eye. It never leads to anything good.”</i></p><p><i>“So you cuh-call it a ‘hero rant’?” he gibes.</i></p><p><i>“Well, we all technically do. Richie started it,” Stan corrects simply.</i></p><p><i>Bill takes his spot back next to Stan, and the way he knocks his knee into Stan’s may or may not be an accident, “Is it  totally a bad thing then? My hu-hero rant?”</i></p><p><i>Stan’s quiet for a brief moment, “Not really, only when Richie is involved. For the most part, it just makes me feel safe.”</i></p><p><i>His heart tugs in his chest for an unexplainable reason, though he briefly thinks of Beverly. “Yeah wuh-well, that’s good I guess,” he finishes lamely, not sure what to say to that. He doesn’t mention how he always wants to be the one to make Stan feel safe.</i></p><p><i>Stan looks at him, curiously for a moment. He knows Bill well, and he knows when Bill is hiding something. Thankfully he doesn’t push it, this time. “Come on, I wanna talk about this curly-haired character you wrote.”</i></p><p>A week later he- Bill- got the news that they were moving. His parents had completely forgotten Georgie at that point, they saw no reason to stay in Derry. It would only take two months before Bill forgot all of them completely. Forget Georgie.</p><p>“You understand why I didn’t say anything, don’t you Jacob?” Wendell breaks him from his thoughts. It’s silent now, Mike and Eddie must have left the room. Wendell is looking at him, pleading with Jacob to see why he did what he did. Why he didn’t go into detail or mention IT at all when gathering everyone.</p><p>“They wouldn’t have come, they would’ve thought you were crazier. Talking about being reincarnated is one thing, but IT is another,” he says, rationalizing it to himself, “That still doesn’t make it any better though. We should’ve told them,” anger starts to turn lowly in his gut, “You could’ve at least told me about Georgie.” Wendell looks like he’s been slapped in the face and he instantly regrets it. Georgie isn’t Wendell&rsquo;s fault, it’s his, but Wendell knew about Georgie while Jacob couldn’t remember him, and he never thought to tell him. Still, he doesn’t take back what he said.</p><p>Wendell sighs and stands up, walking over to a dresser. The top drawer rattles as he pulls it open, and he pulls out a heavily decimated walkie-talkie. He turns and holds it out to Jacob, “Here. You should have this back.”</p><p>Jacob accepts it out of curiosity, running the pads of his fingers over the sun-dried plastic before it hits him. This was his, the one he used with Georgie. “How do you have this?”</p><p>“Mike, the me in The Before, he collected a bunch of stuff from you guy&rsquo;s childhood after it was just him here. I think he wanted to hang on to the memories when he was left alone, that’s what I would do.”</p><p>For the first time since entering the attic, he looks around. There are piles of books, notes stick out every which way in them, boxes are stacked along one wall, obviously holding even more books. There’s a bike that&rsquo;s rusted to hell leaning against a wall.  <i>Hi ho Silver! Away!</i></p><p>That’s his fucking bike! He gets up and almost trips over his own cane as he shuffles over to it. He can still see where he scrawled her name in marker,  <i>Silver.  </i>She was fast enough to beat the devil.</p><p>“I found that actually. On one of my trips into Derry. She was hanging in the window of this old thrift store….the owner gave me her for free,” Wendell tells him as Jacob moves on from Silver, going to look in the drawer where Wendell pulled the walkie talkie out of.</p><p>It’s a collection of odd objects, a pair of glasses with thick lenses, a really dated inhaler, a worn bird encyclopedia, a necklace with a key on it, and a protractor, along with a few other items. There was something in there to represent each one of them, all except for Wendell- <i>Mike.</i></p><p>Wendell, who’s been living with this nightmare his whole two lives, never having the chance to forget. Stuck with the task to convince people who don’t remember him to keep an oath they all made, an oath Jacob made them make. What a lonely existence.</p><p>“We can make this right, we can get justice for all the kids IT’s taken. We can finally get justice for Georgie,” Wendell says.</p><p>Justice won’t bring Georgie back, but he deserves it. As a sorry excuse for a brother, it’s the least that he can do. Jacob needs to defeat IT, and he’s going to need his friends, no,  <i>his family  </i>to help him. But how can he ask that of them again? The last time they came back, it went horribly wrong.</p><p>“Wendell, what happened last time? Why did we fail?” He needs to know the answer to this, especially if he’s about to ask them to put their lives on the line yet again.</p><p>He hangs his head, “I don’t know.”</p><p>That can’t be what he said, he must’ve heard him wrong- right? “Did you just say you didn’t know?”</p><p>Wendell sinks into an arm chair, “I remember everything, for the most part. I remember us becoming friends when we were young, hell I remember most of my adult years too. The calls I made to get everyone to come back&hellip;I remember us dying even. We had a plan, the Ritual of Chud, we had our tokens, but something, something went wrong,” he confesses, “It’s been driving me insane, the information that could quite literally save our lives this time, I can’t fucking remember it.”</p><p>Jacob’s not completely unempathetic, he can’t imagine what Wendell has been dealing with, so he places a hand on his shoulder, “You can’t beat yourself up over that. We’ll figure it out. We’re <i>The Losers Club </i> after all.”</p><p>A smile tries to tug at Wendell’s lips, but he resists, “I have an idea on how we can figure it out, it requires getting you guys to remember more, but you&rsquo;re right. We can figure it out and we can defeat IT this time. If not&hellip;I think we’ll have to keep trying till we do.”</p><p>He suddenly feels a little faint, “You mean, we’ll just be reincarnated again, won’t we?”</p><p>Wendell nods, “Yeah, we made the oath of lifetimes. There can be no one else, we were chosen for this.”</p><p>He’s not completely sure what Wendell means, but he can feel it in his bones that Wendell is right. The idea that they were going to end up here anyways, that Bill wasn’t completely in charge, it eases his self induced guilt. Only by a tid bit though. “We’ll have to convince the others, it’s time to tell them, and me, the whole truth. And whatever plan you have for us to find out why we failed last time. Wendell, if they say no, I’m not asking them to change their minds. They&rsquo;re either here because they want to be, or they can leave.” He won’t make the same mistakes this time.</p><p>Wendell looks vaguely uncomfortable by that idea but concedes, “Okay. I&rsquo;ll tell them the truth, the whole truth&hellip;. we need to get Syd and everyone else up here, I think it’s time we talked about the deadlights.”</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N: </b>Thanks for reading! Let me know what you think! I think I&rsquo;m really starting to get a knack for blending the character&rsquo;s personalities together So next chapter Wendell finally gets to explain everything to everyone, right? Idk man, I just write this thing. This was the first time Sonny actually got a section section ya know? I still haven&rsquo;t watched Goosebumps 2 whoops. And this the first section Mike has gotten since I introduced him? I am just now realizing that&hellip; How do I say I&rsquo;m soft for stozier friendship without having stozier really interact in this fic yet ugh Did I really just blame Stan for the reason all Bill&rsquo;s books end badly? Yes I did, whatcha going to do about it huh? This was my first time EVER describing IT, so I hope I did that okay So you may notice the increase of time between updates,,, yeah I work two jobs so I promise I&rsquo;m getting these chapters out as fast as I can, please be patient with me ! I&rsquo;ve also increased how long the chapters are at least! Other reincarnations I seriously considered was Bill as Aiden Hall from the Lodge and Richie as Mile Fairchild from the turning btw.</p><p><b>Tags:</b> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mugAA06Sx-JdnKn8g0yXa3Q">@elliee-doodles</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mpIy0LqV3okURDVMyO8ITrQ">@alex-whitley-187</a></p>
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Body: <h1>And With Fire In My Lungs </h1><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/33459607">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/682813673889202176/give-me-your-heart">New Fic</a></p><p>A gift for <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m14VJA2CgnhfQu0CpMYYx5Q">@s-oulpunk</a> !</p><p><b>Rating :</b> E</p><p><b>Summary: </b>Stanley just wants Bill&rsquo;s attention, he just wanted to fix what was distracting from Bill from him. Too bad he makes Bill mad in the process. And oh boy, does he get attention from Bill, it&rsquo;s just the bad kind.</p><p><b>Check below cut for warnings! </b></p><!-- more --><p><b>Warnings:</b> Mentions of murder, an attempted murder, and a sexual punishment used as real punishment. This includes spanking/hitting, derogatory language, and orgasam denial. With that being said, this is all consensual, it&rsquo;s part of the lifestyle they choose to live and if Stan was to tell Bill &ldquo;No&rdquo; or &ldquo;Stop&rdquo;, Bill would do so immediately. I would still tread lightly with this fic though, please don&rsquo;t read if there&rsquo;s even a chance of triggering you!</p><p><b>A/N:</b> This is one of the scenes from an Au me and Pj talked about and came up with. I think this was both of ours favorite scene we discussed so I decided to write it out and gift it to her !</p><p><br/></p><p>Bill Denbrough rises to anger only on the rare occasion. This is one of those times.</p><p>In his, well,  <i>profession </i> so to say, it’s important to keep a cool head. An angry man gets careless and makes rash decisions, and rash decisions are what get you caught. It’s all about calculation. Finding his next prey, estimating the value of what they have in their wallets, and how much fun they’ll be to play with.</p><p>A game of cat and mouse. His favorite game that he&rsquo;s been playing with Detective Mike Hanlon.</p><p>Oh poor Mikey boy, just when he thinks he’s starting to get one step ahead of Bill, he realizes he’s been three steps behind the whole time. It’s amusing really at this point. Bill has fun playing with him, going as far as to leave the body of one of his victims in Mike’s front lawn. One of his favorite pass times is calling Mike on a burner phone, taunting the poor police detective. He’s unsure of what he wants from Mike at this point, but he’s interesting enough to see his little gambit of trying to catch him play out. If the detective gets too close, he can always dispose of him. If that time comes, it will be <i> his  </i>decision to make,  <i>not </i> one of his boys.</p><p>His boys, his perfect pets. Richie, Eddie, and Stanley, loyal to a fault and constantly clamoring for their leader’s approval. They like to play with Bill, sometimes picking out the victims, even helping at times with them. Eddie has a knack for making their crime scene look spotless, that is if Bill is in the rare mood not to leave a mess. Richie goes out with Bill the most when Bill goes hunting. Amazingly, the trashmouth becomes speechless when he watches Bill work. Stanley, his sweet sadistic Stanley, always surprising him. He tells himself that he doesn&rsquo;t have favorites between the three, but it’s a lie to deny the fact that he does harbor a soft spot for him.</p><p>Stanley is rarely punished, such a little teacher’s pet he is. Unlike Richie (and sometimes Eddie) Stanley strives to please Bill. The few times he’s ever had to punish Stanley was because Eddie had provoked Stanley into accidentally breaking one of Bill’s rules. Even though he had enforced the idea that none of them can break his rules, he would let Stanley off a lot gentler those times, Stanley had never meant to be bad. At least not until now.</p><p>Now, now he’s done something that Bill can’t let him off easy for. Stanley has truly fucked up for the first time, and Bill is  <i>furious.</i></p><p>Has he been too easy with Stanley? Is this somehow his fault? He knows Richie requires a firmer hand, and so does Eddie every once and a while, but Stanley? Stanley was supposed to be expectation of how the three of them were supposed to act. Stanley was his shining star, one he would show off to Bev when she brought her two around, Ben and Kay. After all the praise and gifts he gave Stanley, did his pet start to think that he could just do what he wants? That he can break Bill&rsquo;s rules and not be punished? If so, that will be fixed by the end of the night, he’ll see to it.</p><p>They’re driving home right now, back to the fancy foreclosed house Bill had chosen to set them up in for the month. Stanley is trying to muffle his sobbing in the passenger seat, while Bill’s hand is over the console, resting on his thigh in a vice grip. It’s going to bruise but that is the least of Stan&rsquo;s problems.</p><p>One of the only faults Stanley has ever had is his  <i>jealously.  </i>He knows Stanley hates when he flirts with other people outside the chosen select few, but there’s always been a reason for it. Always. So Stanley never says anything, he knows better than to; at least Bill thought he did.</p><p>There were signs leading up to tonight, Bill just wasn’t paying attention, he knows that now. Stanley would sometimes struggle to share Bill with Richie and Eddie in the beginning. When Bev and her lot started coming around, Stanley was pulled tight when he would have to watch Bill and Bev. The two leaders are always flirting, and occasionally, hooking up. He was already a tightly pulled string, the Detective was the one who broke it.</p><p>Stanley couldn’t stand all the attention Bill was giving Mike, so in his  <i>pet’s stupid </i> brain, Stanley decided to take it into his own hands. He would just dispose of Mike, and he just assumed Bill would move on. He forgot that Bill doesn’t like his toys being taken away from him. His mother always said he was stubborn as a child.</p><p>Richie and Eddie are innocent in this. If they had  <i>helped Stanley  </i>in this ridiculous plan of his- oh it makes Bill too angry to even fathom what he’d do the three of them. His hand squeezes tighter around Stanley’s thing, white-knuckling it. Stanley whimpers pathetically in response.</p><p>He got to Mike’s house just in time. Stanley had snuck through the basement window to surprise Mike in his home. One of the first things Bill ever taught Stanley was how to pick a window lock. Bill busted through the front door, not knowing what to expect. Stanley can be sadistic if left to let his mind run wild, especially when he’s jealous.</p><p>Mike was knocked unconscious in the kitchen, a bloody book end dropped by his head. Smart Stanley. Mike is a big guy, there was no way he could’ve taken him besides a surprise attack. The good thing was Mike looked otherwise unharmed, though the kitchen knife hastily dropped on the floor indicates that Stanley was just about to before Bill busted in.</p><p>He found Stanley hiding in the closet under the stairs. He said nothing as he yanked Stanley up by the hair and dragged him out of the house, Stanley trying not to cry and apologizing to Bill over and over. It didn’t matter, he broke one of Bill’s rules, he disobeyed.</p><p>He still hasn’t said anything as they pull up their current, temporary residence and parked. Stanley starts to grow more frantic as Bill gets out of the car and slams his door. He knows what&rsquo;s coming. Bill has only ever been this angry one other time, the time Richie’s recklessness almost got him caught. Richie couldn’t sit for a week with how bruised he was. He doesn&rsquo;t realize that this time, Bill is even madder than he was then.</p><p>Bill rounds the car and opens Stan’s door, yanking him up by the wrist. Stan starts really blubbering, him openly crying now, “Bill-Billy, please! I’m sorry, I wasn’t thinking I-”</p><p><i>“Shut up.”</i></p><p>He says that a little too coolly as he changes to grip Stanley’s hair, pulling him along. Fury is simmering under his skin, his jaw tight. He hates it when things don&rsquo;t go his way, his mother always said he was a stubborn child.</p><p>He drags Stanley up and into the house, throwing the front door shut. Immediately two sets of clamoring footsteps come down the stairs.</p><p>“Did you get him in time Billy?”</p><p>Yeah Big Bill, did you catch Stanley?” Richie and Eddie are asking before they’re even down the stairs.</p><p>Their questions die on their lips the moment they&rsquo;re at the foot of the stairs when they see how tight Bill is holding Stan’s curls.</p><p>“You two, in the living room,  <i>now, </i>” He commands. Eddie, knowing for once that now is not the time to push his luck, scrambles in there. Richie is about to follow when he pauses to give Stanley a sympathetic glance. Oh, Bill noticed that, and that simply won’t do. He stops Richie with a grab of his shoulder, “Actually Richie, go grab me the belt, the studded one.” There’s a flash of horror in Richie’s eyes. Bill never uses the studded belt. There’s never been a punishable offense to warrant it until now it is. Richie gives Stan another sympathetic glance before nodding numbly before going to do as Bill asked.</p><p>Stan’s full body is shaking at this point as Bill leads him into the living room, “Billy PLEASE! I’M SORRY!” Bill throws him to his knees in front of the fireplace, his soft skin bruising on the brick, “I fucked up- I know I did! Please!” He gets an open-palmed slap to the face for it, effectively dulling him into muffled whines.</p><p>“Are you gonna beat him, Bill?” Eddie asks from his place on the couch. He asks as if he’s a child inquiring about the punishment for the school yard bully.</p><p>He looks over at Eddie as Richie comes and he quietly takes the belt from him. Richie joins Eddie on the couch. Instead of answering him, he asks, “He broke a rule Eddie, and what happens when you break a rule?”</p><p>“You get beat,” Richie and Eddie answered at the same time. So well trained, how could Stan fall out of synch with them?</p><p>Bill nods his approval at them before refocusing on Stanley. His anger has drained significantly during the car ride and now, but there&rsquo;s still enough to heat his skin. Believe it or not, he’d rather not do this, he doesn’t take pleasure in punishing his boys  <i>in this way.  </i>From Stan’s shorts, he can see the bruises from where he grabbed him in the car and from where he was pushed onto the bricks. He feels a pain of sympathy, but this is necessary. He earned this punishment. Bill doesn’t think he’ll be able to touch Stanley for weeks after <i>this.  </i>Bill blatantly told them to leave Mike alone, and Stanley disobeyed.</p><p>“Stanley clothes off,  <i>now. </i>”</p><p>He tries one last attempt at pleading, “Bill please,” he whimpers softly.</p><p>It’s a struggle to keep his cold composure but he does. Whenever the few times Stanley has gotten punished, it’s always been Bill making him orgasm until he can’t no more, or making him Richie’s sex slave for the night as Bill jacks off watching them. This is new territory for Stanley. He’ll just have to learn.</p><p>“Stanley, don&rsquo;t make this harder on yourself. Clothes, now.” He must realize pleading with Bill right now is a lost cause because he recedes. Glumly he stands and starts to shred his clothes, head hanging low. Changing tactics and looking for favor with Bill now, he takes his underwear off without being told, his cock hanging limp on display. It’s too late. “Now get on your knees.” Stan starts to kneel towards the fireplace, “No, turn around bitch, I want you to face them,” Bill corrects him. There’s a brief moment where he thinks Stanley is going to fight his demand before he turns around to face Richie and Eddie.</p><p>Eddie looks a little too eager to watch the show, his hard-on making a tent in his shorts, Richie, much less so. He doesn’t want to watch this, but that&rsquo;s good. The next time Richie even thinks of acting up, this scene will be burned in his brain. With that in mind, Bill begins.</p><p>The first swing of the belt on Stanley’s ass causes him to shriek in pain. Despite that, Stanley falls on his forearms, his ass more on display for Bill. There’s an angry red mark already.</p><p>“After each hit, I want you to apologize, do you understand?” Stanley weakly nods. That’s not good enough so Bill brings the belt down once more, “I asked you a question! Do you understand?”</p><p>“Y-yes, sir! I understand!” he amends. He’s already learning his lesson, good.</p><p>Bill nods his approval even though Stan can’t see him, and ponders for a moment. “Ten. Ten hits will be your punishment,” that’s enough to remind Stan, and Richie and Eddie, that  <i>Bill </i> is in charge. There will be no more defiance from the three, no more acting out on emotion.</p><p>He sniffles, “Yes sir, as you s-see fit.” Stan can’t bring himself to look at Richie and Eddie on the couch, staring intently at the floor as tears fall freely from his eyes, Bill can almost feel the shame radiating from him. He wants to feel sympathy for him, but he can’t. Bill will not allow himself to be perceived as weak, and especially by his own boys no less.</p><p>“Look at them! I want you to look at them as you’re punished you stupid slut!” Bill once again grabs a fistful of Stan’s curls and yanks him up by his hair till he’s forced to look at the two on the couch. He almost misses Richie’s flinch. Almost. “Richie! Eddie! Let this be a lesson to both of you! You know how I hate to repeat myself.” Bill enforces his threat with a whip to Stan with the studded belt, effectively starting back up his punishment.</p><p>Like a good pet trying to get back on his master’s good side again, after his pained yelp, he calls out, “I’m sorry S-sir!”</p><p>“Fucking count them too you idiot!” Another hit, “And start from the top!”</p><p>“O-one! I’m sorry sir!”</p><p>Bill hits him twice this time, in quick succession, “Tuh-two! Three! I’m sorry sir!”</p><p>Each hit the anger really starts to ebb away as he delivers two more strikes. Why did Stanley have to do this? To break his rules? Doesn’t he know that Bill is only doing this for his own good? This is all his fault he thinks now, he should’ve used a firm hand with Stan, like he’s done with the other two. Now they’re both paying for it.</p><p>From where’s he standing beside Stanley, one hand still gripped tightly in his curls, the other holding the studded belt, he can still see Stanley’s erection that&rsquo;s formed underneath him. A smirk tugs at his lips for the fact that he’s reminded why he favors Stanley, only for his lips to fall back down. He won’t be touching Stanley for a while after this, none of them will. It would erase all the hard work Bill is doing now. The sight does make him aware of his own erection, Eddie will have to help after this because he’s already feeling keyed up.</p><p>Stan’s arousal does give him another weapon to use though as he hits him with the belt again, particularly hard this time. “You’re such a little whore aren’t you? You’re hard and desperate but still shaking and sobbing while being hit, if only you were good for anything besides fucking.”</p><p>“Suh-six! I’m sorry sir! And I know! I’m just a stupid whore!”</p><p>Bill can barely understand Stanly at this point, he’s blubbering so bad. He remains silent as he hits Stanley three more times, pausing to study his handy work before delivering the final blow. From Stan’s mid-thighs to his lower back in covered in little indents from the studs, bruises and abrasions litter his once porcelain skin. Little blood droplets are sprinkled along with the dark areas, adding red to the purple bluish-green splotches on him. This is the <i>worst </i>he’s ever made one of his boys look. Dammit Stanley.</p><p>He tightens his grip on Stanley’s disheveled curls and the belt and forces himself to deliver the final blow just as hard he did the others.</p><p>“Tuh- TEN! I’M SORRY SIR!” Bill drops the belt like a dead snake and let&rsquo;s go Stanley’s curls, who immediately crumples to the floor in a heap, all the fight drained out of him as he weeps.</p><p>He looks down at his broken pet on the floor and gets to where he can crouch down in front of Stan’s face. When he reaches down to grab him by the chin, even now Stanley knows better than to flinch from Bill’s touch. Bill pulls his face up he can look into his puffy and bleary hazel eyes.</p><p>“Don’t you  <i>ever </i>let me down again.” There’s a flash of fear in Stan’s eyes and Bill knows he was successful. He stands and leaves him on the floor, his eyes landing on Richie and Eddie who’ve been silent and obedient this whole time. They deserve a reward for that. “Richie.” The Trashmouth&rsquo;s worried eyes snap from Stan to his leader, his eyebrows drawn together in confusion. “Leave him for a little, let the weight of his punishment soak in … but then you can clean him up and put him to bed, but that’s it. Do not share a bed with him, not for a while.”</p><p>Richie looks once again at his crumpled friend, starting to realize the full extent of Bill’s punishment.  <i>None of them </i> will be touching Stanley in any fond way for a while, cleaning him up tonight is Bill being nice. Richie will take what he can get, “Yes sir.”</p><p>Now time for Eddie’s reward. “Eddie, come,” Bill says as he starts to head to the stairs. Eddie practically leaps off the couch to follow him. Faintly he hears Stan’s pleas for Bill not to leave him, but he forces himself not to turn around goes up the stairs, heading to the master bedroom. Eddie is right behind him on his heels.</p><p>He sits on the edge of the plush king-size bed, pulling his iPhone and current burner phone in his pockets before lowering his jeans and boxers, freeing his pulsing cock. Eddie immediately falls between his legs onto his knees, grabbing hold of him and bringing him to his plush lips. Bill tries to relax into it as he leans back on the palms of his hands, letting Eddie work his magic, it’s been a very stressful night for him.</p><p>Of course, that’s when his burner phone starts to ring, meaning it’s Mike. The anger from before returns from earlier as he’s reminded of the person at the center of his problem. He snatches the phone up and bites out a greeting, “Detective Hanlon, how’s that head of yours?” he asks sarcastically. He can hear the sound of a monitor and beeping in the background, he must be in the hospital now.</p><p>“You sound like you care, Johnathan,” he has no idea who Bill really is or his name so Mike’s been giving him random names, once he even called him ‘William’, he had to hide his snickers that time. Mike continues, “I know you did it, but why’d you leave me alive?”</p><p>Mike doesn’t know about Stanley, Richie, or Eddie. Bill’s that protective of them. Fucking Stanley messed everything up with Mike, now he thinks Bill’s the one who tried to kill him. He groans in frustration and runs his other hand through Eddie’s hair try to soothe himself. The pet between his knees chokes himself on his dick, trying to help ease Bill’s frustration.</p><p>He thinks of something on the spot, “What can I say, Mikey, I was feeling lonely and I wanted to visit you.”</p><p>There’s silence for a moment, “I’ll come to visit you next, where could I find you?”</p><p>This actually causes Bill to laugh, he pulls Eddie down harder on cock as he does it almost as a reflex, “Yeah nice try Mikey.” He hangs up the phone before there’s a response. He takes the battery out and throws the phone so hard against the wall it shatters.</p><p>Down the hallway, he can hear Richie attempting to sing Stanley to sleep as he uses both of his hands on Eddie’s head to properly start to face fuck him. Maybe in a couple of weeks, he can go back to doing this with Stanley.</p>
Tags: bill denbrough, stanly uris, stenbrough, hanbrough, mike hanlon, reddie, richie tozier, eddie kasprak, stozier, kaspbrough

Post id: 659976724277248001
Date: 2021-08-19 19:54:11 GMT
Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/659976724277248001/i-wanna-talk-about-this-i-looked-forever-for-this
Slug: i-wanna-talk-about-this-i-looked-forever-for-this
Reblog key: SCdutBxm
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Title: 
Body: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="280" data-orig-width="500"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/8293c908a32b8cc8800e3efde59bae73/f5e2bf91b4922666-ef/s640x960/1fa043f05335859b2459a92ea8aa65637c2c2550.jpg" data-orig-height="280" data-orig-width="500"/></figure><p>I wanna talk about this. I looked <i>forever</i> for this image and similar ones and they&rsquo;re not even that great, whoops. I believe this was the first concept of the how losers were going to look like in the first movie and I wanna break it down- under the cut.</p><!-- more --><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="373" data-orig-width="736"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/19304e48c2e86559b5473e9f462294c1/f5e2bf91b4922666-1d/s640x960/80bbd5d22c70814bbe361333c85738d46fe815ea.jpg" data-orig-height="373" data-orig-width="736"/></figure><p>Okay lets start with this one. First of all <i>Eddie&rsquo;s hat </i>is adorable but I can see why they ditched it. The Eddie we grew to love would never be seen in it, we all remember the shower cap incident. Richie would&rsquo;ve made fun of him for wearing this, but let&rsquo;s all pretend he wears it when Richie isn&rsquo;t around, it&rsquo;s so cute. Second of all, Stan is wearing a Kippah, which makes sense. But his hair is styled (you can tell better in the other photos) so it&rsquo;s really more noticeable. In the movie he&rsquo;s seen wearing a kippah all of two times. Not that the camera was focusing on the back of his head, but it makes you wonder. This hair style is obviously trying to make it more noticeable and I wish we could&rsquo;ve seen it more. This hairstyle <i>and</i> Eddie&rsquo;s hat does make them look younger so maybe that was the reasoning. Ben looks more or less the same, except he wearing headphones, maybe those were originally meant to be a more permeant part of his outfit?</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="281" data-orig-width="500"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/8c7e0d33e50c079e11e2f5b7b821a9ed/f5e2bf91b4922666-60/s640x960/a933208535d2d94162e4d23a4c98a318c5dcb6ed.jpg" data-orig-height="281" data-orig-width="500"/></figure><p>Mike is more or less in what we see him in at the end of the film. Goes to show that Mike was great from the beginning. Let&rsquo;s talk about the three different hairstyles going on. Richie&rsquo;s looks a like Mike&rsquo;s from Stanger Things, which I mean, go figure, but I believe in the movie it&rsquo;s a little shorter? And a little less styled? I may not be remembering that right. Bill&rsquo;s is also more styled than what we see in the movies, see the other photos for reference, and it looks redder. Jaeden is a natural brunette as Bill was in the movie, but here it looks like they added tints of red to the front of his hair, and honestly, I prefer it. Bill is a ginger in the book so this would&rsquo;ve been a nice mash of hair color. Now the most noticeable change, Bev&rsquo;s hair. I&rsquo;m not sure if this was meant to be her hair for the whole movie, or the after or before haircut from her long hair. I like Sophia&rsquo;s natural short hair in the film and when she cut her hair in the film, it was a very powerful scene, I am happy with the change.</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="552" data-orig-width="1170"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/6480d74244c88f0fb6320553256b993f/f5e2bf91b4922666-b2/s640x960/655c3e806d0fbda6255ea713a0114f6de918b2b7.jpg" data-orig-height="552" data-orig-width="1170"/></figure><p> Now this a full body shot. Look at those <i>socks</i> on Stan and Eddie, it&rsquo;s so funny/cute. I don&rsquo;t think they had socks like these in the film, especially Stan because those are almost knee high and I feel like those would&rsquo;ve been noticeable. Few outfit changes we can see they made is Richie&rsquo;s shirts are much more bright in the movies, Eddie&rsquo;s fannypack and shorts are more eye-catching, and Bev wears dresses in the film. Of course I couldn&rsquo;t not mention the fact that they have Bill in pants here, as to his jorts in the film. Jorts will always be win and they became one of the defining aspects of his character, so good change. They had Mike&rsquo;s outfit down from the get go and I think the outfit Ben is wearing is what he wears on the last day of school. They all have generic black backpacks on for some reason? Who knows. If you have better photos of this, please send them to me. It took me forever to find these. Thank you for coming to my Ted talk. </p>
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Body: <h1>We&rsquo;re The Losers, And We Always Will Be Chp. 6</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/31792963/chapters/82048717">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/656263293940432896/werre-the-losers-and-we-always-will-be-chp-5">Chp. 5</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/663619184629006336/were-the-losers-and-we-always-will-be-chp-7">Chp. 7</a></p><p><b>Summary:</b> The losers arrive to Derry. Syd wants answers, Freddy makes a discovery, Wendell worries, and Stanley connects some dots.</p><p><b>A/N:</b> Warnings, briefly referenced racism and homelessness. Okay we&rsquo;re getting four different Povs this time. They all range in different length and trying to format it the best I can to keep it from getting confusing. This is my first fic where I&rsquo;m trying to juggle all seven losers equally so feedback is appreciated ! Reminder for this fic: The timeline for this is when &lsquo;original losers&rsquo; are kids, the fight pennywise the first time in 1967. The second time the fight him and die is in 1994. Meaning this story is set in modern day. The losers are all about 18. Also I feel like a lot happens this chapter so buckle up</p><!-- more --><p>Syd knows now she really, <i>really,</i> should’ve considered the logistics of a long car ride with six guys.</p><p>Freddy and Mike have been bickering almost non-stop in the back, but thankfully it’s turned into white noise after the first two. It helped when she convinced Sonny to switch spots with her and let her ride in the front passenger&rsquo;s side. He’s been extra nice to her since she snapped at him, but in her defense, she had had the strangest fucking day. It’s too late to apologize now, oh well.</p><p>They made it into Maine a few hours ago and will arrive in Derry any minute, right on the cusp of the setting sun. A feeling of dread that’s weighing her down since they crossed the state board has been getting heavier the closer they are. It’s like she feels something evil radiating from Derry.</p><p>She’s been keeping an eye on Stan, between the both of them he’s reacted the worst when Wendell explained why they need to go with them. A promise, an oath she knows in her soul she needs to keep. Stan must’ve felt the same because he agreed to go, even before she did, but he looked <i> petrified. </i>That screaming in her head is telling her she knows why, it’s almost legible but still inaccessible. Stan shouldn’t have come. It feels wrong to think that- he&rsquo;s her best friend, someone she’s always felt inexplicably comfortable around, but it’s true. Not that she’ll ever tell him that. <strike>You’ve always kept things from ole Stanny, Bevvie.</strike></p><p>Stan being Stan of course has since brushed his look of terror off his face, which is now being repressed with all his other hard to feel feelings in the back of his brain. For an easy-going guy, he’s not exactly an open book. She glances in the rearview mirror back at him. Jacob and Stan are now the ones playing on the Switch, but unlike Freddy and Mike earlier, there’s a purposeful distance between the two. <i>The distance won&rsquo;t last.</i></p><p>It’s hard to know how to feel about Jacob, really anyone in the van except for Stan, but Jacob is important in this, whatever  <i>this </i> is. He had a personal stake in this, he lost someone in their last life. It was his little-</p><p>“We just crossed into the city,” Sonny announces quietly, staring out the window.</p><p>A sudden hush falls across the van as everyone looks out the window, even Freddy stopping his rant over some comic book to Mike shuts up. There’s no boom, no sudden explosion of memories in her mind, no rush of the ghosts of her pasts trying to charge at her. Nothing but dread. From the looks on everyone else’s faces, it’s the same. Wendell grips the steering wheel determinedly, his eyes locked dead ahead.</p><p>“So is anyone feeling like they ascended or some other mystical bullshit?” Stan asks, trying to lighten the mood, but his face has become sickly pale.</p><p>No one answers him until Mike says, “It’s hard to remember anything over the smell of Fredrick&rsquo;s lingering burps.”</p><p>The tension in the van drains as everyone uneasily chuckles. Everyone except for Freddy of course. “I didn’t want to have indigestion! All we’ve been eating is gas station food, which is really bad for you in general, I wasn&rsquo;t about to make worse! ”</p><p>“Says the guy who chose to get only slim jims,” Mike quips back.</p><p>Jacob groans, “Don’t mention that, that was gross. I’ve never seen someone eat so many of those.”</p><p>“Oh not you complaining too! They’re high in protein. It’s not like we’ve had a chance to eat an actual meal.”</p><p>“But we can have one tonight? Right, Wendell?” Sonny asks him hopefully.</p><p>She sighs, “Yeah what about it? Where are we even staying?” They passed a broken-down townhouse and she hasn’t seen any commercial hotels. With everything happening so fast, she didn’t stop to think about their sleeping arrangements, or how small Derry was. Everyone makes mummers seconding the questions. No one has thought to ask Wendell, it took crossing the town line for it to sink that  <i>this was happening.</i></p><p>“There’s an abandoned library where I have some things set up, and before anyone says anything; yes it’s abandoned but it’s still on the city&rsquo;s water and the electric grid. We can see about food when we get there.” Wendell doesn’t leave much room for argument.</p><p>“You expect us to stay at some broken-down library? We can&rsquo;t just get a hotel room or something? We could be arrested for trespassing!” Mike retaliates anyway. He&rsquo;s staring out the window and she almost misses his lingering look on a random wood fence as they drive over a bridge. Strange.</p><p>“A hotel room? Where we’d all be split up? Do you really think that’s the best idea?” She defends Wendell. They can speak more freely out of the public view, talk about past life and magical promises without someone overhearing them and having them locked up. They haven’t even passed a hotel yet either so it&rsquo;s not like there&rsquo;s an abundance of sleeping options.</p><p>Stanley agrees with her, “I don’t want to split up. We should stay together, Wendell’s plan is the best,” he spares a glance at Freddy who’s been oddly quiet, “Besides I’m a broke man and I don’t want anyone carrying my weight.” That’s a lie, she knows for a fact that he has a few hundred cash on hand that he’s saved up over the years. Stan appears to be lying for the sake of Freddy, who gives him a grateful look.</p><p>She forgot about Freddy. While everyone else hasn’t said anything about funds, more than likely having money from graduation, (or in Stan’s case, his weed business) Sonny had whispered to her and Stan that they picked Freddy up from a homeless shelter. This was during the blissful two hours of quiet they had when Mike and Freddy were both passed out.</p><p>Mike catches on, reading between the lines of Stanley is saying, “Fine I get it. Let&rsquo;s not split up so we don’t all die yada yada. If the cops show up and I get arrested because you all bolt on me I’ll never forgive you guys.” Freddy shoves Mike in the shoulder. “Hey! Abuse!”</p><p>“You numbnuts! If we ever have to run it’d be me and Jacob that gets caught! Were you ever taught to watch what you say?!”</p><p>“I was trying not to assume anything! I don’t know how your ‘things’ would affect you in a situation, Fredrick.”</p><p>“Did you just call it ‘things’?! Of course, we would be caught first! We watched Jacob trip and fall into the van less than two hours ago!”</p><p>“Hey now,” Stan tries to interrupt him, to no avail.</p><p>“And do you see these?” He rattles his crutches and pauses, “Actually I could beat someone with it but the point still stands. I don’t know where you go getting the ri-”</p><p>Wendell cuts him off gently with a, “We’re here,” as he parks the van in front of a large building. There’s a broken sign stating it’s the Derry Public library, with the faded red paint peeling off. Wendell clamors out before anyone can attest, and goes and opens the trunk. Sonny jumps out to help start unloading first. If she didn’t know any better she’d say Wendell was tired of them, if it wasn’t for the soft smile he’s been wearing the entire time. Throughout the whole car ride, Wendell hasn’t gotten annoyed with them, or if he has, he hasn’t shown it. It’s amazing with the bickering duo and Stan’s insistence on playing Blood Witch. Everyone follows suit after him, commenting amongst themselves on what is to be their home for the night, at least.</p><p>It’s a rather big library, standing at at least two stories. It’s hauntingly beautiful. Solid stone foundation and walls, the windows are stained glass, and some panels are broken along the front. Overgrown bushes litter the front, which Wendell took advantage of. He parked the van behind the two largest ones, giving complete coverage of it to the passing street. There’s a sturdy wood front door, a large “NO TRESPASSING” sign stapled to it.</p><p>Wendell leads them along to the back entrance and digs a key out of his pocket before opening it. Mike whines about breaking and entering once again, and once again is ignored. Based on how faded the no trespassing sign was on the door, she seriously doubts anyone has been here in a long time. That theory is quickly disproved the moment they step inside. Someone has been here, a lot.</p><p>The back door opens into the staff&rsquo;s room, which has a very new microwave and other new kitchen supplies sitting on the dusty counters. The hum of the outdated refrigerator indicates that it’s been plugged in.</p><p>Wendell turns and smiles sheepishly at them, “Anyone want a tour? I’ve worked hard to set it up for us.” And a tour they get, after they go back to the van to retrieve their belongings.</p><p>It turns out Wendell is from the next town over, and that’s part of the reason he remembers everything from the before (or as they have taken to calling their past lives) but she has a feeling there’s more to it than just the fact he happened to be born near Derry this life. He tells that on the weekends leading up to this departure, he was here, preparing for their arrival.</p><p>He converted the staff room back into a kitchen area. For showering, he brought in a camper’s shower and had it set up in the bathroom. No shower curtain and there’s only one bathroom, she’s already dreading it. Various rooms like old computer rooms and study rooms now have a mattress resting on top of the tables, and none of the bedding matched. It was all thrifted and he took what he could get. There are only five rooms set up, some will have to share a room. She snagged the only room set up on the first floor, no one was going to fight her on that. She was the only girl after all.</p><p>The first floor was compromised more of displays, now empty, than anything else. The first floor was also the nonfiction floor but the bookshelves are almost all toppled over and the books looked heavily damaged due to the broken window above the heap of wood and pages.</p><p>The second floor had the other four rooms and the fiction section. The middle was cleared out and a couch and beanbags that looked new sat in front of a rickety old tv. That’s when it hit her. Wendell set this place up for a  <i>long-term </i> stay. How long would this oath take? What was he not telling them?</p><p>The others had scattered to bicker over the rooms. Wendell had one locked with a padlock just for him and Sonny quickly and quietly slipped into another. Smart. The remaining four started to bicker over the sleeping arrangements. Syd took the opportunity while they were distracted to strike.</p><p>She taps on one of his broad shoulders, “Hey Wendell can we talk for a second while the children are distracted?”</p><p>Wendell nods and chuckles as Syd tries to lead them to the stairs heading up. There has to be a third floor she realized now that she’s in the library, or at least an attic. She can soothe her curiosity and get her answers up there, effectively killing two birds with one stone.</p><p>Wendell stops her before she takes the first step on the stairs. “Sorry! But we can’t go up there. The roof has caved in and the floors have become waterlogged and unsafe.”</p><p>That’s a lie, the first real one Wendell has told her since she’s met him. She saw the roof outside, it was completely intact. He looks uncomfortable lying to her, but not correcting what he said. There’s something up there he doesn’t want her to see; interesting. She would just go up there anyway to see what he’s hiding if it wasn&rsquo;t for their audience. Later tonight when everyone’s sleeping she’ll go see for herself what&rsquo;s up those stairs.</p><p>Shrugging her shoulders they head down to the staff/kitchen area instead. Wendell busies himself with wiping the dust of the counters with a rag he pulled from a drawer. A thick silence falls between them as Syd takes a seat at one of the rickety chairs circling a round, old, wooden table.</p><p>“Soooo? We’re here now. What now? What&rsquo;s the plan?”</p><p>Wendell is rubbing insistently at a mysterious brown stain, not looking at her when he speaks, “Let’s relax for the night. It’s been a long journey, we deserve a break. We can begin tomorrow.”</p><p>Syd snaps, “But begin what?! You haven’t told us anything about what we’re supposed to be fucking do here!” She sighs and takes a deep breath to compose herself. There’s a headache growing in her temples and she&rsquo;s drained from the car ride. All she’s gotten this whole time is half the answer. She’s lived a life before and made an oath and had a friendship so powerful that when they didn’t keep it, they were brought back to try again. But try <i>what again </i>? And  <i>who was she </i> in her past life? These are answers Wendell’s purposely keeping to himself and  <i>she’s scared.  </i>At least Wendell now is looking at her, abandoning his useless dusting in favor of stepping closer to her. “Look I’m sorry but you have to understand how frustrating this is. I feel like, like there’s this part of me begging me to remember something but <i>I can’t.  </i>It wasn’t just an oath Mike, it was more than that, that I know. <i>We died</i> for this oath but how? Please tell me what killed us, or at the very least who I was. Because it feels like she’s fucking screaming in my head. Just like she was when you first showed up at Stan’s house. All I get are feelings of memories and and sometimes I just know these tidbits of information that I don&rsquo;t remember ever learning, and it’s driving me insane Mike!” She baring her soul to him, because she does feel safe around him, but she needs him to start telling her these things. It won’t do any good if she’s just left in the dark.  “What the hell are you smiling at?&ldquo; At some point, Wendell has started smiling softly at her. What does he have to smile about? Here she is confiding in him, explaining why she needs answers and he looks happy.</p><p>He laughs, “You just called me Mike.” His smile grows. She didn&rsquo;t call him Mike though . Did she? She must have said Mike’s name on accident. But she knew another person named Mike, he walked her to the meadow to meet their friends. She was saying goodbye because she was leaving for Portland soon. But that didn’t happen, Syd’s never lived in Portland; that’s not-</p><p><i>A boy who with a dark complexation and toned muscles but no older than thirteen walks with her down the sidewalk dressed in overalls and a worn grey cotton shirt. Her dress is blowing in the wind, her necklaces jingling around her neck with every step she takes. There&rsquo;s a smell of flowers and smoke from nearby mills wafting through the air as the sun beats down on them. Despite the heat, a stubborn chill lingers in the wind. Summer is coming to an end in Maine.</i></p><p><i>“I’m gonna miss you, you know. I’m happy we became friends, even if it was just for the summer,” the boy says suddenly.</i></p><p><i>She beams at him, “Mikey we’ll always be friends, that&rsquo;s never going to change . You better write to me, promise me. I’ll miss everyone. In fact, you better make sure everyone writes to me. Promise me that instead.”</i></p><p><i>“Okay okay I promise,” he replies sincerely before giggling, “I don’t think it will take much reminding for Bill to write to you.”</i></p><p><i>Her cheeks are suddenly warm with embarrassment so she jovially shoves his shoulder before taking off down the street, “Come on! I race you there!”</i></p><p><i>There’s a clattering of feet behind her as Mike begins to run after her, “You’re on Beverly!”</i></p><p>“Syd, are you okay?” Mike-  <i>Wendell </i> is standing over her with a hand on her shoulder, looking concerned. Her breathing has sped up and she nods as she starts to get it under control.</p><p>“Beverly, my name was Beverly! I remember that!” Syd astonishes.</p><p>Wendell nods hurriedly and squats so he’s on her eye contact level, “Do you remember anything else?”</p><p>“Yes! Your name was Mike, we met during the summer. I was moving away because I was saying goodbye,” she pauses as she pieces things together, “And we were best friends.”</p><p>“We were the very best of friends. The seven of us, we were the Los-” A loud bang coming from upstairs.</p><p><i>“Dammit, Stan! Watch where you throw that!” </i> Freddy&rsquo;s voice thrills from upstairs.</p><p>Wendell rolls his eyes in amusement, “That doesn’t sound good. Come on, let’s go check on the kids.”</p><p>Syd catches him by his hand, clinging to it, “Wendell you have to tell us more than what you are. The others deserve to know who they were. And I still don’t know or remember what this oath is,” she pleads.</p><p>Wendell looks like he’s having a battle in his mind. “Syd, you have to trust me. Let’s just take tonight. I promise to tell you, all of you, more tomorrow.”</p><p>This is all she is going to get from him tonight, she knows when to tell she&rsquo;s defeated. Maybe she’ll find answers when she sneaks to the third floor tonight, there’s little point in continuing to grill him. So she lets him go with one last, simple question. “Can you at least tell me my last name from the before?”</p><p>“Beverly Marsh. You should google her, you may be surprised by what you find.” Wendell doesn’t elaborate when he shakes her hand off and heads upstairs.</p><p>Syd takes a moment to sit at the table, trying to process the memory, or to will more to come. No such luck. Her phone starts to vibrate in her pocket. She mentally sighs when she sees it’s Dina calling her. Maybe her girlfriend telepathically sensed her distress, wouldn’t that be funny. Also it wouldn&rsquo;t be the most improbable thing to happen as of late.</p><p>When she answers the phone and hears Dina’s voice on the other side, she can feel the tension leaving her shoulders. She wanders outside the building to the back lawn to talk to Dina, assuring her girlfriend that she did arrive safely.</p><p>It broke her heart to tell Dina that she was leaving with Stan and some strangers, and even more so when she couldn’t give her a good reason why. It doesn’t help that she still can’t answer Dina’s probing questions. Syd gets it, this whole thing would sound and look outlandish to an outsider. If the roles were reversed, Syd would’ve been agitated with the answers she is giving Dina. Dina isn’t Syd though. Where Syd would’ve been a smart ass about this whole thing, Dina is being compassionate and as supportive as she can, especially after Syd told her that this was just something she had to do the day she left. God, she loves that girl, she can’t wait to go off to college with her after all this. It also helps that Dina has left to go visit family at the same time as this.</p><p>She explores the grounds behind the library, observing a pond as she talks to Dina. Picking up a stick she pokes as the green mush around the edges up the pond water, it doesn&rsquo;t look like anything is alive in the pond. The subject of conversation has changed between Dina and Syd as Dina complains about her little cousins, more so just to use it as an excuse to keep talking to her.</p><p>The sun is almost fully set behind the trees at the end of the sloping lawn by the time they say their goodbyes. When she turns to head back to the library something catches the corner of her eye. For a brief second, she could swear she saw a shadow of a human figure at the edge of the woods. Unease and the continued feeling that she’s being watched have her almost running instead of walking back to the library. When she goes to open the back door, it swings open before she touches the handle, giving her a small fright.</p><p>It’s just Sonny and Wendell, van keys in the latter’s hand. It looks like they’re leaving.</p><p>Wendell noticed her fright, “You okay Syd?”</p><p>She looks between, from Wendell’s concern to Sonny’s also concerned, but a curious expression. There was no one in the woods, no one’s watching her, why worry them for nothing. It’s the stress of the whole situation starting to get to her.</p><p>“I’m fine. Where are you guys going?”</p><p>Sonny answers a little too quickly, “We all thought it would be nice to have pizza for dinner. Wendell and I were just about to run to go get it since we can’t have it delivered here. Do you have any preference for the toppings?”</p><p>“Uh, no, not really. Thank you for asking though Sonny,” she forces a smile his way. There’s something about Sonny she knows she’s supposed to remember, it just feels painful. Not that that makes much sense. “I’ll see you guys when you get back.”</p><p>“Be back in a minute!” Wendell says as the two walks out the door and Syd heads inside.</p><p>It’s a lot quieter upstairs now and Jacob is sitting at the table where she was almost an hour earlier. He’s rubbing his eyes as he talks on his phone, “No Dad, I’m fine, really! Yes,  <i>yes, </i> I’m taking it. I’ll let you know if I run out,” he looks up and makes eye contact with her, “Hey, I’ll call you later,” there’s a pause as he rolls his eyes, “Love you too.” He hangs up the phone. “Hey Syd, I was wondering where you went off too.”</p><p>“You were wondering about me?” she asks skeptically as she takes a seat in the chair across from him. She and Jacob haven’t shared many words since they’ve met. She didn’t have anything to say either when Jacob told her and Stan about his trial. They’re all a little fucked up, she thinks, so who is she to judge? Still isn’t sure what to make of him though.</p><p>Jacob flounders a little, “I mean not that I’ve been wondering about you, I just noticed when you walked downstairs with Wendell, that’s it.”</p><p>“Jacob it’s fine,” she assures him, “I thought you would’ve been caught up with the room sharing fiasco, that’s all.”</p><p>His face turns red, “Um yeah, me and Stan thought it would be better to share a room. Anyone who shares a room with Mike and Freddy wouldn’t be getting much sleep and Stan suggested we bunk together, that’s it,” he clears his throat, “Anyways, I came down here when my dad started calling me. I think the others are trying to get that rusted bucket of a tv up and working.”</p><p>Syd thinks of her mom and Goob for a second, her mom was excited for Syd going on a trip before college. ‘Finally acting like someone her age&rsquo; , she said. She didn’t get to say goodbye to Goob because it happened so fast and the kid was still in summer school. She’ll have to call him later, she misses her little brother already.</p><p>“If anyone can get the rust bucket working, it’s Stan. He has a certain finesse for things like that. He’s an old soul, in his own weird way.”</p><p>“I think he’s always been an old soul,” Jacob says more to himself. He’s talking about  <i>the before, </i> whether he realizes it or not.</p><p>“Jacob, do you, do you remember?” Has he had a flash back since their arrival like she did she asks herself.</p><p>He laughs hollowly, “That’s such a vague question Syd,” his eyes are distant, his mind is somewhere else, “You know that coma I told you I was in?”</p><p>“Yeah?”</p><p>There’s a moment before Jacob says anything else, “It caused me to remember some things, or that’s at least what Wendell theorizes,” He starts fiddling with his cane, running his thumb over the smooth black handle, “I remembered two people, a little boy, and uh- someone else. I’m not sure who. It really wasn’t much.”</p><p>She wants to be a little jealous that Jacob remembered some things before even coming here, but she couldn’t imagine going through what he did. “I just remembered my name not too long ago. My name in  <i>the before. </i> It was sorta trippy. I was talking to Wendell and then one moment, I was somewhere else, in my other life.” Saying stuff like this still makes her feel like she should be in a mental hospital, geeze.</p><p>“What was your name? I’ll tell you mine, it’s Bill- or was Bill I guess.”</p><p>Jacob was Bill, the same Bill who she had a crush on during the flashback. God, they were each other&rsquo;s first kisses in <i>the before</i> she remembers now. If he remembers their little fling from before, he’s not acting like it. It’s so weird to look at him now and know that; the puzzle is barely fitting together, there are bigger pieces she needs to find before she understands everything. It’s almost enough to make her not tell him, in fear that he does actually remember that. Because that was their first life, but something, or someone, is missing. It feels like even if he does remember it, it won’t matter much to him now. It was first love, sweet, but not lasting. She takes a chance, “My name was Beverly, but I think I would’ve typically gone by Bev.”</p><p>After a beat Jacob says, “Huh&hellip;that’s kinda funny you know.”</p><p>“What’s funny?”.</p><p>“You know, the fact that then <i>and</i> now you go by a three-letter nickname of your actual name,” he puts it plainly.</p><p>She shrugs her shoulders, “Yeah I guess that’s kinda weird.”</p><p>“How many coincidences do you think connects us to our past life? Even with little things like that?” he wonders aloud.</p><p>“I don’t know, but if I think about that too much it feels like my head is going to explode,” he chuckles at her retort as she stands up, “Come on, let’s go see if Stan got that tv working.”</p><p>-</p><p>There are worse things Freddy supposes than having to share a room with Mike. Like they could’ve gone to find a hotel room, only for Freddy to have explained that he can’t afford it. All he has is forty dollars and some pocket change, nowhere enough to spit a room for a couple of nights, even seven ways. Talk about embarrassing. So having to share a room with Mike at an abandoned library Wendell creepily fixed up ahead of time is not the worst-case scenario.</p><p>They even have a tv! Stan said he can get it working and that’s exciting, he can’t remember the last time he watched tv that wasn’t muted or playing some soap opera in a homeless shelter. And yes, a hotel room probably has new tvs, but he doesn’t go to hotels often and the last time was over a year ago. When CPS put him up in one while they tried to find a final foster home for him to finish high school in.</p><p>He takes a break from watching Stan working on the tv and goes to explore the second floor, the room he shares with Mike in particular. Mike stays with Stan because they’re talking animatedly about circuits or something, it&rsquo;s dumb nerd talk. They’re both excited about whatever it is.</p><p>Stan is an easy guy to like, he discovered. He reminds him a lot of Mike, except not at the same time? It doesn’t even make complete sense with himself. It all has something to do with  <i>the before </i>he thinks. He’s proud that he’s the one that came up with that nickname for their past lives and everyone has been calling it that. Mike says he reads too many superhero stories. Boo Mike.</p><p>Out of everyone, he’s pretty sure he’s the happiest - is that the word?- to be here. That night they picked him and Wendell explained everything, it was like a weight was lifted off his shoulder. Freddy was  <i>somebody, </i> he was <i> important </i> to people in his past life. Now he has the chance to be that again, to finish what he couldn’t start. It’s a … relief for him if he’s being perfectly honest.</p><p>These few days, he’s been happier than he has been for a while. Mostly because of stupid Mike. Mike with his stupid smart mouth and stupid cheesy sweater and his stupid dry humor and stupid pouty lips. He frustrates him to no end. Mike was probably as annoying as he was now in his past life too, he bets.</p><p>Stupid Jacob and Stan have some weird thing going on or he would’ve tried to room with Jacob. Since he accidentally outed Jacob’s trial, they’ve gotten along rather well. Jacob is definitely the one he trusts the most, it’s like an instinct. Even if Jacob isn’t the most talkative person in the world, he still like him. Maybe Jacob doesn&rsquo;t talk much because of his stutter. <strike>Wait he doesn&rsquo;t have one.</strike></p><p>The room he’s sharing with Mike is an old study room. Chairs and old computers are haphazardly thrown in a corner, and a few old desks line a wall, where Freddy and Mike have deposited their belongings on top of them. There’s a window that looks into the second floor but it has old cardboard boxes duct-taped across it. The bed, the worst part in his opinion, was a full-size mattress shoved on top of some tables. There are two pillows and a blue threadbare comforter and grey sheets. The pillowcases are each a different shade of red also. It looks like the most comfortable bed that he’s getting the chance to sleep in. With his luck, Mike will be a blanket hog.</p><p>He inspects the desks, not sure what he’s looking for. After the room situation was decided, he didn’t really get a chance to explore the room before they started playing with a dodgeball Sonny had found in his <i> own </i> room. Lucky bastard.</p><p>Mostly he just finds cobwebs and rat droppings, which is so fucking unsanitary. If they’re here for more than a day he’ll have to take care of that. It’s mostly curiosity that keeps him looking. Did he sit at these desks in the library, would he come here to study with his friends? So many questions. Wendell said they may get memories when they got here, and Freddy wants to trigger one. No luck and the desks are boring. The most interesting thing he finds is carvings on the desks, and only one of those catches his attention.</p><p><i>Richie Trashmouth Tozier was here ‘71</i></p><p>Isn’t that just a little fucking obnoxious, who was stupid and stubborn enough to-</p><p><i>“Will you stop defacing public property?!” he shrills hushed. Every time they come to the library Richie insists on sitting here so he can continue to carve on this desk. He’s going to get them kicked out again, and he really needs to study for finals. He doesn’t have the option of doing it at home, his whole senior year his mom hasn’t given him any space.</i></p><p><i>“I’m just tryna leave my mark Eds, calm your panties,” the boy with black unruly hair insists. His coke bottle glasses are sloping down the end of his nose as he studies intently at his handy work.</i></p><p><i>He shakes his head, “Richie a stupid carving doesn’t matter. We all know you’re going to be something when you get out of this hell hole, you won’t think twice about Derry.”</i></p><p><i>Richie is concentrating on his carving, but he reaches under the table and grabs his hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. “Yeah probably because I won’t even remember it. The others don’t seem to,” he spits bitterly.</i></p><p><i>He’s been this way since Stanley moved last year and never returned any of Richie’s letters. They concluded after that that the others either forgot about them somehow, or they just secretly hated Richie, Eddie, and Mike the whole time. Richie thinks it is the latter but he believes it’s the former. There was nothing but love with them, it’s not like them to abandoned them. There’s no way that Bill would have secretly hated him, not his best friend, he know that at least. Richie’s insecurities just sometimes get the better of him or he’d know it too about Stan.</i></p><p><i>His comment reminds him of the fact that Richie and he got into different colleges, in a month they’ll be departing. Richie says they’ll be okay , that they&rsquo;ll stay in contact, but Eddie knows they’ll forget each other, at least for a little while.</i></p><p><i>Richie immediately notices his discomfort, and looks at him, and squeezes his hand again, “But we’ll be okay. We’ll still write letters and we’ll visit over the breaks,” he says softly.</i></p><p><i>He wishes they could share a kiss but they can’t here, in the public eye. Instead, he squeezes back, “I hope you’re right.”</i></p><p>“Right about what?”</p><p>Freddy jumps, suddenly being yanked out of the memory. Mike has entered the room and is looking at him expectantly, “Don’t sneak up on people asshole,” he snaps. Mike was Richie. They were together. What the fuck. Why doesn’t that surprise him. Stupid pouty lips. And who the hell is Stanley, Bill, and other Mike? He thought of them in the flashback but nothing concrete about them. Surely Stanley can’t be Stan, right? That’d be a little too on the nose.</p><p>Mike rolls his eyes, “I’m so excited to be sharing a room with a guy that talks to himself,” he sarcastically replies.</p><p>Freddy is about to bite back when Mike absentmindedly rubs at his temple. “Do you have a headache or something?”</p><p>“Yeah I do and I’m looking right at it,” Mike snarks but then deflates, “Look, don’t tell anyone, but my vision has been getting blurry since we got to this stupid place. I had to stop helping Stan because looking at the tiny pieces was giving me a headache.”</p><p><i>Coke bottle glasses.</i></p><p>“And you don’t want me saying anything to the others because?” At the very least he feels like Wendell should know about this, since he knows everything, maybe he could help.</p><p>“Please just don’t. I don’t want the others thinking anything, enough weird things are happening to us as it is, okay? Can I trust you?” he <i>almost</i> pleads.</p><p>Against his better judgment, he agrees. He’s not exactly being the most forthcoming person about stuff either, because there’s no way Mike remembers their past in the before. Of if he does, he’s a great actor, but that doesn’t seem likely. “Yeah&hellip;of course you can.”</p><p>“Good, now come on. Wendell just called, they’re about to be back with the pizza.”</p><p>Fun fact, Mike likes pineapple on his pizza and that’s just another reason Freddy finds him annoying.</p><p>-</p><p>Everything is going to plan, he thinks. The important thing is Wendell got them all to Derry.</p><p>He felt terribly guilty when Syd confronted him earlier. They’re all wanting answers, to remember what he knows, but now is not the time. The turtle will tell him when. The turtle hasn’t spoken to him in the last two days and that does have his nerves on edge a little, but there’s a reason for the silence. The turtle hasn’t steered him wrong before.</p><p>His heart also bleeds for the families of the missing kids. IT is awake and IT is angry the losers are back. There are only two missing kids right now in this cycle, but the longer they wait the more there will be. <i>Blood will be spilled.</i></p><p>Syd remembered something today though, so that’s a step in the right direction? Tomorrow he’ll take them down the clubhouse, which should trigger some memories for the others. They have to get closer to their past lives if they’re going to defeat IT, that much he knows. From his research, he knows enough about the ritual of Chud to get them started.</p><p>The attic at the library is filled with mementos he’s found and his research, from this life and from his life as Mike. Some he brought when he was coming to the library on the weekends and some still sit in the back of his van to be brought up when no one is noticing. He fell into his old shoes rather smoothly, he won’t make the same mistakes he did before. But God, if only he could remember what went wrong! That’s one of the few holes in his memory and he has got to figure it out or they’ll just be slaughtered again.</p><p>Right now he doesn’t have to worry about that, right now he is simply heading back from a pizza run with Sonny. It’s hard, but he’ll let himself have tonight with his friends. Tomorrow he’ll stress about man-eating demon clowns.</p><p>Music is humming softly in the van while Sonny holds the pizza boxes in his lap. Sonny ran into the pizza place because even in the modern-day, Wendell can’t trust the people of Derry. They’re almost back to the library now, thankfully. After dark in Derry is when Wendell exceptionally doesn’t feel safe.</p><p>Sonny breaks the comfortable silence, “Do you think Syd hates me?”</p><p>That came out of nowhere. “Why do you think Syd hates you?” Syd is technically Bev, and Bev was always kind towards Ben when they were younger and Wendell can recall the kiss the two of them shared as adults. He’d like to think that the two could have a chance in this life, but Syd talked to him about Dina. Syd loves her and Sonny will have an inevitable heartbreak. Just add that to the list of things he’s guilty about.</p><p>Sonny awkwardly shuffles in his seat, “I don’t know, she just hasn’t said much to me and she did snap at me when I first met her because I was…” he trails off.</p><p>“Don’t take it to heart, she was stressed then. And she hasn’t talked much to anyone, except for Stan,” he assures him. Sonny is going to remember Bev and it’s going to hurt when he does, he wishes there was a way to prevent his heartbreak.</p><p>Sonny’s quiet for a moment, “Yeah you’re right. I just, I think we were really good friends before, you know? I found myself missing her even when I didn&rsquo;t know her.”</p><p>Sweet, sweet Sonny. Of course Ben was still going to be a hopeless romantic in his next life. “You’re going to be okay Sonny,” he reassures himself more out loud as they turn back into the library.</p><p>“Thanks, Wendell.”</p><p>-</p><p>The pizza is demolished in no time the moment it’s set on the table. They were starving and all happy for a hot meal. Stan doesn’t understand how Wendell went so long without it, surviving off gas station food to save money. The horror.</p><p>Most of them are settled around the tv he fixed up, watching old movies on VHS that they found. The Addams Family is playing right now. Stan and Jacob are sitting by a wall, whispering back and forth to one another. Just talking about everything and anything. He’s relaxed a lot around Jacob since they first met. The soft-spoken guy keeps him at ease, which he needs right now. His nerves have been on fire since they crossed the city line.</p><p>He’s not supposed to be here, or at least that’s what the thought that’s <i>not his own</i> keeps screaming at him. So he’s chosen to live in a state of denial until he knows more. He’d be smoking right now but he doesn’t know how Jacob feels about weed and he wants to keep talking to him. Jacob is also a good distraction from the terror that’s been threatening to overcome him. When he fell asleep in the car, that was the first time he got to rest and wasn’t plagued with nightmares. He has an inkling of a feeling that had something to do with Jacob sitting next to him.</p><p>Jacob has told him about his life in Massachusetts, his love for Call Of Duty, and other just miscellaneous things. He hasn’t said much about his trial, but he’s not going to push him for it. He’d be lying if he said he wasn’t curious though. They start to talk and wonder about what their past lives were and Jacob mentions the fact that he knows his name was Bill in the before when Stan stands up suddenly.</p><p>“Your name was Bill? And you from Derry?”</p><p>Jacob looks up at him confusedly, “Yeah? We’re all from Derry.”</p><p>There’s no way. No fucking way. But it would make a lot of sense, could he be him? Surely not but what if?</p><p>“Jacob, stand up right now.”</p><p>Jacob promptly shuffles up to stand, “Okay? What’s up?”</p><p>This is perfect timing, they’re in a library for fuck’s sake. “Just, just follow me,” he grabs Jacob’s hand unthinkingly as he says this. He eagerly starts to pull Jacob to the shelves of books, to the horror section more specifically.</p><p>Jacob’s trying to stifle laughter, “Stan where are we going- slow down a minute hey-”</p><p>“Aha!” He drops Jacob’s hand. Here’s what he was looking for, right at the end of one of the rows near a window. He pulls off the shelf one of his favorite books, <i>Attic Room.  </i>It&rsquo;s a moment of truth as he flips to the author&rsquo;s description. “Fuck yeah! I love being right!”</p><p>“Being right about  <i>what?”  </i>Jacob asks, now more intrigued.</p><p>“It’s just, well it’s just I have this favorite author and his name was Bill and he also lived in Derry- I think- but I’m right so it doesn’t matter. This is one of my favorite books by him, people say this one has the worst ending, I disagree,” he takes a breath and Jacob is looking at him invested, urging him to go on, “Well, okay, just look,” he hands the book over, still on the author description.</p><p>He takes it and studies for it for a moment before the dots finally connect and Jacob almost drops the book, his eyes fog over as he leans back against the wall with the window for support. He slides to sit down on the floor and Stan is right there with him, worried.</p><p>“Jacob, are you okay?” He shakes his shoulder a little. Jacob doesn’t respond, his mind is elsewhere. Oh no, he broke him. “Jacob?!”</p><p>Jacob jolts suddenly and shakes his head, “I’m fucking Bill Denbrough,” he looks at Stan intently, “I’m Bill Denbrough the horror writer.”</p><p>“Yes! Yes, you are! I mean once you told me that your name was Bill I had a hunch, but I was right!”</p><p>He shakes his head in disbelief, “I’m Bill Denbrough. My dad read a couple of his books, that&rsquo;s the only reason that I know him- me? This is confusing,” Jacob’s eyebrows scrunch together, “Did you just say he was your favorite author?”</p><p>Shit, he did say that. “Um yeah I did, I used to read him, or you, I guess, all the time,” he has a perfect memory of the time he picked up a Denbrough novel. He didn’t even read that many books at the time, but he was drawn to that book. Those stories brought him comfort in the next few years. Bill, or Jacob, has been helping him for a very long time. He changes the subject, “Do you like to write? Now?”</p><p>Jacob becomes visibly slightly uncomfortable, “Sometimes. Kinda lost the drive for it when one of my stories was used against me in my trial,” he looks down at the author&rsquo;s picture, “Well now I know not to look forward to the grey hair.”</p><p>Stan glances too. He thinks Bill’s hot, he makes a very attractive older man. Which means Jacob will too. “I don’t know, I think you kinda rock it. I dig the silver fox look.”</p><p>They both blush a little at that, Jacob thanks him quietly and looks at the rows of books, the name William Denbrough on the spine of the worn books. “I can’t believe I wrote all these, it’s insane.”</p><p>“Do you remember the plots of any of them? I’ve always wanted to pick the famous Bill Denbrough’s brain.”</p><p>“Honestly? Not really,” he answers.</p><p>Well, that simply won’t do. “I suggest starting with that one then,” he nods at the book still in Jacob’s hands. He stands and goes to the shelf humming as he pulls out  <i>The Dark.  </i>It’s been a while since he’s read this one. He plops down back beside Jacob and opens it to the first page. When he glances back at Jacob, only to see he has an eyebrow raised at him. “Start reading Jacob, I wanna know if you hate your own endings. Think of it as a science experiment.”</p><p>“Okay okay,” Jacob chuckles and flips to the front of the book and pauses, “Thank you by the way. Knowing this helped a lot.”</p><p>Stan hums an acknowledgment. He wishes he shared the same sentiment with everyone about wanting to learn more about their past selves. He wants his to stay buried, and he doesn’t completely understand why.</p><p>The moonlight is pouring in from the window making it easy enough to read. He gets through three chapters before he dozes off, his head resting on Jacob’s shoulder. He’s too tired to care about embarrassment. Jacob must think he’s asleep because he runs his hand through his curls at one point and mumbled something under his breath, something something, ‘safe’. Stan wants to feel safe, he hasn’t in a very long time.</p><p>He falls in and out of consciousness when a thud from the floor above him wakes up completely. “Jake?”</p><p>“Yeah I heard it too,” Jacob sounds wide awake as he does.</p><p>Stan doesn’t get a chance to respond before the sound of Syd screaming comes from the attic.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> Let the fun begin. How do we feel about the character pov format? I know that not all the character parts were equal in length, but there was four necessary povs I wanted this chapter. World building is world building, thank you for baring through the library description. I feel like Wendell is so excited that he finally has friends and they&rsquo;re all staying together, despite the reason why. I scraped a lot of ideas for this chapter and considering breaking it up into two parts but decided just go with this length. One of those ideas was a drawn phone call between Syd and Dina, sorry to my Syddina shippers out there! I feel like I botched Syd and Stan last chapter so hopefully this one makes up for it, I think I&rsquo;m getting a better grip on blending all the losers personalities with their reincarnated counterparts.</p><p><b>Tags:</b> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mugAA06Sx-JdnKn8g0yXa3Q">@elliee-doodles</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mpIy0LqV3okURDVMyO8ITrQ">@alex-whitley-187</a></p>
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Body: <h1>Blue Steel Chp. 4</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/30479112/chapters/81080551">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/649032943996682240/blue-steel-chp-3">Chp. 3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/667577573042208768/blue-steel-chp-5">Chp. 5</a></p><p><b>Warnings:</b> Drug use and smut but what did you expect from this fic</p><p><b>A/N:</b> Have you ever wondered how the losers take their waffles?</p><!-- more --><p>Silk satin sheets, the smells of a woodsy perfume, a white noise machine, this all tempts Stan to fall back to sleep. Except, Stan doesn’t own any of that. His sheets are cotton, it’s better for his curls.</p><p>He jolts upright in the bed. This isn’t his room. He went home with someone last night, that he remembers, but- he’s still in his clothes? There’s no dull ache in his lower back so he didn’t have sex, and his belt is still on so handies or blowies. Right?</p><p>God, what the hell happened last night? He looks for clues around the room, there’s no one else in here with him. He can’t decide if that makes this better or worse. At least he’d have someone to explain what happened. Assuming they weren’t as drunk as him also. It was Richie’s fault, he was having a bad day and he let Richie convince him to go out drinking. But where did they end up last night? Wracking his brain for memories coated in sugar drunken haze does not help his growing headache.</p><p>Whoever he went home with was nice enough to leave him a cup of water and Tylenol on the nightstand, how thoughtful. Greedily he swallows two pills and sips on his cup of water.</p><p>The room he’s in is exquisite but bland. Blue bed sheets, simple dark wood furnishings, and plain white walls. A desk with a MacBook is in the corner and there’s a bookshelf with some fancy (and expensive) looking books. Probably antiques or first editions. Besides those items, the room is void of any personal belongings. There are no pictures on the walls or any sense of discernible style here.</p><p>Blue silk bed sheets though. A deep blue like the eyes of- <i> shit. Oh no no no no.</i></p><p>Stan scrambles for his phone in his pocket,<i>  it’s dead. </i> This can’t be happening. There’s no way, Stan doesn’t do things like this!</p><p>All he can remember is going out drinking with Richie- he was stressed because of work and Richie was trying to help him- and they went to their favorite bar and then- they went to King’s Palace. It was Stan’s idea. He can remember that now, he had some ridiculous notion he had to apologize to Bill. He knew he was always dramatic when he’s drunk but for fuck’s sake.</p><p>So he went home with Bill, and it doesn’t even seem like they had sex. On one hand, he’s a little bitter about that and on the other, his crush on Bill grows a little more for being a gentleman. Damn him. But <i> where is Bill?</i></p><p>Quietly he gets out of bed, he’s got to find a charger. There’s no point in sneaking out and leaving if he doesn’t even know where he is with no way to call Richie. Speaking of which, where the hell is Richie? He starts to question his memory, there’s no way Richie went home with Little A. Not plausible.</p><p>He glances around for a phone charger but no luck. There’s an apple phone charger by the bed and this is one of the few times he’s regretting his stubbornness about having an android. There’s also faint white residue on the nightstand, he doesn’t want to question what that is.</p><p>There’s an ensuite bathroom in which he stops in to rinse out his mouth and put some water on his face. In the mirror, he looks really rough, but at least he’s not too hungover. It’s probably because he’s so stressed, he can’t afford to be right now. He sighs. <i> What have you gotten yourself into Stan?</i></p><p>Having no other options he finally exits the room into a hallway. From the bedroom, he had no way of realizing he’s in <i> a house </i> and it’s  <i>huge.</i></p><p>High ceiling, light blue walls adorned with pictures and painting and dark, fancy hardwood floor, it’s a really nice house. In the hallway, he sees four other doors are lining the hallway, all closed. Maybe Bill is one of those. There’s clattering from down the hall, someone’s awake.</p><p>Better face it head-on, there are not many choices. Taking a deep breath he ventures down the hallway. It leads into an open area, where the sun is shining through large windows, casting everything in a morning halo.</p><p>There’s a kitchen with a bar and fancy appliances that flows into a living room with lavish furnishing and a flat-screen tv above a fireplace. A long elegant dining table is the only thing that divides the two areas.</p><p>Immediately there are two things he notices. One, there’s a snoring Bill on one of the long leather couches, the blankets are pulled up to his chin and he’s dead to the world. Second, there’s another man (it’s the bartender isn’t it? Do Bill and him live together?) staring at Stan, looking expectant.</p><p>“Good morning Stanley,” he singsongs.</p><p>It’s too early for this. It’s already been a day and he doesn’t want to wonder or worry about what kind of impression this guy has of him.</p><p>He’s not exactly trying to hide the glare on his face so he’s not too surprised when the guy changes his tune. “Okay, you’re not a morning person. Noted,” he picks up a coffee mug off the counter and holds it out to Stan, “Want me to pour you a cup of coffee? Just brewed it.”</p><p>That’s more his speed, “Coffee would be nice, thank you.”</p><p>The guy smiles and nods and starts to pour his coffee, “I’m Ben by the way. Bill,” he nods his head at Bill who’s still sleeping on the couch, “mentioned your name was Stan when he brought you home last night. I hope that was right. Do you uh want sugar or creamer or anything?”</p><p>“A little sugar thanks,” he grimaces at the coffee shop memory. Well if it’s any consolation, he definitely embarrassed himself more than he did then last night so Bill will hardly remember that incident. He takes a seat at the bar as Ben passes him his mug, “And my name is Stan, he got it right.”</p><p>Ben smiles at him, his eyes are kind and his easy demeanor is helping put him at ease. “Waffles will be done soon, are you hungry? You’ll also get to witness an amazing magic trick too.”</p><p>“I don&rsquo;t hate the idea of waffles, but what’s this magic trick?” It’s hard not to wonder if Ben treats all Bill’s one-night stands like this, even though technically and that’s not what Stan is. Ben is just trying to make Stan not feel so pathetic, that’s all this is.</p><p>Ben leans closer to him over the counter, like he’s about to tell him a secret, “Well you see here, lazy ass over there on the couch? He doesn&rsquo;t wake up for anything, he can sleep through anything,” Ben raises his voice, “Can’t you Bill?!” Stan worriedly glances at Bill, but Bill is still sleeping, Ben raises his voice again, “Hey Bill?! Those earrings make you look like a fuck boy!” Bill doesn’t even flinch in his sleep. Ben chuckles as his voice returns to normal, “The only thing that wakes him up is the ding of the waffle maker. It’s like some sort of implant in his brain, it only wakes him up when waffles are done. Bev says it’s Bill’s magic trick.”</p><p>Stan giggles into the mug as he takes a sip (the coffee is really fucking good) “Amusing,” he remembers his dead phone suddenly, “Hey do you have an android phone charger?”</p><p>“Yeah of course, here lemme see it, I’ll hook up over here on the counter.” Stan passes him his phone and as Ben’s plugging it in, a lady emerges from the hallway. She’s in boxers and a big t-shirt, and her fiery red hair is sticking up all over the place. Ben looks like he’s seen an angel though. “Good morning, beautiful.”</p><p>She grumbles in response as Ben passes her a full and fresh coffee mug. She leans against the counter and sips her coffee. She didn’t seem quite awake but the moment she notices Stan is in the room, she wakes up immediately. All remainders of sleep fog clear from her face the moment her eyes land on him.</p><p>“Oh hello Mr. Stanley,” she says smugly, “Happy you didn’t sneak out the bathroom window like most of Bill’s guests do.” She’s poking fun but Stan doesn’t like to think about that, Bill sleeping with other people. It disrupts the little domestic fantasy with Bill he’s built up in his head, but he’s an adult he can deal with it. Bill’s a stripper, of course, he sleeps with people, and Stan is just a stranger practically to him.</p><p>Ben nudges her, “Be nice Bev,” he shoots an apologetic look at Stan, “Bill doesn’t bring a lot of people- really anyone ever- home.”</p><p>Stan likes Ben a lot, he decides at that moment. “It’s okay, I’m just thankful he was a gentleman last night about the whole thing.”</p><p>Bev snorts, “Bill? A gentleman? You’ll see about that.”</p><p>Ben nudges her again, “Bev be nice or I won’t make my homemade syrup you like so much.”</p><p>“Yes, you will. I know for a fact you got up earlier, which I still don’t understand how you can get up so early, just to make it. It’s probably in the fridge now in fact.”</p><p>He looks like he wants to rebuttal but he’s already lost this battle, even Stan can see that. “Just be nice,” Bev makes a sarcastic sounding ‘mhm’ which Ben must choose to ignore, “Did you check on Mike, is he going to be joining us this morning?”</p><p>Bev shakes her head as she answers, “No, he’s gonna end up laying in bed all day pouting and acting like he’s not feeling some type of way about Eddie going home with that Richie guy.”</p><p>“Eddie? Mike?”</p><p>They both look at him and Bev knows immediately what he’s asking, “Eddie is Little A and Mike is Big Diesel,&ldquo; she waves her hand dismissively.</p><p>“Ah. I wasn’t aware of their actual names,” he says sheepishly. Mike may like Eddie though and that’s something he notes. He tries to change the subject, “Richie is my roommate and I can’t believe he managed to convince <i> Eddie </i> to go home with him.” So he didn’t dream that up last night, huh.</p><p>“Oh Eddie didn’t go without a fight I can tell you that much. If Richie won him over, it took a lot of effort,” Ben replies, fond sounding. You’d think he’s talking about his kid or something. Cute.</p><p>“I could see him going home with Richie just to get him to shut up. I would’ve contemplated if I was Eddie and had to hear all of Richie’s horrible pick-up lines,” he quips back.</p><p>Bev giggled, “I like Richie.”</p><p>“I like Richie too, thirty percent of the time.”</p><p>Ben smiles and asks, “Thirty percent of the time?”</p><p>“Yes. He’s like a clueless puppy. He shits everywhere and barks loudly, but his antics can be amusing to watch,” he says, a matter of fact.</p><p>“Oh I like him, Ben, can we keep him? Pretty pretty please” Bev questions, her voice purposefully sounding like a child.</p><p>Yeah, Bev’s okay, he likes Bev too. Maybe after this, he can hang out with Ben and Bev, (and Eddie, depending on how it went with Richie) at some type of game night. Or wine night, he gets the feeling Bev would appreciate that. Selfishly it also gives him a line to Bill, who he so desperately wants to learn more about.</p><p>“Bev baby you can’t keep everyone you like, that’s how we got Eddie,” Ben looks over at the couch, <i> “And Bill,” </i> he points towards the hallway,  <i>“And Mike.”</i></p><p>Bev rolls her eyes, “<i>Fineee,</i> whatever you say, darling.” She winks at Stan though as she says it. That gets a chuckle out of him.</p><p>“So I’m assuming you guys all live together?” Having one roommate is a lot for him, he couldn’t imagine having<i>  four. </i> Then again though, they live in a nice house while he and Richie live in an also nice, but small apartment.</p><p>“Yep,” she pops the ‘p’ sound, “It’s working out so far. I …, I can keep an eye on all of them this way,” she mentions the last part softly.</p><p>Before he can question what she means by that, a timer is going off and as Ben said earlier, Bill suddenly starts stirring on the couch. Bev changes her tune, “Looks like sleeping beauty is waking up.”</p><p>There’s a sudden fear in his gut, what if Bill doesn’t want to see him? Maybe he was hoping Stan would sneak out shamefully like another one-night stand. Is he going to get mad when he sees that Stan has been socializing with Bev and Ben, <i> Bill’s friends?</i></p><p>All worry ceases from him when Bill sits up groggily and looks over at them, making eye contact with Stan. An easy smile spreads on his face and Stan finds himself returning it. Tension starts to drain from him as Bill gets up to take a seat by Stan on the bar stools. Bill’s also shirtless and Stan is proud of himself when he doesn’t ogle.</p><p>“Hey, good morning,” Bill greets them, although he’s looking at Stan. He’s sitting so close to him that he feels his body heat radiating from him and he has to stop himself from leaning into it. “I’m happy to see you’re still here,” he whispers to Stan.</p><p>“My phone was dead,” is all he can say as a response, and he can feel a blush rising up his neck. Bill’s smile doesn’t falter and he nods his head in understanding. Bill looks amazing, his sleep-mussed hair only adds to his beauty. His sweat pants hang tantalizingly low on his hips but now is not the time or place to let his mind wander too far. He’s suddenly aware of how gross he looks, in his wrinkled clothes and messy curls. If Bill’s disgusted by him in any way, he doesn&rsquo;t show it.</p><p>“See Stan, I told you it was a magic trick.”</p><p>He and Bev both laugh as Bill asks what he’s talking about, confused from not being let in on the joke. None of them tell him, and instead, snigger at him when he gets annoyed. “Whatever, never mind. Where are the waffles? I heard the timer go off. I know you made them Ben.”</p><p>He tries to muffle his giggle but Bill still hears. He tries to scowl at Stan, but he can’t keep it up and breaks into a smile when he keeps giggling. Being around Bill just <i> comes easy, </i> it’s a lot easier than some experiences he’s had with people. There’s something about him.</p><p>Ben finishes pulling the waffles off the iron, placing them on a large plate. “They’re done but I’m not making your plate. I put my foot down at that.”</p><p>In the end, Bill stubbornly insists on making Stan’s plate. Stan’s trying not to read too much into his interactions with Bill this morning. It&rsquo;ll be devastating if he allows himself to think that he likes Stan when he doesn&rsquo;t, but when Bill does stuff like that, it makes it really hard not to. Ben had pulled out all kinds of topping choices, from fruits to candies. Stan gets blueberries with strawberry syrup and he teases Bill when he loads his waffles with Hersey kisses and chocolate fudge. Bev only tops hers with that homemade syrup she was talking about earlier and Ben only butters his. Simple man, simple pleasures he guesses.</p><p>He remains quiet during breakfast, observing how these three interact with each other. Bev and Bill tease and annoy each other, and Ben, the only adult between them, moderates them with his good-natured manners. He did get a jab once or twice at Bill, who took full offense. He laughs along with them as he eats his waffles. They’re ridiculously good, Ben should consider becoming a chef one day.</p><p>Every time Bill says something humorous, Stan notices that his eyes glance back at him like he’s gauging his reaction to Bill’s joke. Maybe it’s just his imagination, but he can swear he sees Bill’s smile get a little wider every time he sees him smirk at one of his jokes.</p><p>Their plates quickly clear and Bev loads up a new plate with waffles and this time banana slices before heading back down the hallway. She’s probably taking that plate to Mike since she didn’t drown them in that syrup-like last time. Ben and Bill start to clean up and he offers to help, but Ben just tells him to sit back, “You’re our guest Stan.” There’s no way he can argue with Ben so he just decides to take his phone off the charger and finally check it.</p><p>There are a couple of texts from Richie.</p><p>11:47-To: Staniel Maniel</p><p><i>Where u go</i></p><p>12:09</p><p><i>STANLY UR LOCATION PLZ</i></p><p>12:15</p><p><i>Meet @ table</i></p><p>12:31 *Image Attached*</p><p><i>Ur goin home with hunky blue, ill be plowing Eddiez bussy, love ya much!!!!!</i></p><p>There’s a sentence he’ll never be able to get out of his brain but it’s nowhere near as bad as the attached image. He doesn’t remember that picture at all. He’s practically hanging off of Bill in it. Maybe if he just never mentions it to Bill, they both can just forget about it, right? Richie has the picture on his phone though and he guarantees that the Trashmouth will be using it to taunt him. Dammit.</p><p>12:32</p><p><i>ALso if i don’t hear frum u by noon tmr ill call the police</i></p><p><i>Shit. </i>It’s 11:50 now and Richie will <i>definitely</i> call the police.</p><p>11:51- To: Richard Tozier</p><p><i>I’m alive. Delete that picture.</i></p><p>There’s an immediate response.</p><p>11:51- To: Staniel Maniel</p><p><i>Billiam lives another day. do u need me 2 cum and get u</i></p><p><i>and never</i></p><p>11:52- To: Richard Tozier</p><p><i>I hate you. Let me check.</i></p><p>When he peaks over, Ben’s washing the dishes while Bill’s drying despite the fact they have a dishwasher. “Would it be okay if Richie came and picked me up? He needs to drop Eddie probably anyways.”</p><p>Bill turns quickly on his heel, fumbling with the plate in his hands, “I was thinking maybe I could take you home? I can get Eddie then anyways. Unless you just wanted Richie to come pick you up. No pressure!”</p><p>“No, I wouldn’t mind that all Bill.” Honestly, any excuse to extend his time with Bill he’ll take.</p><p>12:01- To: Richard Tozier</p><p><i>I have a ride. I’ll see you soon. Tell Eddie Bill’s coming to pick him up. Also, both of you better have clothes on.</i></p><p>He and Bill hang around for a few more moments so the latter can finish cleaning the kitchen before Bill disappears to grab his keys while Stan says bye to Ben. Bev has still disappeared, but hopefully, he’ll see her again.</p><p>“It was nice to meet you, Stan,” Ben holds out his hand.</p><p>For once Stan doesn’t think twice before shaking it, Ben has a very nice grip, “You too.”</p><p>Bill comes back down the hall, a little more pep in his step. He’s wearing a plain black t-shirt now but he’s holding a grey flannel that seems vaguely familiar. He saunters over to where Stan is and he’s reminded of how smoothly Bill moves on stage. A shiver runs down his spine.</p><p>“Here, I was thinking you could wear this? It’s what you wore last night and I think you’ll feel a little more comfortable in it. You were last night,” Bill says confidently as he hands Stan the flannel. That’s where he remembers it from, he was wearing it in that photo Richie took.</p><p>The flannel appears clean and there’s a lot more appeal in wearing it compared to his wrinkly and slightly gross button-up. The fact that he’s still wearing it has his skin crawling. “That’s really nice of you, thank you.”</p><p>“Anything for you,” he winks at him, Ben chuckles in disbelief, watching their interaction, “You can go change in my room if you’d like.”</p><p>The confidence Bill has on the stage is exuding out of him, maybe it just takes him a minute when he wakes up. “Okay, I’ll be right back.” He starts to head back to Bill’s bedroom, wondering about Bill. The one thing he didn’t notice was the faint white powder on the tip of Bill’s nose.</p><p>-</p><p>The ride back home was pleasant. Bill and his friends live in the suburbs right on the outskirts of Atlanta, with a nice yard and everything. Bill rolled down the windows of his Volvo and sang - <i> horribly </i> - along to the music. It was very amusing to Stan, not that he’d tell him that.</p><p>They did talk on the twenty-minute car ride back, it wasn’t all bad singing. Bill’s worked at the club for a while, that’s how he’s met, everyone. Stan has questions about what it&rsquo;s like to work at a strip club, but those are better for (hopefully) another time. Bill asked what Stan does for a living and when he told him he&rsquo;s an accountant, Bill started laughing, and replied: “me too.” He didn’t understand what he meant, Bill’s certainly no accountant. It was some joke that went over his head, which Bill said he’d explain later.</p><p>When they finally pulled up to his and Richie’s apartment, Stan almost didn’t want to get out. Bill shared that same sentiment, reaching over to grab Stan’s hand, lacing their fingers. He glances down at their intertwined fingers and then back to Bill, who’s staring hard at the steering wheel.</p><p>A beat of silence passes before Bill speaks, “I ruh-ruh,” he clears his throat, “I enjoyed seeing you. It was kinda nice being your knight in shining armor last night.”</p><p>Stan could, and should, question Bill’s motives. They lead <i> very different </i> lifestyles, they could never work. Stan wants to meet someone to settle down with, get married, and grow old, and he presumes that’s not what Bill wants. Stan is in all likelihood, not the first person Bill has acted this way with. He’s not special, even if Bill is making him feel like he is. There are so many reasons as to why he should just cut his losses with Bill right now. Let Bill be a crazy story he tells his kids about, the night he went home with a stripper and didn’t even sleep with him. Despite all of that, the moment Bill finally looks at him again and they lock eyes, Stan doesn’t think. He just closes the distance between them.</p><p>Bill immediately reciprocates the kiss, grabbing onto Stan’s waist to hold him steady. This is the most reckless decision Stan has ever made and it feels <i> right </i> and  <i>freeing.  </i>In just moments Bill is slipping his tongue into Stan’s mouth, starting to take him apart. Even sitting in the car, Bill towers over him, and he’s having to crane his neck upwards to give Bill access to his pliant mouth.</p><p>The way Bill licks into him, it’s like he’s desperately trying to commit the taste of him to memory. There’s an intoxicating thought. He starts to embarrassingly whimper into the kiss when Bill places one of his strong hands on his thighs.</p><p>That’s when there’s a loud knock on the window, causing Stan to jump away from Bill. There’s still slick saliva on their lips.</p><p>Eddie standing outside Stan’s window, looking irked. “Make out with your boyfriend another time Bill, I have to go home and get ready for my shift.” He also spots Richie dying of laughter in the background. Great.</p><p>“Come to the club tonight.”</p><p>Stan’s head whips back around, “I’m sorry, what?”</p><p>Bill’s not even looking at Eddie, only focusing on Stan determinedly, “Come to the club tonight. Head backstage after my performance, I <i> want </i> to see you after.”</p><p>He hopes the way he nodded his head yes didn’t come off too desperate.</p><p>-</p><p>It takes almost <i> a whole hour </i> before Richie lets go of what happened in the car. Stan had to throw his bird encyclopedia at him, <i> twice.</i></p><p>He was rearing to throw it at him again when Richie finally stopped, “Stanley I swear to God. I’m done, put your weapon of mass destruction down, I already have bruises because of it! And not the sexy kind either!” Stan accepts Richie’s admittance of defeat and puts the book down.</p><p>Richie plops down into an armchair. There are dark hickies littering his neck and he’s already dressed for tonight. Richie was going back to the club anyway tonight. He’s fidgeting with the rings on his fingers, taking them off and twisting them around. It’s a tell-tale sign that something&rsquo;s up.</p><p>“What’s wrong?”</p><p>“What?” More fidgeting, this time he’s tugging on one of his bracelets.</p><p>Maybe last night between Richie and Eddie didn’t go as he thought it did. “Richie you’re fidgeting. What’s wrong?” he repeats.</p><p>Richie freezes, not realizing he was even fidgeting in the first place. He sighs and throws his head back. “Indeed I am Staniel, indeed I am. It’s just- it’s Eddie.”</p><p>Now he’s worried, “What about Eddie? Do you not like him?”</p><p>“No! It’s not that. I actually<i>  really really </i> like him, that’s part of the problem.”</p><p>Stan walks over and sits on the armchair&rsquo;s footstool. He’s still wearing Bill’s flannel and when he crosses his arms he gets a whiff on something uniquely Bill. “Well Richard, if you like him, I don’t see what the problem is.”</p><p>Then he remembers something important from this morning. There was some deal about Mike, Bev said he was pouting and it had something to do with Eddie. He swears if Eddie used Richie to cheat on his boyfriend he’s going to pulverize that twink. Well, at least try too but that’s beside the point.</p><p>“It had something to do with Mike, didn’t it?” he questions coldly.</p><p>Richie looks at him and his magnified eyes blink slowly behind his glasses. He has on one of his ‘everything is okay even though it’s totally not’ smiles one. “They’re not dating. And according to Eddie the little twerp really likes me too, it’s just… I don’t know. He wants me to talk to Mike tonight. Flirt with him.”</p><p>“Are you going too?”</p><p>“Do you think I should? I’ve seen Mike on stage, the guy <i> is really hot.  </i>This is all different and a little weird, even for me.”</p><p>Stan rolls his eyes, not out of malice but out of irony, “Richie I made out with a stripper I &lsquo;met&rsquo;, what, less than two weeks ago, in a car. Does that sound remotely like something I would?”</p><p>“No?”</p><p>“Exactly. I think we’re both doing something different, things outside our comfort zones. And honestly, I think it’ll be okay.”</p><p>Richie smiles at him, “Okay, I hear you Stan the man.”</p><p>-</p><p>Bill and Mike’s show was amazing and sexy but Stan wouldn’t expect anything less from them at this point.</p><p>Stan and Richie got there an hour before the two went on, mainly so Richie could flirt with Eddie as he worked. Stan was happy to see Ben again, even if he couldn’t talk much because he was busy serving the bar. Ben did briefly get to meet Richie and he gave him and Stan two Vodka Bulges on the house. Bev even broke away from backstage to come formally meet Richie, and he can tell that those two will be a problem if they’re left alone. They’re too mischievous for their own good.</p><p>Bev went back though when it got closer Bill and Mike’s big show, costumes she said. Those costumes did not disappoint either. She had the boys dressed in Angel and Devil pairing. Mike had white wings held up by suspenders which were attached to his white speedo. That <i> really </i> left nothing to the imagination with sheer white fabric. The look was completed with a golden crown of thorns and gold eyeliner.</p><p>Bill was in a Devil’s costume. His outfit didn’t have wings like Mike’s outfit did, but he did have a red trident. He was wearing black latex booty shorts and he wore a headband with red horns. The red eyeliner he had on really made his eyes pop.</p><p>Richie and Stan didn’t sit on the couches, still opting to sit at the table they’ve sat at for the last two times, but that didn’t matter. Bill’s eyes seldom left him when he was on stage. Even when he was grinding down into some bigger guy’s lap who was sitting on the couches. Over the guy&rsquo;s shoulder, Bill just kept looking at him and smirking.</p><p>It’s like a spell has been cast on him. It’s so hot, and he tugs at his collar as he starts to grow hard in his pants. Richie dressed him yet again, putting him back in those tight pants he swore he was going to throw out the first time. Stan chose to wear Bill&rsquo;s flannel though, and it looks like that was a smart decision. He can swear Bill’s getting riled up on stage looking at him. For the first time, he can’t wait for Bill’s performance to be over.</p><p>Finally, after four songs Bill and Mike start to head backstage. Richie had already disappeared after Eddie backstage and Stan sees Bev waving him over at the side door. He practically dashes over there.</p><p>Bill is waiting for him on the other side of the door, still in his stage costume, and Stan doesn’t get a chance to greet him before Bill’s dragging him through the house room. Stan’s just learned that that’s what this area was called today. He can hear Bev’s laughter behind them as Bill pulls him with him. He can spot Mike relaxing on the couch, Richie sitting beside him. There’s no sign of Eddie but Richie and Mike are sharing a blunt so that’s a good sign. He’ll have to ask about that later. He misses the glare a man named Charlie is giving him.</p><p>Bill drags Stan to what he assumes is his dressing room and slams the door behind them. He immediately pushes Stan up against the door and starts trying to devour him. This time, Stan’s the one to immediately kiss back. Bill is all around him, surrounding him. His hands don’t know where to go, too excited to have the freedom to touch what he’s fantasized about to know where to settle them. He runs his hands up and down Bill’s smooth, lean body, while Bill grabs him by his ass, lifting so that he’s on his tippy toes.</p><p>Stan gasps when there’s a sudden thigh between his legs, grinding against his erection. He can feel Bill’s as the taller man ruts against his abdomen. Bill’s desperately licking at his tongue and starts to nibble at his lower lip after. He embarrassingly yelps when Bill picks him suddenly, walking towards the couch in the room. Bill licking and nipping at his neck, but not hard enough to leave bruises, Stan didn’t even have to say anything.</p><p>While still holding Stan, he sits down on the couch. In this position, he’s straddling Bill and he can feel the hot press of Bill’s erection against his ass. Those latex shorts are doing nothing to hide it. Bill’s breathing hotly against his ear and grinding up against him when Stan decides to take the reins. He sneaks his hand into Bill’s hair and follows pure instincts, and pulls Bill’s hair, <i> hard.</i></p><p>“Fuck Stan, <i> Jesus. </i>” His head falls back easily and Stan makes note of that reaction.</p><p>“I’m Jewish. Just so you know.”</p><p>Bill smiles lazily at him, he looks baked. More than likely he is. “I’ll keep that in mind,” one of his hands let go of gripping his ass and he runs his finger along Stan’s collar bones, thumbing at the flannel, “Do you realize how hot you look right now? How much I love seeing you in my clothes?”</p><p>Stan’s breath hitches as Bill’s hand briefly rests against his neck before going into his hair, gripping it. Oh, so Bill wants to play? He can play. “I wore it just for you,” he says with another pull of Bill’s hair.</p><p><i>“Fuck,”  </i>he moans, “You did? You want a reward for that baby boy?”</p><p>The nickname somehow makes him even harder and his self-control slips a little as he whines. He shakes his head though, he came in here with a plan he wants to see it through. “I wanna reward you. I wanna make you feel good,” he grinds down on Bill, whose hands go to his hips to guide him through it, “Let me make you feel good.”</p><p>Bill’s eyes are half-closed as he takes a deep breath and nods, “Okay baby, I’ll let you do what you want,” he lightly slaps Stan’s thigh, getting a yelp out of him, “For tonight.”</p><p>“You won’t regret it,” he starts to kiss down Bill’s body. He mouths at one of Bill’s nipples, licking around the piercing. Bill’s big hand goes back to his curls, not guiding or pushing his head, just resting there. He kisses down till he’s shimming down to rest on his knees on the floor between Bill’s thighs. He looks down heatedly at him as he tongues where his skin meets the latex booty shorts. These really should be gone by now. He mouths at the outline of his erection, taking pleasure when Bill’s practically panting above him. Bill’s the one who tugs the booty shorts down and kicks them away.</p><p>The first thought Stan has when he’s face to face with Bill’s cock is, can he fit this? He knew his dick was big, he’s been able to see the outline, but it’s different seeing it in its naked glory. Bill’s also hairless, and Stan doesn’t have a pubic hair preference but he can’t wait to get his mouth on him.</p><p>Bill’s slowly jacking himself, mesmerized that face of awe Stan has. Stan knocks his hand away and starts his own slow ministrations. Bill deflates, “Shit Stan, you’re so hot on you knees, <i>fuh- fuck.”  </i>He smirks up at Bill and gets ready to try to swallow as much of Bill’s cock as he can, but he stops Stan before he does.</p><p>“Wait, wuh-wait a second,” his hand stops Stan’s and he looks pained to do so, “here let me get a condom if you’re going to do that,” he mumbles as he reaches over to the side table, pulling out a condom packet from a tin box sitting on it. Stan’s a little disappointed and it must show. Bill reassures him, “I have an STD screening monthly, I’m clean, it’s just..” he looks conflicted.</p><p>“I’m clean too, you don’t have to worry about that,” he rests his head against Bill’s thigh, close enough that his hot breath is sure to be ghosting over his cock. Stan really is clean. Not that Bill needs to know, but this is the first hook Stan’s had in almost a year.</p><p>Bill makes a frustrated noise deep in his throat, “fuck it,” he throws the condom back in the box. Stan mentally cheers for his small victory, as his lips finally sink around<i> Bill.  </i>“God <i>yes </i> baby.” His head falls back and that heavy hand returns to his curls. He gets the sudden urge to ask Bill to fuck his face but that’s a little too much for their first sexual encounter.</p><p>He runs his tongue up the veins on the underside of his cock and makes a suction seal with his lips. Bill’s hand is guiding his head movements, but he’s not pushing him. He rakes his fingernails up down Bill’s thighs and suddenly shoves as much as Bill’s dick down his throat he can manage, he already loves choking himself on Bill’s dick. Silva is coating down the sides of Bill’s dick he can’t reach and he uses it as a lubricant to jack the rest of him off.</p><p>“Fuck! Stuh-Stan! God damn baby you’re such a good boy, so hot choking on my cock, damn baby damn,” Bill’s babbling, and Stan’s trying to remember every second of it. He wants to remember every time Bill’s hips stutter with restraint not to fuck up into his mouth, every time his thighs spasm by his head, and especially every time Bill calls him a good boy.</p><p>He pulls off to catch his breath for a moment, still jacking Bill off. A string of a mixture of saliva and precum hangs between the tip of his cock and his lips. Bill moans at the sight at him, he must look thoroughly debauched and fucked out. “Am I good? Am I doing a good job?” he questions innocently.</p><p>“Oh you’re doing so good baby, you’re such a good boy,” he reassures Stan, a little incoherently. He says it like a mantra, and it feeds right into Stanley’s ego. Right now he’s the <i>one </i> who has Bill like  <i>this</i>, no one else does. He licks and mouths at Bill&rsquo;s sensitive tip before going right back to it.</p><p>It’s not too long before Bill starts to thrash, his legs bouncing and spasming. His balls pulled tight with need for release and he can tell Bill’s end is coming, and it is so fucking hot. Bill jerks Stan off his dick suddenly, and Stan moans because of it, Bill&rsquo;s other hand goes to grip the base of his cock in an attempt to stave off his impending orgasm, “Whuh-where do you want it?” there’s a building need in his eyes.</p><p>“In my mouth Bill, I wanna swallow you,<i> please, </i>” he’s slightly surprised by how true that is.</p><p>Bill shuts his eyes and swallows, <i>“Fucking hell, </i> okay baby.” He lets go of Stan’s hair and goes to grip tightly at the fabric of the couch on either side of his thighs. All it takes is Stan choking himself on Bill’s dick one more time before he shoots down the back of Stan’s throat, “Yes baby yes- <i>I’m cumming so hard- yes!”</i></p><p>Stan swallows every last drop before he falls back on his ass and wipes his mouth, observing the beauty of Bill riding out the aftershocks. They’re both still panting as if they just got down running a marathon when Bill reaches down and easily pulls Stan back into his lap.</p><p>When they kiss, Bill runs his tongue over his and his teeth, tasting himself. He pulls back and mumbles praises into Stan’s hairline as he starts to undo Stan’s pants, palming at his forgotten erection. He was so wrapped up in pleasuring Bill he didn’t notice how painfully hard he is.</p><p>Bill pushes him down on the couch and takes a minute to sweetly kiss him on the lips. “You were such a good boy Stanley, let me show you how good you are.” He starts to make his way down Stan’s body and Stan doesn’t stop him.</p><p>When Bill’s lips wrap around him, Stan knows this is exactly where he’s supposed to be. He sends a quick thanks to drunk Stan’s antics that lead him here.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N: </b>Props to you if you got the whole accountant joke with Bill. I really love how this chapter came out ngl. I&rsquo;ve finally gotten over my writing slump with this fic (thanks to some mutuals) and hopefully that continues.  Also I couldn&rsquo;t find a place to naturally explain Eddie&rsquo;s server name &quot;Little A&rdquo; because I feel like someone would&rsquo;ve explained it to him during the night. &ldquo;Little A&rdquo; stands for Little Apple since he&rsquo;s from New York in this AU. New York is also known as the &ldquo;Big Apple&rdquo; hence why Eddie is &ldquo;Little Apple&rdquo;.</p>
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Body: <h1>The Snack That Smiles Back</h1><p>Read on<a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/32602321"> Ao3</a></p><p><b>Summary: </b>Hanbrough goes on a cute carnival date. Bill&rsquo;s a dork. Mike&rsquo;s a simp. That&rsquo;s it. My contribution for the <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mU3R3US-T63_1eJIH8dY-KA">@itfandomweek</a> under the prompt: Theme Park</p><p><b>Warnings:</b> Like one or two cuss words? Idk, this is honestly pure fluff. </p><!-- more --><p>This was nice. Mike was so happy to be spending some much-needed quality time with his boyfriend. Bill had been so busy wrapping up his novel and Mike had been throwing himself into his history studies; the two just hadn’t had a moment together.</p><p>It was Saturday and when they woke up in bed this morning, they both realized they had nowhere they needed to be, they decided to do something together. It was a good thing the carnival had come to town.</p><p>Which is how Mike finds himself trailing behind Bill, arms full with a giant teddy bear, which Bill has named “Brandy”. He won it for Bill at the Hi-Striker game. Bill walks aimlessly ahead, mindlessly taking bites of his cotton candy as he looks for their next task. Mike smiles and sighs, it’s been nice to see Bill relax and let go today, they really needed this.</p><p>They’ve spent the whole day here, and still won’t be leaving for at least a little longer. The sun is going down casting a pretty orange glow on the bright lights of the rides. They’ve ridden every ride, twice, so far. The swings were Mike’s favorite and he was able to get a lot of cute photos of Bill smiling, his auburn hair swept back by the wind as he kicked his legs when they were suspended in the air. For some forsake reason Bill’s favorite ride was that awful Zipper one, a death trap Mike calls it.</p><p>They’ve stuffed their faces with fair food and played countless games. Most of the funhouses were enjoyable, but they did avoid the clown one. That one was just disturbing.</p><p>Mike suddenly hears the unmistakable sound of farm animals, not realizing they’ve been wandering near the barn that housed the contest animals. Bill spins on his heel, obviously hearing them too. He smiles before he starts to speed walk towards it. If Bill wasn’t a grown man, Mike’s pretty sure he’d run there.</p><p>Mike huffs and quickly hurries after him. When he gets into the barn the smell hits him and he thinks of his childhood on the farm. He always did love the farm animals. Still does.</p><p>Parents are walking around with their kids, smiling as their kids get the courage to pet the cows on their noses. He sees Bill crouching down in front of a pig’s stall. He squeezes the oversized bear closer to his chest so he doesn’t accidentally bump anyone with it, and pushes his way through the crowd to him.</p><p>Bill is talking to the pig and petting it. Mike notices Bill&rsquo;s cotton candy has mysteriously gone missing.</p><p>“Did you drop your cotton candy?” he asks as he crouches to Bill’s level. He’d pet the pig if he could too, but he’s not about to set the bear down on the floor of a barn.</p><p>Bill jolts, surprised, he was apparently having a very in-depth conversation with the pig, “Yes, I dropped it. I definitely dropped my cotton candy,” he even nods his head a little, to drive that point home.</p><p>Mike glances at the pig, noticing the pig’s mouth is now stained hot pink and sugar residue surrounds it. Rolling his eyes fondly he looks back at Bill, “You dropped it right into the pig’s mouth?”</p><p>“He liked it!” He pouts in retaliation.</p><p>“I bet he did,” Mike sighs.</p><p>For the next thirty minutes, they walk around the barn seeing all the animals. Bill gets to feed the cows by hand; he was very happy about that. They both really love animals, and they would get a dog, or a pig-according to Bill- but they live in an apartment. It just doesn&rsquo;t work right now.</p><p>A nice lady takes a photo for them as they pose in front of the first place horse. In Mike’s opinion, all the animals are show winners. He thanks her and when he turns back around&hellip;Bill is missing. Great.</p><p>He couldn’t have gotten that far, Mike scans the crowd and heads out of the barn. His short boyfriend would be hard to see in the sea of people, but thankfully he’s at the first carnival game outside the barn.</p><p>“Ooo so close dude. Wanna have another shot?”</p><p>“Shut up and take my money,” Bill says as he hands the game attendee his wrinkled dollar bills. Is that one of the live goldfish games? Shit. Mike gets there just in time to see the last of Bill’s five ping pong balls miss the holes. “This game is rigged!”</p><p>The game attendee smugly crosses his arms, “So what? Are you just going to give up?”</p><p>Oh, this guy is good, he’s reading Bill like a book. Mike intervenes before Bill can take him up on the challenge. “No thanks! I think we’re good.” He tries to nudge Bill to get going.</p><p>Stubbornly Bill stands his ground, “I really want one, it’d be nice to have a little friend in my study,” He’s got full pout mode in effect. It’s Bill’s secret weapon against Mike and he knows it.</p><p>“But Bill they need a twenty-nine gallon tank <i>at least</i> and they’re a lot more work than you think they are Baby,” he tries to reason.</p><p>“Okay so? We can afford it! We’ll go buy everything they need tomorrow!” That is true Mike supposes, money wasn’t the issue here. “Please Mikey?”</p><p>Dammit. Bill knows he has him- hook line and sinker when he breaks out that nickname. Guess they’re bringing home a fish.</p><p>The game attendee clears his throat and holds the bucket of ping pong balls out enticingly, “So what’s it gonna be fellas?” he asks with a raised brow.</p><p>He glances back at Bill’s pout one more time, before admitting defeat. “Here, hold Brandy,” he says as he passes the bear over. Bill cheers as Mike digs out his wallet out of his jeans and Mike tries to hide his smile at that.</p><p>Mike exchanges his money for his five ping pong balls and takes a deep breath. Five chances to win a fish because he really doesn’t want to give this game more money than they already have. He tosses the first ping pong ball and he makes it on his first shot.</p><p>“Yes! Yes!” Bill exclaims from beside him. He hands the bear back to Mike as the game attendee grabs one of the already bagged goldfish.</p><p>The man laughs as he gives the goldfish to Bill, “Okay, here ya go dude.”</p><p>Bill is holding up the goldfish to his face, smiling at his little new two brain cell friend. He blindly reaches for Mike’s hand, not taking his eyes off the fish.</p><p>Mike grabs Bill’s hand and starts to lead them away and towards the entrance. They have to go back to the apartment and decide where a big tank is supposed to go in Bill’s small study.</p><p>They find their car relatively easy and Mike buckles Brandy in the back seat, and Bill climbs into the passenger side. He gets into the driver&rsquo;s side and starts up his car.</p><p>“Thank you for winning him Mikey,” Bill’s holding the bag close to his chest, but he leans over the center counsel to give Mike a kiss on his cheek. “We’re now the proud parents of-” Bill cuts his glance back to the bear in the back seat, “ <i>two  </i>kids.”</p><p>He chuckles, “Sure we are Bill. You named Brandy, what do you plan on naming that little guy?”</p><p>“Silver!” he says, sounding quite proud of the name.</p><p>“But, Baby, that’s a  <i>gold </i>fish,” he tries to correct.</p><p>He shakes his head, “Silver Mikey,  <i>silver. </i>”</p><p>“Okay Billy, silver it is.”</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> Ha, you get the title? Bill gets a goldfish. It&rsquo;s a pun and- and- I&rsquo;ll be quiet now.</p><p>This is my quick little and only contribution to the fandom week solely because I couldn&rsquo;t unthink that joke.</p>
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Body: <h1>Let Me Shoot You</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32264620">Ao3</a></p><p><b>Summary:</b> Bill Denbrough a freelance photographer, finds his next muse in a certain Stanly Uris. And he&rsquo;s beautiful.</p><p><b>Warnings: </b>G*n violence and major character death</p><!-- more --><p>“You’re gorgeous, you know?”</p><p>Stan jumps back from the mirror, not having noticed the man walk up behind him. He was too focused on trying to see what the shirt would like on him if it was worth buying. Fully prepared to tell the stranger off, it’s weird to compliment people you don’t know, his comeback dies on his tongue as his eyes lock onto brilliant blue ones.</p><p>The stranger laughs awkwardly, “I’m sorry, that came off a little weird, it’s just I’m a photographer, I have an eye for beauty you could say.”</p><p>Tall, muscular but lean built, brunette hair hiding streaks of auburn, that boyish smile he keeps giving Stan, if this man looks for beauty then he has to go no further than looking in a mirror. Stan just raises an eyebrow at him. What does a guy looking like  <i>that </i> has any business to be flirting like a guy like  <i>Stan </i>?</p><p>The guy raises his hands to his chest in mock defense, “I’m legit, I promise. I’m Bill, Bill Denbrough,” he extends his hand for a handshake, Stan stares at it before giving in and shaking it. Of course his hands are soft. Bill’s cute and Stan’s single, he can let him hit on him with his cheesy photographer pick-up lines.</p><p>“Stan. Just Stan.”</p><p>“Okay just Stan, ya know I would love to shoot you sometime.”</p><p>“Like with a gun?” he asks sarcastically optimistic.</p><p>Bill chuckles, “No no, you’re too pretty for that. I mean like a photo shoot. You really could be a model, assuming you’re not one already. Here, take this,” he digs through his satchel, “this is my business card, text me if you want to take me up on my offer. My cell phone number is on the back.”</p><p>He takes Bill’s business card, it looks legit, even has that fancy glossy shine to it.  <i>‘Denbrough’s Photography’.</i></p><p>“You really want to photograph me?” He knows he’s not  <i>unattractive </i>, but him being considered model-worthy? Not him.</p><p>“I never lie, Stanley,” Bill grabs him by the chin and forces him to look at him, he tries to flinch away from him at first but Bill holds his chin steady, “Don’t discredit yourself, Stanley, some people would kill to have your eyes, they’re dripped in honey radiating a spring day,” he softly runs his thumb over Stan’s cheek, “your facial features tread the line between sharp and feminine, you’re beautiful.” A blush is warming Stan’s cheeks, and Bill looks like he’s in some sort of trance as he studies Stan’s face. This is by far the strangest experience he’s had in a department clothing store.</p><p>“Bill?”</p><p>His trance breaks, Bill’s hand falling from his face, “Uh sorry, I just get really passionate about things I find beautiful,” he says, almost bashfully.</p><p>“It’s okay,” he can’t bring himself to look at Bill, not until the heat in his face dies down.</p><p>“So you’ll contact me? For a shoot?”</p><p>Is he really? Not likely. Will he use it as an excuse to see Bill again in the hope that he’ll spill romantics about him again and make him feel as he just did? Probably. “Let me go home and think about it first.” He already seemed insecure in front of him, he can’t seem easy either.</p><p>Bill gives him that boyish smile again, “Well I hope you decide wisely.”</p><p>-</p><p>“So you’re telling me a hunky photographer just approached you in the store and offered to take your photograph?” Richie asks between mouthfuls of popcorn.</p><p>They were supposed to just be watching their tv show, but his roommate caught him looking at Bill’s photography website on his phone, leading him to have to explain his unconventional meeting with the photographer.</p><p>“More or less,” he answers.</p><p>“Here, lemme see,” Richie takes his phone out of his hand before he can object. He scrolls for a minute, “Damn Stan, this guy is like an <i>actual </i> photographer. His shit is good.”</p><p>He knows that, he&rsquo;s been stalking Bill’s website since the moment he left the store. His stuff <i>was </i> good. Most of his works are portraits, making ordinary people look  <i>heavenly </i>. Stan couldn’t figure out he did it. Maybe it was just a mixture of skill with a camera and good lighting.</p><p>“There’s something up with their eyes. Did you see that?”</p><p>Yeah, he noticed that. The muse’s eyes are always blown wide, and it’s like they’re truly seeing you  <i>through </i> the photograph. It’s the picture’s best quality in Stan’s opinion. “Yeah, I think it&rsquo;s a lighting technique or something.”</p><p>Richie tosses his phone into his lap, getting a huff of annoyance out of Stan. “Are you going to take him up on it?”</p><p>“Yeah, maybe, I’m not sure yet.”</p><p>“I think ya should, maybe get a dick appointment while you’re at it. The guy sounds obviously into you.” Stan pelts Richie in the face with a popcorn piece.</p><p>Maybe though, maybe this  <i>one </i> time Richie is right.</p><p>-</p><p>To: Bill Denbrough</p><p><i>Hey, it’s Stan. Are you still curious about taking my picture?</i></p><p>To: Stanley Uris</p><p><i>Hey Stan ! That depends, did you realize how pretty you are?</i></p><p>To: Bill Denbrough</p><p><i>Proper grammar? I’m surprised. And maybe I’m just curious to see if you can make me as attractive as the people on your website.</i></p><p>To: Stanley Uris</p><p><i>Been stalking, I see? I will, but you’re so beautiful it won’t take much. Where do you want to shoot?</i></p><p>To: Bill Denbrough</p><p><i>I like birds, so maybe at a park?</i></p><p>To: Stanley Uris</p><p><i>Haha okay, I see you Bird Boy, let’s go to a park</i></p><p>-</p><p>He was admittedly a little nervous. How was someone supposed to act or even dress in a situation like this? Absentmindedly he tugs at the ends of his sweater as he sits on the park bench, he really hopes what he’s wearing is okay. At his apartment, it seemed nice enough, and his curls were actually working with him today when he was styling them. Oh, he really hopes Bill approves.</p><p>“Stan?” Stan jumps in his seat, Bill walked up behind him again. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to spook you again,” he laughs.</p><p>“Yeah, well, you did,” he murmurs to the ground. How does he walk so silently?</p><p>“My deepest apologies Stanley,” he says sarcastically. Bill glances at what he’s wearing, “You look really nice. You made my muse even prettier.”</p><p>“Really?” He hates how eager he is for Bill’s approval.</p><p>Bill brushes a curl out of his face, Stan doesn’t flinch this time, “Yes, really. You have no idea how beautiful you are.”</p><p>Once again he’s a blushing mess and it feels like he’s drowning under the intensity of Bill’s gaze, “Thanks, Bill.”</p><p>“I’m only telling the truth,” He pulls on the strap of his satchel closer to his chest and looks around, “I’m actually really happy you picked this park, I’ve done shoots here before,” he takes Stan’s hand, “Come on, I know a quiet little spot.</p><p>The two start walking through the park, heading towards the tree line. They pass families and others enjoying the warm summer air, eventually walking past all of them till they were completely alone. Stan tries talking to Bill a couple of times, trying to pry more information about himself out of him. At first, Bill responds, but the closer they are to the tree line, Bill starts to ignore him. Maybe he’s just focused on thinking of poses to put Stan in.</p><p>Finally, they get to a spot that’s practically hidden from view, trees, and bushes surrounding them to make an alcove of sorts. The sun shines down in the center, and flowers in the bushes make a makeshift halo. A slice of Heaven on Earth.</p><p>“Here we go,” Bill let’s go of Stan’s hand. His hand feels almost numb, how did he not realize how hard Bill was holding it? “Why don’t you go stand in the center?”</p><p>“You want me to just stand there?” he asks jokingly.</p><p>“ <i>Yes. </i> Just go.” He sounds annoyed, was it something he said? He waits for Bill to say anything else, maybe to explain, but Bill just gives him an impatient glare.</p><p>Sighing, he shuffles over to the center. Maybe this was a mistake. He probably read the flirting signs from Bill all wrong and now he’s annoyed at him. Bill was the one that took his hand and called him beautiful, if that wasn’t flirting then he doesn’t know what is. Facing Bill, he has no idea what to do with his hands, and awkwardly stuff them in his pockets.</p><p>“Beautiful Stanley,” he gets down on a knee in front of Stan and takes his camera out of his bag, and takes a picture. He becomes blinded in an instant</p><p>He instinctively covers his eyes, “Bill! That flash is so bright!” He tries to open his eyes but sunspots are obscuring his vision. Blinking a couple of times, his vision starts to finally clear. Bill is still on his knees in front of him, and, and what is he holding?</p><p>When he realizes what’s happening, Stan doesn’t get a chance to scream before a silenced gunshot goes off.</p><p>Stumbling backward, he grabs onto his stomach, his hands coming back slicked with his blood. He finally falls down when the pain is piercing through his abdomen becomes too much. Shifting himself onto his stomach, he tries to crawl, his hands still wet with his blood making it difficult. He wants to scream, to say anything, but blood is dripping from his mouth and the pain is making it too much.</p><p>Laughing comes from behind him before strong hands grab hold of his sweater, flipping him over. Bill is cowering over him, so close, and looks mesmerized as he watches Stan’s face. “This part never gets old.”</p><p>Bill pulls out a rag from his bag and brings it to Stan’s face. He tries to weakly push his hand away, but Bill coos at him and runs a hand through Stan’s curls. “Shhhh, I’m trying to help Stanley.” He wipes away the blood that’s dribbled down his chin. “There we go, good as new.”</p><p>“W-wh-why?” he croaks out.</p><p>Bill giggles, “Because Stanly, you’re  <i>beautiful. </i>” He grabs his camera again and the last thing Stanly Uris sees is a blinding light</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> I just realized I never posted this here, whoops</p>
Tags: stenbrough, stanbrough, stanly uris, stan uris, bill denbrough, richie tozier, it 2017, it 2019
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Body: <h1>Roses</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32581783">Ao3</a></p><p><b>Summary:</b> She looks up, obviously annoyed, it’s the first time they’ve looked each other in the face this whole time, and it’s like time stands still. Her mildly annoyed expression falls from her face immediately, replaced with a puzzled one. He doesn’t know her, he can’t realistically know her- she’s just some stylist here for the ladies before the movie premiere, but deep in his bones he can feel her.</p><p>Or a Billverly fic based on the song Roses by the Chainsmokers</p><p><b>Warnings:</b> Underage recreational drug use</p><!-- more --><p>Movie premiers, as Bill Denbrough learned quickly, are not his thing. Writing, editing a script, and giving actors and directors advice on adapting his novel (even if it goes ignored), that he can do.</p><p>When he signed on to adapt his first novel, Black Rapids, into a script, he got a little more than he bargained for. He didn’t take into account the press release. He wasn’t exactly in high demand for interviews like the stars of the movies were, but he was still expected to do a few late night shows. And of course, attend the movie premiere.</p><p>Fans of the movie and the novel are going to be excited to see the newly famous author out on the red carpet, at least that’s what his agent, Susan, tells him. It’s still a little unreal to him that his debut novel was successful enough to earn a big-budget movie adaptation, let alone have fans clamoring in to see it.</p><p>It doesn’t hurt that the main star of the movie is undeniably beautiful. And giddily he thinks about the fact that that hot and upcoming star, Audra Phillips, is his girlfriend. They met on set and it was like sparks flew. Bill is almost certain he’s going to marry her, even if they’ve only been dating for six months. Her spit-fire attitude easily lured him in, he felt comfortable around her.</p><p>Audra is currently in the next room over at the hotel getting ready with the other ladies for the premier. They’re supposed to be leaving any minute now. Bill didn’t take very long to get ready, even if he wasn’t trusted to dress himself and Audra had some new designer put him in a suit. That’s another thing he loves about her, Audra loves supporting new creators, whether it be fashion designers, chefs, or well, authors.</p><p>Checking his phone, he realizes it’s time to go collect Audra and hop in the limo ride to the premier. He’s never been in a limo, and he feels childishly excited to ride in one.</p><p>His head is in the clouds when he exits the hotel room. Audra is going to be so pretty. So pretty in fact that no one’s going to notice him on the red carpet; it’s a win-win for him. Did she go with the short blue dress or the long purple? Last night she couldn’t make up-</p><p>“Oof!</p><p>“Shit sorry!”</p><p>He scrambles to gain his balance before he falling on top of her. Of course, he didn’t notice the lady walking out of Audra’s room and ran right into her. Way to go Denbrough. The woman isn’t paying him any attention as she’s still on the ground, picking up, what is that?- Sewing supplies?- and putting them back into her bag. Must be the stylist for the ladies. He wonders if she worked on Audra’s dress.</p><p>“Here, let me help. Shit- I’m really sorry,” he says as he crouches down to help her. There’s a lot of supplies here, she was prepared.</p><p>She swats his hand away, “It’s fine I got it.”</p><p>He stands back and watches awkwardly as she meticulously gathers everything up, her red hair making a curtain around her face. “At least let me help you up?” He extends his hand down to her.</p><p>She looks up, obviously annoyed, it’s the first time they’ve looked each other in the face this whole time, and it’s like time stands still. Her mildly annoyed expression falls from her face immediately, replaced with a puzzled one.</p><p>He doesn’t know her, he can’t realistically know her- she’s just some stylist here for the ladies before the movie premiere, but  <i>deep in his bones, he can feel her.</i></p><p>- September of ‘89 -</p><p><i>“Whatcha thinking about Billy?” she asks as she snubs out the last of the blunt. A little going-away present from him to her. After hearing she wanted to try smoking weed, he decided he wanted to try it with her before she leaves for Portland. Which is tomorrow.</i></p><p><i>Bill knew where to buy it from, and the local pot dealer wouldn’t think twice about dealing it to a fourteen-year-old. Good ole fashion Derry. Bev was very ecstatic when he asked to sneak over and saw his new treasure. He’s pretty sure he’d do anything to see that bright smile of hers, especially after everything.</i></p><p><i>They’re in his basement, his parents won’t care about the smell- they don&rsquo;t care about much nowadays- and she’s laying on the couch on her stomach while he sits on the floor, leaning against it, his back facing her so that she continues running her fingers through his hair. In his high state of mind, her fingers feel so nice and he thinks he can fall asleep like this if he wasn’t so focused on committing his last day with Bev to memory. He wishes he could freeze this moment forever.</i></p><p><i>He leans back into her touch and smiles up at her. Her cheeks are perfectly rosy from her high and he’s probably in a similar state. Her lips are red too and he remembers their kiss a couple of days ago. It was a nice first kiss. He’s not going to get another one after she leaves.</i></p><p><i>“I’m s-s-sad you’re leaving,” he pouts, “I know it’s f-for the buh-best but…” he dwindles off. It sucks that Bev is leaving, but she deserves a new start. All of the losers do.</i></p><p><i>She smiles sadly at him, “It’s okay Bill, you’re allowed to miss me,” her cheeks get a dash redder, “I know I’m going to miss you,” she says as she sits up. She scoots over and pats the cushion.</i></p><p><i>Clamoring up on the couch, he plops himself down next to her. Nervously he throws an arm around her shoulders and looks to her to see if it’s okay, feeling at ease when she snuggles closer to him.</i></p><p><i>“I’ll m-muh-miss you too Bev, we all will,” he tightens his arm around her shoulders, “ju-just don’t forget us in th-that buh-buh-big city.”</i></p><p><i>Bev becomes quiet and her eyes cloud over like she desperately wants to tell him something. He wants to push her but knows better too. Bev only talks when she wants to, she’s more than earned her right to privacy. She turns a little in his arms so that she can face him.</i></p><p><i>The next minute she pushes her lips against his, their second kiss. Like an idiot with his eyes open, it takes him a minute to respond before he gets the idea to kiss back. Cupping her cheek softly, his thumb strokes at the side of her face as his eyes flutter close.</i></p><p><i>The kiss doesn’t last long, short and sweet. Just like how their relationship is destined to be, no matter how much they wish differently. When she pulls back she rests her forehead against his, staying in his space. She too is clinging to the time they have left.</i></p><p><i>“You better promise me Denbrough, promise me you’ll never let me go.”</i></p><p><i>Who is he to deny her that? “I promise Bev.”</i></p><p>- Present Day -</p><p>“Do I know you?” he asks as he pulls her to his feet. Her name is on the tip of his tongue. He&rsquo;s ran into her before, but <i> where?  </i>She opens her mouth to respond when Audra comes rushing out the door, stopping her.</p><p>“Oh good! You’re already ready!” Audra quickly (well as quickly as her stilettos will allow) walks up to him, linking their arms, “We’re about to be late, we really must be going,” she tells him as she starts to pull him away. She gives a smile over her shoulder, towards the woman, “Thank you, Ms. Marsh! I’ll be sure to recommend your fashion company tonight!”</p><p>They’re too far away to hear her response as Audra ushers them into the elevator. Bill shakes his head, “That was your designer?”</p><p>“Oh yes! Isn’t this dress just beautiful, Bill?” she giggles as she does a little twirl. She went with a long purple dress, and Bill doesn’t know much about fashion but even he can tell the dress is exquisite.</p><p>He smiles fondly at her as she clings to him after almost slipping on her heel. “It’s a lovely dress,” he caresses her face, “you’re lovely.” She beams at him.</p><p>She straightens herself up, “Tonight I’ll be recommending Beverly Marsh to everyone! She really deserves it!”</p><p>That&rsquo;s why he thought he knew her from somewhere, Audra must have mentioned her before. “Beverly? Huh.” He pulls Audra closer to him, the name and face of Beverly Marsh already slipping from his mind.</p><p>It would be nearly another fifteen years before he ever thought of her again.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> So this idea came from and edit I saw on TikTok from the user @/mexceel where they did a Billverly edit with the song Roses by the Chainsmokers. Sadly they did delete the edit or I would&rsquo;ve linked it. If you&rsquo;re looking for good IT edits though, I recommend their page!</p>
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Body: <h1>Wer&rsquo;re The Losers, And We Always Will Be Chp. 5</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/31792963/chapters/80465929">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/654750106674937856/were-the-losers-and-we-always-will-be-chp-4">Chp. 4</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/659377469071179776/were-the-losers-and-we-always-will-be-chp-6">Chp. 6</a></p><p><b>Summary:</b> Jacob wonders about Bill, Syd makes a hard decision, Stan gets angry at piece of clothing, and Sonny remembers something.</p><p><b>A/N: </b>Trigger Warning, Stan&rsquo;s infamous bathtub scene is briefly referenced.</p><!-- more --><p>After the fiasco with Mike and Freddy in the van, Jacob was feeling a little anxious about picking up the last two of their group. Just because the rest of them are okay with him and his past, doesn’t mean the other two will be.</p><p>After what Freddy asked, it took Mike ten minutes of him shrieking about Jacob&rsquo;s trial, not letting anyone get a word in. before he finally settled down. It was the first time he ever heard Wendell’s voice even slightly raised, <i>“Mike! Let him explain! You don’t know the full story.”  </i>He hasn’t ever been more grateful for him.</p><p>He explained to Mike, and to Sonny and Freddy who had to have been curious too, what happened. How he hadn’t killed Ben and explained that that story he wrote that was brought up in his trial, was nothing. He writes morbid stories all the time, he was just inspired by Ben’s murder to write that one. For some reason, Wendell was really interested in that little detail. He didn’t feel comfortable going into too much detail about his accident his mom caused, and he just would really rather forget his mom entirely honestly, and thankfully they didn’t push for more details.</p><p>There was no judgment in their eyes, even Mike’s after he told them. No pathetic sympathy either, only anger that this all even happened to him. Freddy appeared a little guilty for even bringing it up, but Jacob can’t blame him. If he was Freddy, he would’ve been just as curious. For a brief moment, he felt that <i> friendship </i> they shared in their past life. This is all true, isn’t it? It’s still crazy to believe even though he’s had a week to think about it.</p><p>One more stop and then it’s off to Derry, it seems a little soon now. Wendell has said that he’ll give more answers when they get there and that they, themselves may remember bits of their past lives on their own. It’s a little exciting because he doesn’t even know who Bill <i>was </i>. Who  <i>he </i>, Jacob, was in his past life. Only the pieces of the nightmare give a glance into Bill’s life and, apparently, according to Wendell, he was their “fearless leader”. That’s something he’s going to have to remember for himself though, he can’t see how with the way he is now, as any type of leader.</p><p>The others don’t remember anything he thinks. Maybe they have more of a feeling or an unnatural pull to go with them, but they don’t remember the clown. He shudders just thinking about it. Whatever this promise is, it’s not going to be easy. It may be painful even, but they <i> have to keep it. </i>He knows that much. An oath is an oath. They have to stick together.</p><p>Apparently, the last two live really near each other, and may even know one another according to Wendell. That’s a crazy thought, to live near someone you’re technically supernaturally bonded to. Do they have any idea? Or are they just strangers to one another?</p><p>He’s seen their photos, the ones Wendell kept in their files. The girl, Sydney, makes him feel some type of way he can’t describe, but the guy, Stanley, he was something else. He’s the guy Jacob has seen in his coma.</p><p>He doesn’t know how to describe how he feels towards Stanley, the guy obviously really meant something to Bill. Even though his sketchbook is filled with sketches of him, mixed among some darker imagery, how is he supposed to feel towards him? Were they romantically involved? They had to have been. But what does that mean going forward? Is Stanley even into guys in his new life? Is Jacob? He&rsquo;s never had a reason to question his own sexuality up until this point. Ben would call him a faggot but he never thought as to why he was called that name. He had a crush on Sarah briefly so is he bisexual? He guesses.  More importantly, who is Stanley now, is he still the boy who loved the birds? He’s about to find out soon.</p><p>“Is this the house?” he asks.</p><p>“Should be,” Wendell glances at him, “Ya know, I know I encouraged you to come with me, but you can go back and wait in the car with others if you feel uncomfortable.”</p><p>He looks up at the yellowing dirty house as they walk up the path to the front door, “No, I feel like I need to be here. I just, I just need to see him,&ldquo; he hopes Wendell understands what he&rsquo;s saying.</p><p>Wendell sighs, “Okay, just know I’m here for you man.” With that, he knocks on the front door.</p><p>-</p><p>“You sure you don’t want a hit?”</p><p>“I’m good, Stan.”</p><p>She tries not to smoke so much anymore. Dina has stopped and she says they’ll have plenty of time to party with drugs once they get to college. They were lucky enough to get in together at the same state college. Syd’s never super excited about anything, except for things that concern Dina, so how can she not be excited about that? Pretty girlfriend and an acceptance into a great school? Life seems pretty good for Sydney Novak. If only she can shake this sense of impending doom.</p><p>It’d feel a lot better if Stan was coming with her. She needs him with her, she needs to keep an eye on him. Stan hasn’t applied to any colleges and every time she brings his future plans up, he just shrugs his shoulders and changes the subject. He hasn’t been doing the best lately, and he won’t talk to her about it. Syd has never been one to really push people into talking about their feelings though.</p><p>His hair is greasy and he looks like he hasn’t been sleeping at all. Every time she comes over, he high as a kite, more so than usual. This morning was no different.</p><p>Stan inhales another hit from his bong, sighing as the smoke escapes his lungs, “More for me than I guess. Where’s Dina at today?”</p><p>“She’s packing, going to visit family before we leave for school.”</p><p>Stan snorts, “Ha, sellouts,” he says before he takes another hit.</p><p>“Hey, when was the last time you slept, dude?” Did she not just tell herself she wasn’t going to push him? Dumb Syd.</p><p>He sniffs and shakes his head, “I’m fine. All good in the hood.”</p><p>She sighs, “Okay, I know that you know that you can talk to me about anything.”</p><p>There’s silence for a moment, “Yeah I know that Syd. It’s just, kinda weird. I’ve just have been having these night-”</p><p>Knocking comes from upstairs.</p><p>They look at each other, she raises her eyebrows, and Stan shrugs, “It’s probably just someone trying to sell me something. They’ll go away in a min-”</p><p>There’s knocking again.</p><p>“Any minute they’ll lea-,” Knocking interrupts him again. “Okay fine! I’m coming!” He gets up to leave, “Be right back.”</p><p>“Yeah sure,” She listens to Stan stomp up the stairs. Maybe she should have gone with him. She starts to scroll through her phone.</p><p>Minutes pass. What the hell is Stan doing? It shouldn’t take this long to tell salesmen you’re not interested. “Stan?!” No answer. “Stanley?!”</p><p>Shuffling comes from upstairs and it sounds like the front door slams shut. Footsteps, it sounds like Stanley isn’t alone anymore as more than one set of footsteps can be heard now. Who in the hell? She turns around from where she’s sitting on the couch just in time to see the guys coming down the steps with him.</p><p>She’s immediately on her feet and backing away.</p><p><strike><i>“What am I Greta? Am I slut or a little shit?” “Are you still my little girl?” “My heart burns there too.”</i></strike></p><p>“Stan, why are they here?” her voice comes out shakier than she means to.</p><p>He doesn’t answer as he takes a seat back on the couch, immediately reaching for the bong. He looks as shaken as she feels. The guy with the cane sits down next to him, his hand hovering in his lap like he wants to reach out to comfort him. His hand ends up falling dejectedly back into his lap.</p><p>“I think you have a feeling why Sydney.” The other guy grabs her attention.</p><p>“I have no idea what you’re talking about,&rdquo; she snaps at him.</p><p>“Then why are you keeping your distance from us?” He gestures between him and the other newcomer.</p><p>“Because you’re two random men that just showed up and now my friend won’t even look at me!” She sounds angry but fear is seeping into her. They shouldn’t be here. They can’t be.</p><p>The guy with the cane just looks at her and glances back at Stan, who’s just staring into space. “We have to go to Derry. We need you two to come with us.”</p><p>“You sound fucking crazy. We’re  <i>not </i> going anywhere with you. We-We don’t even know you!”</p><p>The other guy takes a step closer to her, “You, uh, kinda do though. It’s a lot to explain. If you’ll just hear us out-”</p><p>“No. You both need to leave.” It feels like two people are at war in her mind. Someone is screaming at her and they&rsquo;re getting louder, demanding she listens to them. She can’t though.</p><p>The two make no budge to leave, and she’s about to demand that they do again before Stan speaks up. “I think we should listen to them, Syd,” he has his face in his hands as he mumbles it out.</p><p>Dammit Stan. She slumps back into an armchair, defeated, “You have five minutes.”</p><p>-</p><p>He’s holding his trusty bong in his hand, does he bring it? What should he even bring on a road trip to certain death? Scratch that, he shouldn’t be thinking like that, not yet anyway. Who knows what this promise even is, maybe the promise was just that they’d find each other again.</p><p>Doubtful. He decides to pack his bong and the remainder of his weed.</p><p>Wendell and Jacob explained as much as they would, but they really didn&rsquo;t need to. The moment Stan answered the door and saw them he knew they would be leaving with them. He was suddenly stone-cold sober when his eyes locked with Jacob, but he can’t think about him right now, he needs to pack. Thinking about Jacob just makes him feel weird, and he doesn’t want to think about why that is. <i> <strike>They broke each others hearts.</strike></i></p><p>Throwing random clothes from his closet into a duffle bag, he doesn’t pay much attention to what he’s packing until he sees that baby blue blazer. It all started for him with that stupid  <i>stupid  </i>blazer.</p><p>It gave him a lot of confidence once upon a time, even enough confidence to ask Syd to homecoming. In retrospect that didn’t turn out too well in the end. She’s happier with Dina and it always felt like Syd and he was meant to be friends anyway.</p><p>Was his crush something he was mistaken for them knowing each other  <i>before? </i>He’s always felt different like there was someone inside him trying to claw their way out. Someone who now is begging him not to leave with them. That same someone who only got louder when he bought the stupid blazer! He was just drawn to it when he saw it the store and he <i>had</i> to bring it home with him. After a while he had to stop wearing it, something, something just wasn&rsquo;t fitting into place about it.</p><p>Angrily he yanks it off the hang bar, fully ready to throw it across the room but he can’t bring himself to do that. He thumbs at the collar, trying to remember something, <i>anything.</i></p><p><i>“<strike>Stan the man! I never knew you had it in you! All the ladies are gonna think you’re a bad boy now because of your little stunt, you’re gonna be drowning in them!”</strike></i></p><p>He shakes his head, the memories rolling around in his brain, not yet surfacing. Wendell said they’ll remember more when they get to Derry. There are things he knows even now he doesn’t want to remember. He gently hangs the blazer back up.</p><p>The most surprising thing was Syd agreeing to go. She has everything planned out for herself, she has the most reasons to stay. Stan? He has nothing. He’s not even sure why he’s going, only that he knows he has to. It’s weird and confusing and if he was an easily angered man like his father, he’d be pissed.</p><p>Syd had her fit of yelling of disbelief but he’s always been able to read her like a book. When they told them that they’ve all “lived a life before”, and “they need to keep an oath they made in their past life”, she believed them, she just didn’t want to. Ultimately, like him, she begrudgingly agreed to go. Only after she gets to say bye to Dina.</p><p>This stupid oath though has to have something to do with his nightmares. Well, nightmare, it’s the same one every fucking night. He wakes up in a bathtub filled with blood, his blood, as his forearms are ripped to tatters, continuously leaking his blood.</p><p>There has to be a correlation between the two and the thought of that is  <i>terrifying. </i> He takes a deep breath as he zips up his bag, it’ll be explained when they get there. He can trust Wendell. And Jacob.</p><p>He heads up to the front door and looks around at his empty house, his dad won’t be home for another two weeks and he doubts he’ll even notice he’s missing when he gets back. “Bye, I guess.” He leaves.</p><p>Wendell has his van parked down the street, waiting on him. They agreed to go pick up Syd from Dina’s after Stan was finished packing. Wendell already has the truck opened so he crams his bag in among everyone else&rsquo;s, the trunk is really full.</p><p>Jacob opens the side door for him, gesturing for him to sit in the seat next to him. There’s no eye contact between them when he crawls in.</p><p>He immediately hears, “You’re losing horribly you know.”</p><p>“Shut up! I’m in third place! Some people just don’t play Mario Kart on an easy mode like you!”</p><p>“I was playing it on medium Fredrick.”</p><p>“Will you stop calling me that!”</p><p>His head whips around to look in the back seat where he sees two guys bickering over a Nintendo Switch. The one with curly hair is leaning over the other guy&rsquo;s shoulder, seriously judging whatever game moves he’s pulling. They have the whole back seat to share but neither of them seemed bothered by invading one another&rsquo;s personal space. There&rsquo;s&hellip;something oddly comforting about the whole scene, it makes him smile.</p><p>“Freddy! Mike! Please at least acknowledge Stan at least a little!” Wendell says from the front seat. He sounds annoyed but in the rearview mirror, he has a fond expression on his face.</p><p>The two guys in question look up and finally notice him. “Hi Stan, talk later, gotta show Mike he doesn’t know what the fuck he’s talking about,” Freddy, he presumes, says before returning his attention to the video game.</p><p>Mike rolls his eyes, “Ha, okay Fredrick,” He looks to Stan finally, and there’s a flash of recognition in his eyes, “Welcome to the shit show Stan the man,” he quickly breaks eye contact and then proceeds to try and jostle Freddy to mess him up, Freddy yelling at him to knock it off as he does.</p><p><strike><i>Stan the man.</i></strike></p><p>Tension is draining from his shoulders and he’s laughing. He turns back around in his seat, “Are they always like this?” he asks Jacob, who also looks more relaxed. Maybe being around him won’t be so awkward the entire time.</p><p>Jacob’s smiling at him, the first genuine one he’s seen from him, “Yeah, so far they have been. On the bright side, their bickering will make the long trip entertaining.”</p><p>“Can confirm,” says the guy in the passenger seat, he looks over his shoulder back at Stan, “I’m Sonny Quinn by the way,” he awkwardly extends his hand into the back seat, “Nice to meet you.”</p><p>Stan shakes his hand, “Nice to meet you too, again technically, and the name is Stanley Barber.”</p><p>“Barber?! Wendell?!”</p><p>Wendell shrugs his shoulders, “I don’t know Jacob, freak coincidence I guess,” he answers with a smug smile.</p><p>He confusedly looks back at Jacob, who’s blushing and staring at the floorboard. “Are you guys making fun of my last name or something? I for one like my name.”</p><p>“That’s good because it’s Jacob’s last name too,” Freddy says from the back seat, not even tearing his eyes away from the screen. (No matter how much Mike tries to distract him.)</p><p>“Oh. Do you think we’re related or something?” He realized what a stupid question that was the moment it left his mouth.</p><p>Jacob sputters, “Probably not! Uh, like Wendell said, just a coincidence. No meaning behind it all. Also, you’re Jewish and I’m not,&ldquo; he realizes what he said, &quot;not that there&rsquo;s anything wrong with being a Jew! I uh, I uh-&rdquo;</p><p>A blush is heating up in his cheeks and he puts Jacob out his misery, “You&rsquo;re okay and you’re right. Though I&rsquo;m not a practicing Jew, just so you know, just the traits. Not that anybody was asking,” He swallows, “Anyways, let’s go pick up Syd?”</p><p>“Was waiting for your directions,” Wendell answers.</p><p>“Oh.”</p><p>-</p><p>Fifteen minutes later they’re pulling up to Dina’s address and Stan sends her a quick text to let them know they’re waiting outside. Sonny watches the front door, ready to just get on the road. He’s tired of the driving already, can’t imagine how tired poor Wendell and Jacob must feel about it.</p><p>It was kinda funny though when Jacob asked him to sit up front now that Stan was getting the car and Mike and Freddy making mocking kissy noises. Oblivious dumbasses.</p><p>The house&rsquo;s front door opens and two girls come walking outside. They hug tightly in the walk away, one girl towering over the other. After a minute they finally break apart, the shorter one heading towards the car. The taller girl waves her off and even from the street you can tell her cheeks are puffy from crying.</p><p>All the air has been knocked out of his lungs.</p><p><i>“Are you going to let me go by or is there a secret password or something?”</i></p><p>He remembered something, all thought he’s not quite sure what. That silly question meant something to him in his past life. It’s a sweet and comforting memory even if he can’t recall all of it. This is still so crazy.</p><p>Stan opens the van door and scoots into the middle and she gets in the seat next to him, dropping her backpack between her legs. Everyone greets her, even Freddy and Mike, but Sonny can’t bring himself to stop looking at her, bending himself around in his seat to do so.</p><p>She acknowledges Jacob and Stan before looking forward, at him. “What the fuck are you staring at?”</p><p>Okay, this doesn’t feel as sweet. &ldquo;Nothing, sorry,&rdquo; he turns back around slumps back into his seat. God, he probably looks like a weirdo.</p><p>Wendell drums his fingers on the steering wheel, &ldquo;Okay guys, we&rsquo;re finally off to Derry.&rdquo;</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> Okay so I was wrong. Merging Stanley Barber&rsquo;s and Stanley Uris&rsquo;s personality will be the most challenging. Wish me luck. I had to choose between a main Benverly ship or a minor Sydina ship and uh, benverly didn&rsquo;t win. Sorry Benverly shippers! I&rsquo;m sorry for the repetitiveness of the last few chapters, but we&rsquo;re finally off to Derry!</p><p><b>Tags:</b> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mpIy0LqV3okURDVMyO8ITrQ">@alex-whitley-187</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mugAA06Sx-JdnKn8g0yXa3Q">@elliee-doodles</a></p>
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<li>Does not shipping something ‘popular’ mean you’re in denial and/or biased?<br/></li>
<li>What is the one thing you hate most about your fandom?<br/></li>
<li>What is the purest ship in the fandom?<br/></li>
<li>What are your thoughts on crack ships?<br/></li>
<li>Popular character you hate?<br/></li>
<li>Unpopular character you love?<br/></li>
<li>Would you recommend XXX to a friend? Why or why not?<br/></li>
<li>How would you end XXX/Would you change the ending of XXX?<br/></li>
<li>Most shippable character?<br/></li>
<li>Least shippable character?<br/></li>
</ol><p>*several of these questions are taken from a list that was not rebloggable</p>
</blockquote>
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Body: <h1>We&rsquo;re The Losers, And We Always Will Be Chp. 4</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/31792963/chapters/79498963">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/653999054545731584/were-the-losers-and-we-always-will-be-chp-3">Chp. 3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/656263293940432896/werre-the-losers-and-we-always-will-be-chp-5">Chp. 5</a></p><p><b>Summary: </b>Two more losers join the group</p><p><b>A/N:</b> You don&rsquo;t have to have seen Goosebumps 2 or Shazam to understand&hellip;.I still haven&rsquo;t seen Goosebumps 2</p><!-- more --><p>“I’m just <i>saying</i> it would’ve made more sense to stop in Pennsylvania<i> first.</i> Now we’re having to double back there, wasting time and gas.”</p><p>At this point, Wendell had started just replying to Mike with a, “Mhm”. It was the <i>fifth  </i>time Mike has said that after all. Mike was the one finding the most frustration with them going to New York first, and then turning around to go back to Pennsylvania to only have to turn around  <i>again </i>to go back to Maine. “I have my reasons Mike,” was all Wendell had to rebuttal the first time he complained. When Mike had looked to Jacob, who was sitting up front with Wendell, for some type of agreement with him, Jacob just shrugged his shoulders, “It’s Wendell’s van, and Wendell&rsquo;s plan.”</p><p>Sonny is trying not to take it too personally that Mike is basically complaining about the fact that they picked him up in New York first before going to Pennsylvania to pick up the other three. He gets the the vibe that Mike is an unintentionally brash person.</p><p>It sounds like Mike has finally given up his complaining, his last little mumblings of how inefficient this was dying out, as he plugs in earbuds and looks out the window. Maybe Mike will take a nap Sonny wonders, he’s in travel clothes and they still have five hours till their next destination. He also looks exhausted like the other two.</p><p>Wendell is driving and humming softly to the music playing quietly on the radio, occasionally taking sips of an energy drink. Sonny gets the impression that Wendell has been the one driving the whole time. Wendell’s the only one out of the three that’s bothered to wear something besides sweatpants and a baggy t-shirt, which is a little odd.</p><p>Sonny glances at the third passenger, who’s currently sitting in the front passenger seat. He’s now passed out against the door, and his hair is starting to look a little greasy. When Sonny first saw him, he instantly recognized him, even with the scars and cane. Surely the other two knew who he was, right? If they do, they don&rsquo;t seem bother by him.</p><p>Jacob was that kid all over the news a couple of years back, having been accused of killing some kid in his grade. He only remembers seeing him because his older sister thought Jacob was cute-looking. Gross. At least, if he remembers correctly, Jacob was found innocent. There was also that whole spiel about the wreck with his mother, that must be how he got the cane and scars. Jacob doesn&rsquo;t exactly seem like a killer in Sonny&rsquo;s opinion, but who knows, he&rsquo;s just met him. Were Jacob and him really friends in their past life? Did Sonny really have a past life? Apparently they all did and they were all friends?</p><p>It’s crazy to think about and it’s a little mind-numbing. He still can’t comprehend why he just <i>agreed </i>immediately to come with these guys. He had a great scholarship to a great college of science and technology too! He wants to be an electrical engineer, and he should be studying to get ahead this summer. Yet, when Wendell just showed up at his home and explained it (well some of it, he still had lots of questions but that will come later), he didn’t even think it over, he just agreed.</p><p>One quick bag packed later, and then he’s loading up in Wendell’s van outside his house, and meeting Mike and Jacob. When he met Mike, there was this feeling that something wasn’t quite right. He keeps looking over at Mike half expecting him to be wearing glasses, and he doesn’t quite know why.</p><p>Besides studying for school, he&rsquo;s really not leaving much at home. His mom won’t notice his absence until at least tomorrow, she’s working a double shift. His sister is off spending the summer with college friends, and it’s not like he has any friends of his own that will notice. Sam moved away two years ago and they haven’t kept in contact. It always kinda felt like Sam was just holding a place for someone. Or he figures now, <i>someones.</i></p><p>He hasn’t had any friends for a while. His mom said he would make some at college, but she’s always at work so what does she really know about him? His sister just ignores him, too much of an ‘adult’ now to give her little brother the time of the day.</p><p>That’s probably part of the reason why he didn’t hesitate to agree to come. The prospect of having a friendship that’s so strong it surpasses all scientific logic? And not just with one person, but six? That’s really why he agreed so quickly. Whatever the ‘promise’ is can be dealt with when they get to Derry.</p><p>He’s still questioning the whole ‘reincarnated’ bit, but the other two seem to believe Wendell. Even Mike looks to be on board with the idea of it, and Sonny can tell that Mike is a very scientific person, a lot more so than him. He’ll do research when he gets to Derry, that’s his solution. If this all started there, hopefully once there, he can get some answers.</p><p>Sonny settles back into his seat and tries to settle himself. He’s shaking with anticipation, but for what? He guesses he’ll soon find out. Eventually, his mind tires out and he sees a flash of fiery red hair before he falls asleep.</p><p>-</p><p>“Hey, Sonny! Wake up, dude!”</p><p>He jerks awake at the sound of Wendell’s voice. “I’m awake, I’m awake,” he grumbles.</p><p>They’re in some city, Philadelphia presumably, and even at night, the city is alive. Cars are honking and people are walking up and down the sidewalks, enjoying the nice summer night. Mike is wide awake, and Jacob is still fighting sleep, refusing to wake up.</p><p>“Wendell, did you mean to bring us  <i>here </i>?” Mike asks quizzically as he looks out the window. His question piques Sonny’s curiosity and causes him to look too. He sees what Mike means, <i>who</i> are they picking up  <i>here?</i></p><p>“Yes,” Wendell responds, sure of himself.</p><p>Again, he wonders who out of their &lsquo;group&rsquo; they’re picking up at a homeless shelter.</p><p>&ldquo;Mike I need you to do something,&rdquo; Wendell says.</p><p>-</p><p>Freddy Freeman has not had a good life, but you can’t tell when you meet him. He’s learned that sometimes, you have to be the optimism in your own life when you keep getting knocked down. Find your own happiness, even if it’s as simple as in the comic books you dig out of the dumpster.</p><p>Nowadays, he’s finding it harder to find joy in his life.</p><p>He’s just another homeless youth that aged out of the foster care system, trying to find his way in life. Being forced to live on the street, bouncing from homeless shelter to homeless shelter, and being crippled on top of all of that, it’s hard to find some direction in life. He’s tried looking for work, but no one wants to hire a homeless boy perpetually on crutches. His life can’t keep being like this, he can’t stay here, in Philadelphia. He has this feeling, or sense, that he should start heading north. Maybe he can hitchhike there? That’s a thought for tomorrow though.</p><p>The homeless shelter he’s picked for tonight is a little nicer than some of the ones he’s been in, still, though, he tries to hide his crutches under his bed with his jacket. Don’t want to go through another morning where he wakes up to discover they’ve been stolen, again. His bet of actually falling asleep is to do so before everyone comes in to settle for the night at lights out. His fellow patrons can be loud.</p><p>Before bed, he pulls out his favorite comic, the one about a group of friends fighting monsters. This comic in particular has always been a real sense of comfort for him growing up. What he wouldn’t do to have friends like that? A group of friends that love each other so much that they&rsquo;re willing to do die for one another? He wants that, especially when it feels like he&rsquo;s been alone his whole life.</p><p>The main hero of the comic has wild curly hair and radiant green eyes, always cocky and saying a cheesy punchline before he decapitates the monster of the issue. What a man.</p><p>Ya know, the character looks kinda like the guy that’s just entered the shelter….who is heading straight to him.</p><p>“Are you Freddy?” he asks, a little harshly, once he gets close enough.</p><p>He’s dazed, “Huh?” He’s seen this guy somewhere before, and not just because he looks like the guy from the comic! Although he does look a lot like him, even with his baggy clothes on. Also, what, he knows his name?</p><p>The guy sighs, “Look, are you Freddy or not?”</p><p>“Uh yeah, that would be me. Freddy Freeman, a real  <i>free </i> man so to say,” he laughs awkwardly.</p><p>All he gets for his joke is an eye-roll, okay, so maybe this guy isn’t exactly like the main character in the comic. But where the hell has he seen him before?</p><p>“Okay cool. Now come on, I don’t have all night. Get your stuff,” the guy reaches down to grab Freddy’s tattered duffle bag.</p><p>Instinctively he yanks his bag out of his reach, “Hold up dude, I’m not gonna go anywhere with you! I don’t know you.” Cute or not, he’s not about to follow some random guy outside, that&rsquo;s how you get killed.</p><p>“Okay okay! I get it,” he holds his hands back, “I’m Mike, Mike Wheeler.”</p><p>“Still doesn’t mean I’m going with you.”</p><p><i>Mike </i> dares to look annoyed, “Why the hell did Wendell send me in here,” he says under his breath.</p><p>“Who’s Wendell?”</p><p>“He’s uh, he’s a friend of mine. Sorta.&ldquo;</p><p>&quot;How can someone be sorta your friend?&rdquo; he asks</p><p>Sighing, Mike replies, &ldquo;It&rsquo;s a long story, I&rsquo;ll explain later. Look I get it, you don’t know me, and I just show up here asking you to come with me. Believe me, you have no idea how much I get how weird and sketchy it is. But I need you to come with me, it’ll make sense along the way,” he sounds almost pleading.</p><p>This is a joke, right? Mike just plans on robbing him or beating him up the moment they get outside right? Despite the instincts he’s cultivated from all his years in foster care and now the streets, there’s something <i>different</i> about Mike. They’ve met before, somehow, somewhere.<i> Some lifetime.</i></p><p><strike><i>A hammock, hidden kisses, gazebos, and a broken promise.</i></strike></p><p>He just stares back at Mike.</p><p>“If you just come with me, there’s a guy in a van, his name is Wendell, and he can explain a lot more than me. He&rsquo;s the one who can explain why I need you to follow me. There are two other guys, Sonny and Jacob, and we’re looking for three more. You’re one of the three. I can’t tell you why exactly, hell I’m not even sure myself why we’re doing this, but <i>we have to go. </i> Wendell needs to take us to -”</p><p>“Derry.”</p><p>Mike looks back at him surprised, “Uh yeah, we have to go to Derry. It&rsquo;s up in Maine. Have you heard of it before?”</p><p>“Nope,” he pops the p sound. It’s the truth, he’s never heard of Derry once in his life. But for some reason, he knows of it, and he gets the feeling he doesn’t want to go back.</p><p>“Huh, I was like that too,” Mike says more to himself, “It’s your choice to make, I can’t make you come with me, but I  <i>really </i> think you should,” he addresses Freddy this time.</p><p>“And this ‘Wendell’ can explain more? Wendell, who is supposedly waiting in the van outside?”</p><p>“Well, that’s what I said isn’t it?” Where does Mike get the right be sarcastic right now? It&rsquo;s kinda funny, a little.</p><p>He should say no, but what does he have to lose? And going up north doesn’t sound entirely too bad, maybe that&rsquo;s where he was going to head up the whole time, for uh, some reason. He feels some almost <i>supernatural </i>pull to go there, even if the idea Derry is giving him the heebie-jeebies. Maybe this 'Wendell&rsquo; can explain why that is anyways.</p><p>Instead of an answer, he reaches below his cot to grab his jacket and crutches, and he does see Mike’s surprise at them. “Okay Mike, take me to this Wendell.”</p><p>Mike goes to grab his duffle bag again, and again he stops him, “I can carry my own bag.”</p><p>-</p><p>“Wait, wait a second, you’re telling me, that I had another life?”</p><p>“I know it sounds crazy but-”</p><p>“Are you kidding me? It sounds awesome! It’s like some sort of-of superhero origin story! This is so cool!” Freddy cuts him off. Out of everyone else, Freddy has definitely had an interesting reaction in Wendell’s opinion.</p><p>Mike scoffs, “Cool? Really? You think that being ‘reincarnated’,” he makes finger quotes, “and having to go to bum fuck nowhere Maine to keep some, some promise we made in our past life, is cool?!”</p><p>“Well, that’s what I said isn’t it?” Freddy replies in a mocking tone.</p><p>“I think it’s kinda cool.” Mike shoots a glare at Sonny, “Only for scientific reasons of course,” he amends.</p><p>“Whatever  <i>Fredrick </i>, this isn’t some superhero story,” Mike says.</p><p>“Don’t call me Fredrick!”</p><p>“It’s your name isn’t it?!”</p><p><i>Trashmouth, more like Smartmouth.  </i>Wendell chuckles at the thought. He&rsquo;s so thankful to have found Freddy. All he knew was that he was somewhere in Philadelphia, and when he got here, he had to wait for<i> guidance</i> to tell him exactly where Freddy was as he drove around the city. The Turtle did not disappoint.</p><p>The two are continuing to bicker, causing Jacob to shift in his sleep. “Mmmhm,” he starts to grumble in his sleep, pulling the scrunched-up hoodie he was using as a makeshift pillow tighter around his head.</p><p>Wendell glances over at him, Jacob’s notebook is still open in his lap. His latest drawing, a portrait, is on display. It’s one of an older man with tight brown curls and a kippah sitting delicately in his hair. A pair of small reading glasses sit on the tip of his nose, and he’s smiling. Surely that can’t be who he thinks it is? Does Jacob even know who he drew?</p><p>On the stretch of drive to Indiana, when it was just him and Jacob, he learned that Jacob remembers basically four things, a boy missing an arm, <strike><i>Georgie </i></strike>, the face of a man who sometimes appears as a boy,  <strike><i>Stanley </i>,</strike> a clown,  <strike><i>Pennywise </i>,</strike> and  <i>terror </i>. He doesn’t think Jacob knows the context behind these things, but he will, eventually. Wendell will either explain when they get to Derry or Jacob will pick up the memories when they get there himself.</p><p>Regardless, their next stop should be an interesting one for Jacob.</p><p>“Stop calling me Fredrick! How would you feel if I called you ‘Michael’ huh?!”</p><p>“I’d feel like you just called me by name.”</p><p>“Ugh!” Jacob has given up on sleeping, as he yanks awake to glare at the two bickerers in the back.</p><p>Mike is smiling smugly, “Look at what you did Fredrick, you woke up poor Jacob.”</p><p>Freddy doesn’t retort back, and is just looking at Jacob bewilderedly, “Aren’t you the teenager that killed that kid?”</p><p>“What?!” Mike shrieks.</p><p><i>Shit.</i></p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b><i> </i>Is it that obvious I haven&rsquo;t figured out Sonny as a character? Also, sorry to do that to Freddy. In this universe he never ended up with the family like he did in the Shazam movie, and at this point he&rsquo;s aged out of foster care. And he never met Billy Batson. For some reason this was a harder chapter write and it&rsquo;s probably my least favorite I&rsquo;ve written so far. But it&rsquo;s out ! One more chapter to get Syd and Stan and then off to Derry! Once we get to Derry, the chapters will be longer so there may be longer time between updates. It&rsquo;ll be worth it though! Lemme know what you think!</p><p><b>Tags:</b> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mpIy0LqV3okURDVMyO8ITrQ">@alex-whitley-187</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mugAA06Sx-JdnKn8g0yXa3Q">@elliee-doodles</a></p>
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Body: <h1>We&rsquo;re The Losers, And We Always Will Be Chp. 3</h1><p>!!NOTICE TITLE CHANGE, WAS ORGINALLY &lsquo;WE&rsquo;RE NOT FINISHED YET!!</p><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/31792963/chapters/78953668">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/653488560129933312/were-not-finished-yet-chp-2">Chp. 2</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/654750106674937856/were-the-losers-and-we-always-will-be-chp-4">Chp. 4</a></p><p><b>Summary:</b> All Mike wants to know is why two strangers are following him around the mall</p><p><b>A/N:</b> Things to know, the events of Stranger Things never happened. El is just Jane Hopper, adoptive daughter of Hopper. Also I changed the title because I realized I had the perfect name for this fic sitting in front of my face&hellip;</p><!-- more --><p>In high school, people would say that Mike Wheeler was simply the smartest.</p><p>Now he’s not genius-level smart, but he’s nearly there. Constantly got straight A’s in his all of his classes, had a perfect GPA, and made high marks on all his state tests. College representatives were chomping at the bit to get him to attend their school. He had choices with a free ride at schools all over the country.</p><p>While people say Mike is the smartest, here’s why his friends and family call him dumb. Mike never applied to college. Not a single one. He would hang up on recruiters and leave college letters piled up on his desk. Karen Wheeler, his mom, would  <i>beg  </i>him to apply somewhere, <i>anywhere</i>, during his junior and senior years. She would bring home college pamphlets and research the admission process. She was half tempted to apply him for college herself, but what good does it do if he gets in and just chooses not to go? Her boy was so smart and he could have such a bright future, so why didn’t he try? Every time she said something, he would just brush her off, saying, <i>‘I&rsquo;ll apply somewhere mom, just drop it’. </i>Obviously, he never did. So now all Mike does in his month since graduation, is sit around their house, <i>waiting  </i>it seems. It doesn&rsquo;t make any sense, Karen Wheeler never understood her son and she probably never will.</p><p>All of Mike’s friends were going somewhere, even Will, who was constantly sick growing up and had missed so much school, was going to the state college campus. Dustin, Lucas, and Max were getting out of Indiana for college. The three of them had gotten into schools out in California, and they have already left for it, having an apartment waiting on them. And Jane, she worked her ass off to get into a college in Atlanta. Mike has no plans to follow her.</p><p>The story of him and Jane is a little complicated. They dated for five years and practically grew up together. Jane loved him and he swore he loved her back. Jane at least knew that wasn’t the whole case. She realized their senior year that Mike may never be able to love her back in  <i>that way </i>, whether he’d admit it or not, and that was okay. She broke it off with him after senior prom. It wasn’t some big blowout, and Mike didn’t put up much of a fight to keep her. What’s the point in begging someone to stay with you when they’ve already made up their mind. They stayed friends, and honestly not too much changed between them.</p><p>He just felt  <i>stuck </i>. All of his friends were excited about their futures, and meanwhile, he was just  <i>waiting </i>. Waiting for what? Who knows. It was the most illogical thing he’s ever felt. It was some sort of mental block in his mind, he couldn’t see his future past high school. Despite what everyone thinks, he wants to leave Hawkins but <i>something  </i>is keeping him put. He half expects a circus to come to town and blow him away with it. <i> It’s insane </i>.</p><p>There’s nothing he wants more than to explain this insanity to his 'best friend&rsquo; Will, he’d be the one that&rsquo;d be able to make Mike feel less crazy, but Will can’t even look at him right now. Will and him are barely friends anymore. After Jane had broken up with him, Will and him got into this big fight for reasons he’d rather not think about. <i>Lips brushed against lips, the quick thought of an inhaler, <strike>Will doesn’t need an inhaler</strike>, and yelling and harsh words following.  </i>Their other friends had the decency not to ask why they don’t hang out by themselves anymore or comment on the tension between the two in group settings.</p><p>Whatever, it’s all stupid. Mike has bigger things to worry about this summer than his best friend he hasn&rsquo;t spoken to in over a month. Bigger things to worry about like finding a job.</p><p>His dad is growing more annoyed with each day that he just sits around, and honestly what else is Mike going to do during the day? Go to therapy? As if. Instead, he gets to wander around the Star Mall looking for ‘Now Hiring’ signs in the store windows. He sees a sign in front of the Scoops Ahoy ice cream parlor and mentally shudders, remembering the tacky uniform that they made Steve wear. He’d do better working somewhere like GameStop or another electronic place. With that in mind, he starts to head that way when someone or  <i>someones  </i>catches the corner of his eye.</p><p>It’s two guys about his age. One has a cane and is wearing a black jacket that must be too hot for the summer, and the other one has a backpack and is holding some piece of paper. They’re both acting like they weren’t just staring at him. They know he has eyes right? It’s hard not to notice two strangers blatantly staring at him. Ignoring them, he keeps walking. For some reason, he gets a really strange feeling about them.</p><p>At GameStop, they tell him to fill out an application online (he should’ve seen that one coming, it is 2019), and after, he chooses to take a minute to browse the game selection in-store. In his peripheral vision, he can see the two guys from earlier sitting on a bench outside the store. Are they waiting on him? Surely that can’t be.</p><p>That seems to be the case as Mike wastes forty-five minutes in the store and they remain out on the bench. He knows the workers in the store probably think he’s stupid as he keeps looking at the same merchandise over and over. Finally, he decides to just cut his losses and gives the cashier a tight-lipped smile, and exits the store. Keeping his eyes down he hopes to brush right past them. Mike Wheeler has never been a lucky man though.</p><p>“Hey, can we talk to you for a minute?” It’s the guy with the backpack.</p><p>Maybe he can just pretend he didn’t hear them and keep walking.</p><p>“Hey, Mike!”</p><p>Ah, no such luck, yet again.</p><p>He reluctantly stops and spares a glance at the two. They look like a pair of nervous new missionaries that’s about to try and convince him to join their church. But why bother him out of everyone in this mall? And where did they get his name? And why is the guy still clutching that piece of pap- holy shit is that a photo of him?</p><p>“Why the hell do you have a photo of me?!”</p><p>The two guys stumble to a stop, the one with the cane seems apprehensive and the other one - the one still holding the photo - seems, almost, confused?</p><p>Mike just looks at them expectantly, waiting for an answer.</p><p>“I, uh, I- look- it’s a long story, can we go sit down somewhere and talk about it?” the guy stammers out, glancing down at the picture. The picture has to be one on his yearbook photos, just blown up to take up the whole paper.</p><p>“Why is you, some <i>stranger </i>, having a printed-out photo of me, a long story?!” He’s trying to keep his voice steady, but his mind is freaking out. It’s like he’s being torn in two right now. Half his mind is yelling at him to run away and don’t look back. The other half of him is telling him that  <i>this </i>, this is what he has been waiting for. That’s the part that’s keeping him rooted to his spot.</p><p>Mike’s words are affecting the guy (<i>he looks hurt</i>), but before he can say anything, the one with the cane finally speaks up, “Hey, Mike, right? I’m Jacob, and this is Wendell,” Wendell abjectly smiles at him, “Let’s head go sit down and talk for a minute yeah? Wendell and I have been on the road for a while and we&rsquo;re starving, so let’s head over to the food court?”</p><p>This ‘Jacob’ is trying very hard to seem calm but he’s still coming off just as nervous as Wendell. Mike’s not going to get any answers standing in front of a fucking Game Stop so in the end he agrees. They both seemed relieved and the three of them head to the food court.</p><p>Once there Jacob and Wendell both order food, but he doesn’t because this situation is too weird for his liking, and awkward silence follows as he just watches the two eat.</p><p>The more he looks at them, the more familiar they seem. They couldn’t have gone to high school together, they look like they&rsquo;re his age and he knew of everyone in his small class. And what’s the deal with Jacob? That big ass scar on his face and neck looks real enough but it could be fake. Maybe this is some prank, someone signed him up for some prank show. Probably Dustin. Subconsciously he glances around for a camera.</p><p>“Are you going to explain my picture?” He cuts in while the two are still eating.</p><p>He asks the question while Wendell is mid-bite, causing him to cough. He clears his throat, “Well, we were looking for you. I figured we&rsquo;d check out the mall, see if you were here. I, I already knew what you looked like, but uh, Jacob here didn’t. I needed him to help look for you.”</p><p>Jacob nods his confirmation.</p><p>“You’ve gotta have a better explanation than that.” He replies coldly. These guys are crazy. Why is he still sitting here? He should run away before they inevitably kidnap him.</p><p>“There is one, it just sounds a little crazy. I didn’t believe Wendell either when he came to find me.” Jacob says.</p><p>“Came to get you? What does that even mean?! You two happen to show up to the mall to 'find me&rsquo;, you randomly have a picture of me, and you keep giving a half-assed explanation as to why?!”</p><p>“Wendell also has pictures of the others, it’s not just you,” Jacob says it as if that’s supposed to help him. Jacob knows it doesn’t by the look glare Mike gives him.</p><p>“What the fuck do you mean by ‘others’?!” Mike stands up from his chair “You know what? Whatever.” He turns to leave.</p><p>Before he can get too far, Wendell says something that stops him in his tracks. “We need to go back to Derry.”</p><p><strike><i>Red balloons, an arcade, the taste of blood against his lip, an asthmatic boy with a fanny pack.</i></strike></p><p>Mike should’ve run away when he had the chance. He sits back in his seat and looks towards the two guys. All he can muster out is a curt, “What?”</p><p>Wendell looks relieved that Mike has sat back down, “It’s a lot to explain, and I will, eventually. We just have to finish picking up the others and get to Derry, it’ll all make sense there. <i>I promise </i>. But, Mike, let me ask, have you, have you ever felt ‘weird’ in life?”</p><p>“Yeah, when I went through fucking puberty,” he snaps back. These two are strangers to him, no matter how familiar they may feel, he doesn’t want to talk to them about how he&rsquo;s always felt out of place his whole life. Or why sometimes when he looked at Will, his heart, <i> his soul </i>, would feel like it was physically hurting. Will always reminded him of someone, but he never could figure out  <i>who </i>. Or especially why today is the first time he’s ever heard of ‘ <i>Derry </i>’ but despite that,  <i>he knows </i>he’s been there before.  <i>This is crazy.</i></p><p>Jacob smiles at his comment, “You know what he’s talking about don’t you?”</p><p>Mike stares him down, “No, I don’t know, maybe…”</p><p>“I did. I knew exactly what he was talking about when he showed up on my doorstep. It sounded unbelievable at first, but honestly, it felt like pieces of my life were  <i>finally </i> falling into place. It’s going to be the craziest thing you’ve ever heard, but you gotta hear us out,” Jacob doesn’t falter under Mike’s glare.</p><p>“What do you know about reincarnation?”</p><p>He cuts his glare to Wendell, “I know a lot of religions believe in it, and that thirty-three percent of the American population believe in it.”</p><p>“Do you?” Jacob asks.</p><p>“Do I what?”</p><p>“Believe in it?” Wendell answers.</p><p>“Be more specific next time,” he sighs, rolling his eyes, “Not really, but in the grand scheme of things, most things are scientifically possible.”</p><p>Wendell shares a look with Jacob, “Well, you best start believing in it, Mike.”</p><p>-</p><p>“Mike? Honey? Is that you?” his mother calls from the kitchen as he slams the front door and runs up the stairs.</p><p>“Yeah Mom!” he opens the hall closet door, searching for his suitcase, with no luck.</p><p>“How was job hunting?!” He’ll never understand why she insists on yelling a conversation when they’re on separate floors of the house.</p><p>“It was fine!” he yells back. Where is his damn suitcase?</p><p>“Just fine?! Did you try-”</p><p>“Mom! Where&rsquo;s my suitcase?!”</p><p>“Suitcase?! Why in the world do you need it?!” He can hear shuffling downstairs and hears the sound of his mom coming up the stairs.</p><p>Maybe he should’ve just continued looking for it by himself. She stares him down once she&rsquo;s in the hallway with him. “I’m going on a trip for a couple of days.” No point in lying to her, she’ll notice his absence.</p><p>His mom looks flabbergasted, “Wha-what? What trip? What do you mean you’re going on a trip?”</p><p>“Mom, suitcase. Where is it?” He goes to check his closet and his mom follows him into his room. It takes a moment of rummaging around but he finds it buried in the back, when was the last time they went on vacation? “Ah-ha! There you are!” He hauls the thing out and throws it open on his bed. Wendell and Jacob are waiting in the van outside for him, he needs to pack quickly. How many changes of clothes should he pack? He has no idea how long he’s going to be gone for.</p><p>“ <i>Michael, </i>” his mom’s voice cuts through his thought process. She’s now standing in his doorway, arms crossed, and not believing what she’s seeing. “What is going on? Please, talk to me.”</p><p><i>Oh sorry mom, I met these two guys that claim we were friends in our past life, but they do seem oddly familiar, because that makes a whole lot of sense, and now we have to go get our other 'friends&rsquo; and keep some promise that we made in our past life. Oh, and that has something to do with why I’ve been staying around the house looking like a lost puppy. I’m not going to able to mentally move on until I complete this stupid fucking promise. That sounds crazy? Trust me, I’m aware, but I have to do this so that I. Can. Move. On. Once we finish it, whatever it is, I’ll be able to come home and apply to college and act like a normal fucking person. Oh also, did you know my name was Richie in my past life? I personally don’t think I look like a ‘Richie’, what about you Mom?</i></p><p>That’s what he’d probably say if he didn’t think she’d throw him in a mental home tonight. Instead, he says, “I ran into a couple of friends at the mall. They’re going to a family vacation home up north and at the last minute decided to invite me. I figure I have nothing else going on, so why not go?”</p><p>“Is Will a part of that friend group?” she asks hopefully. He knows she wishes that they’d make up, but right now he has other things to worry about.</p><p>“Uh, no. It’s friends from the D&amp;D group at the library I was playing with on the weekend, you wouldn’t know them,” He shuffles over to his dresser and starts to throw clothes in the suitcase.</p><p>His mom huffs at him, “Well I can’t stop you from going, you’re an adult now,” He makes a confirming noise, “But I wish you would’ve had more notice and not be leaving so spontaneously.” She starts to fold the clothes he’s haphazardly thrown into the suitcase and puts them back in neater.</p><p>“Yeah, well, they’re waiting outside right now, I have to go,” he grabs a notebook and other miscellaneous things he might need and throws them in. When he comes back from gathering toiletries in his bathroom, he sees that his mom has all of his luggage now packed neatly. Even his blanket from his bed folded on top.</p><p>“Mike please be safe, and please call me when you get there.” He’s surprised she’s not putting up more of a fight about him leaving, but she’s probably just happy that he’s actually doing  <i>something.</i></p><p>“I will Mom,” there’s no snark in his tone this time. The last thing he grabs is the pile of cash he got from graduation (<i>thank you grandparents</i>) that’s stuffed between his mattresses. He grabs his suitcase and his mom grabs the blanket and the pair make their way outside.</p><p>Wendell’s van is sitting in the driveway, Wendell and Jacob are sitting in the front seats, looking at them a little awkwardly. They don’t make any move to get out of the van when Mike and his mom go to the back where the trunk door is open. It’s already piled high with stuff, so it takes Mike a moment to get his things situated. He does and then closes the trunk door. For a moment, his mom and him just look at each other.</p><p>“I can’t believe you’re leaving, and so suddenly,” her voice cracks, she&rsquo;s about to cry.</p><p>He wants to ask her to not be so dramatic, that it&rsquo;s just a trip, but he can&rsquo;t bring himself to. Mike has never been physically affectionate, but in that moment he hugs his mother. She goes easy into his arms, her face pressed against his neck since he’s so tall. He clings to her and breathes in her perfume, committing it to memory. For minute it feels like he&rsquo;s a scared child clinging to his mom, willing her to make the evil go away. He wills back his own tears.</p><p>His mom sniffles into his shoulder, “Come back soon honey.”</p><p>“I will mom, I promise. I love you.” A very small, and scary, part of him doubts his promise.</p><p>She clings tighter to him, “I love you too, so very very much.”</p><p>Finally, their goodbye is over and Mike crawls into the back seat of the van, his mom waves them goodbye from the porch as they back out of the driveway. Jacob and Wendell don’t comment on his misty eyes. Smart of them.</p><p>This is the most insane thing he has ever done, and Mike has never been a ‘go with the flow’ type of person, but it doesn’t feel like he has much of a choice in this matter. He has no idea who the ‘others’ are, or what they have to do when they get to Derry. His hope is that once they get there, maybe he’ll get some questions about this ‘reincarnation’ insanity, and do whatever it is that needs to be done. Then he&rsquo;ll get to come back to Hawkins and live his life again, normally. It sounds so simple, but it won’t be. Things are never so simple for him.</p><p>He takes out his cellphone and goes to Will’s contact and seriously contemplates texting him and telling him he’s leaving Hawkins, but really, what&rsquo;s the point? Will wouldn’t answer and Mike’s just looking for any source of comfort right now anyways. He puts his phone away and looks towards the front, where Wendell and Jacob are having a hushed conversation, obviously trying to give Mike a minute.</p><p>“Where are we going, you said we have to finish picking up the others?” Mike interrupts their conversation.</p><p>Wendell glances at him in the rearview mirror, “Jake, why don’t you show him?”</p><p>“Show me?”</p><p>Jacob leans down and ruffles around in some type of bag between his legs in the floorboard before he produces a manila folder. He pulls out a picture and passes it back to Mike, “We’re going to Wardenclyffe, New York. That&rsquo;s the next stop,&ldquo; Jacob confirms.</p><p>Mike looks down at the picture he was handed. Like Wendell and Jacob, the guy in the picture looks familiar, with his blonde hair and round cheeks.</p><p><i>Haystack.</i></p><p>&rdquo;&hellip;.Ya know Wendell, it&rsquo;s really weird you have pictures printed out of all of us.&ldquo;</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> Mike has join the group, but his alliance for now is a little shaky</p><p>I forgot that Mike can be funny! He definitely has attitude! His sense of humor is different than Richie&rsquo;s, but it still exists. Blending his personality with Richie&rsquo;s is probably the most difficult, so please bare with me. Also I couldn&rsquo;t resist a mom moment with Karen.</p><p>Next stop, Sonny!</p><p>Sorry for all these introductory character chapters, there&rsquo;s just a lot of world building right now. I can&rsquo;t wait to get the good stuff!</p><p><br/></p><p><b>Tags:</b> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mpIy0LqV3okURDVMyO8ITrQ">@alex-whitley-187</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mugAA06Sx-JdnKn8g0yXa3Q">@elliee-doodles</a></p>
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Body: <h1>We&rsquo;re The Losers, And We Always Will Be Chp. 2</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/31792963/chapters/78755596">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/653307031642619904/were-not-finished-yet-chp-1">Chp. 1</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/653999054545731584/were-the-losers-and-we-always-will-be-chp-3">Chp. 3</a></p><p><b>Summary:</b> Wendell makes his way in to Newton MA and finds the first loser</p><p><b>A/N:</b> !You don&rsquo;t have to have seen Defending Jacob to understand! !Spoilers for the show though if you care about that! I&rsquo;m having to tweak the reincarnated characters just a little. The goal for this story to find a middle ground for loser&rsquo;s personality and their reincarnated selves personality. I think I did a good job here with Bill and Jacob&rsquo;s. In this universe the trial did happen, but Jacob did not kill that kid. Yes his mother still thought he did, causing her to wreck the car she driving, trying to kill herself and Jacob. They both survived, but Jacob was put into a coma for almost a year. That&rsquo;s really all you need to know.</p><!-- more --><p><i>YOULIEDANDIDIEDYOULIEDANDIDIEDYOULIEDANDIDIEDYOULIEDANDIDIEDYOULIEDANDIDIEDYOULIEDANDIDIEDYOULIEDANDIDIEDILIE-</i></p><p>“Jake, did you hear me?”</p><p>It’s his Dad’s voice that breaks Jacob out his trance. He&rsquo;s sitting at the dining table, laptop and notebook open in front of him. He’s supposed to be looking at the community colleges in town, writing down ones he may be interested in applying to over the summer since he&rsquo;s graduated. Instead he sees the words that have been haunting him scribbled over and over on his notebook paper. He doesn’t remember writing it.</p><p>“I’m sorry, what?”</p><p>His Dad shoots him an uneasy glance he fails to hide, “I said Janice is coming over later. She thinks you’re really close to walking without the cane. You should be excited about that, Jake.” He’s smiling at him, trying to get some sort of positive response from him.</p><p>“Yeah Dad, that&rsquo;s really cool.” After he woke up from his coma, his balance has been bad. He can walk, he just needs a cane to help steady him. It&rsquo;s like his legs <i>stutter</i>. Janice, his physical therapist, says he’s made significant progress, even his Dad says he’s proud.</p><p>It’s all bullshit though, the physical therapy. He walk about as well as he could when he first woke up. His mother tried to kill him four years ago and he’s still fucked up. He can’t even look at his reflection without feeling revolted now. Scars from the accident cover thirty percent of his body, a nasty one going across his forehead down to cheek, barely missing his eye. He&rsquo;s stopped going in pubic almost all together, spending his days at home working on his school work. People can&rsquo;t stand the sight at him, and he&rsquo;s just tired of the stares and whispers, he doesn&rsquo;t understand why his dad doesn&rsquo;t just move them. His dad is probably holding out hope that his mother will come back to them, he hadn&rsquo;t been the same since she checked her self out of the hospital and just left. They hadn&rsquo;t seen or heard from her since, they have no idea where she is.</p><p>In Jacob&rsquo;s opinion, the best thing his mother ever did was leave.</p><p>“How about after therapy we go out for pizza? A little celebration for all your hard work towards getting better,&ldquo; His dad says optimistically.</p><p>Jacob doesn’t get a chance to answer before the doorbell rings.</p><p>“Stay here, I&rsquo;ll check it,” His dad is apprehensive, their house is a constant target for attacks. That’s what happens when an accused murderer lives there. As his dad walks towards the door he can hear him mutter, “Better not be flaming dog shit again.”</p><p>The doorbell has been insistently ringing, someone is definitely out there. Probably another reporter, wanting to get the scoop on the Barber’s life four years later. Jacob sets his attention to ripping out the paper he scribbled on, he doesn’t feel like explaining what it means to his dad. He doesn’t even know himself. <strike><i>You’re starting to remember Billy Boy.</i></strike></p><p>“Yes?” His dad opens the door.</p><p>“Hi, uh, does Jacob Barber live here?” He can hear his dad starting to close the door. “Wait wait! Does he live here? Can I see him? It’s really really important.”</p><p>“Why don’t you just leave us alone? I’m so-”</p><p>Jacob doesn&rsquo;t hear the rest of what his dad is saying, he knows that voice, he thinks. The voice at the door, it’s like it resided somewhere in his skull, collecting cobwebs. He grabs his cane and shuffles over, walking into the hallway, trying to peek around his dad while keeping his distance to see who exactly is at the door.</p><p>It’s a black guy that looks about his age looking a little worse for wear. His clothes are wrinkled and he looks like he hasn’t slept in, well, ever. For some reason he thinks of calloused hands and the smell of a library with old books. The guy is desperately trying to explain to Jacob’s dad why he needs to see him before he sees Jacob standing in the hallway. The guy breaks out into a smile.</p><p>“Jacob? Hey Jacob! I need to-” His dad starts to close the door on him. This guy is undeterred now since he’s put eyes on Jacob, actually stopping the door from closing with his foot and starts to push his way into the house, “Jacob! Please just talk to me for a min-”</p><p>His dad has had enough, “Kid, do you want me to call the cops? Leave us al-”</p><p>“Dad, it&rsquo;s fine,&rdquo; Jacob speaks up finally.</p><p>The guy blows out a sigh of relief but his dad looks like he wants to argue. Jacob cuts him off before he gets the chance, “I want to talk to him.”</p><p>“Now Jake we’ve talked about this, it’s not safe,” his dad pleads.</p><p>“Dad, please.” His dad won’t deny him this, he never asks for anything. Jacob wants to talk to this guy. He seems so familiar and he can’t pinpoint from where and he gets the feeling that he can trust him. The guy also looked <i>excited </i>to see Jacob, and he can’t remember the last time anyone was excited to see him.</p><p>After a moment of hesitation his dad finally relents, “Fine, come insi-”</p><p>“I’d rather us sit outside.” Whatever the reason this guy has shown up, he doesn’t want his dad to be able to eavesdrop. Again his dad hesitates before giving him his okay.</p><p>Jacob and the mystery guy end up sitting on the swing on the front porch, an uncomfortable silence falls over them. Maybe this was a stupid idea. The guy glances at his cane and scars but he doesn’t even seem surprised.</p><p>“So how long have you had the cane?”</p><p>“That&rsquo;s the first thing you ask ? That&rsquo;s how you start a conversation? Your icebreaker?” Maybe he should just go back inside.</p><p>“Well your dad didn’t approve of me just asking for you.”</p><p>Jacob winces, “He can be a hard ass. He means well, he&rsquo;s just annoyingly overprotective at times. I’m, uh, sorry about that.”</p><p>“Don’t worry about it, I would be too after everything you went through.”</p><p>That’s a peculiar thing to say. <i>But he’s always been caring like that. </i>He doesn’t want to think about how he knows that. “I’ve had the cane for about three years, it’s probably not going away any time soon.”</p><p>“That sucks man&hellip;Oh yeah! I&rsquo;m Wendell by the way.&ldquo;</p><p>&quot;Okay, you already seem to know my name,&rdquo; he states.</p><p>Wendell shifts his body awkwardly, &ldquo;Yeah I do.&rdquo;</p><p>Jacob clears his throat, “You said you had something important to tell me?”</p><p>“Yeah I do…” Wendell is studying his shoes and for the first time he looks nervous. “It’s really important but I’m going to be honest, it’s going to sound completely fucking crazy.”</p><p>He huffs, “Try me.” He’s literally been tried for a murder he didn’t commit and his own mother has tried to kill him, he can handle crazy.</p><p>Wendell scratches the back of his head, “Well. have you, have you ever felt like you’ve done this all before?”</p><p>“Done what before?”</p><p>“Life.”</p><p>“What?”</p><p>“I’m sorry, let me explain better. Do you ever have memories or visions that don’t quite feel like your own?” Wendell is waving his hands in the air as if to illustrate, “Like they feel like you’re memories, but they&rsquo;re not…just like you&rsquo;ve lived in a moment even though you know you haven&rsquo;t?”</p><p>He doesn’t know what’s worst, he’s talking to someone who sounds crazy, or that he knows what said person is talking about. His coma.</p><p>The doctors said that he couldn’t have dreamed when he was in his coma. In a way they were right, he didn’t have dreams, he had nightmares. He couldn’t wake up from them, there was no escape. That <i>clown</i> terrorized him, showed him visions of people dying and mocked him for a stutter Jacob doesn&rsquo;t have. The clown would giggled, “<i>You can’t save them B-B-Billy! You can’t save anyone B-B-Billy Boy!</i></p><p>A little boy in a yellow raincoat, always missing an arm, and blaming him for his death. “<i>YOU LIED AND I DIED!</i>” In his hand he had left, he would clutch a paper boat in his stubby fingers. The kid would look at Jacob, utterly betrayed by <i>something </i>Jacob did. It felt like he deserved it, as he mourned the little boy, that little boy he doesn’t even know the name of. All Jacob knew was he was at fault for his death.</p><p>When he didn’t see the boy or the clown, he saw the other man, the one with tight curly hair and sharp facial features. <i>He likes the birds.</i> Well, sometimes the other man appeared as a boy too, no older than thirteen, but it was easy to tell it was the same person. It didn’t matter how old he was in the nightmares, it was always the same. His arms would be slashed to ribbons, and he would be begging him, <i>or</i> <i>Bill</i>, to save him. Jacob would try so hard to stop the bleeding, he desperately wanted to save him. <i>To save the man who loves the birds and quiet things. </i>Nothing he ever did worked! Each time he would just bleed out! There was always so much blood, too much blood for a single body to contain.</p><p>He&rsquo;d try to hold the man’s wounds closed, and he could feel the wet, slippery blood all around him. Why was there so much blood? Why did he have to die? Why couldn’t Bill save him? Why is-</p><p>“Hey Jacob?! Are you okay?!” Wendell is shaking him by shoulder, looking frantic.</p><p>Jacob takes a deep breath and comes back into himself, he didn’t notice he started shaking, “Yeah, yeah, sorry about that.” He leans out of Wendell’s reach to get his hand off his shoulder, he’s not the biggest fan of people touching him. Wendell doesn’t look offended.</p><p>“You were remembering, weren’t you?” Wendell asks nervously.</p><p>Is that what he&rsquo;s doing? Remembering? It sounds crazy, but those thoughts feel <i>too </i>real. If Wendell is implying what he thinks he’s implying, was he Bill? That’s what the man and the boy called him, is he seeing visions of Bill’s life? Those questions just lead him to even scarier questions. Bill had a violent life, or at least, at the end of it he did.</p><p>Jacob just shrugs and nods his head, how else are you supposed to respond to that question. Wendell speaks again, “I do it too, remember stuff that didn’t happen to me,” he continues when Jacob looks at him quizzically, “I think I remember a lot more than you do, more than the others too if they even remember anything at all.”</p><p>“What do you mean by ‘others’?” This is by far one of the more stranger conversations Jacob has ever had.</p><p>“Yeah, the others. There’s seven of us,” Wendell is smiling fondly, as if he’s remembering something, “Including me and you, there’s five more scattered out around the east U.S., you’re just the first one I went to find.”</p><p>Seven, seven kids, <i>seven freaks. </i>It feels like there’s something else right on the edge of his memory, but it’s just not coming to him. There’s a sense of comfort though in seven.</p><p>“So they have memories too? Like me and you?”</p><p>“Well,” Wendell drags out the l, “It’s more complicated than that. Like I said, I remember the most out of us,” he holds up a hand to cut Jacob’s impending question off, “Why I remember more than you guys is a very long and even more complicated story. Anyway, I think you remember what you do because you were in a coma, that’s part of the reason why I came to you first. I had a feeling that you may have seen things while you were in it. It made sense. For the others, it would be surprising if they remember anything at all.”</p><p>“I don’t understand. Then what makes them like us, why look for them?” Jacob asks.</p><p>“This, bare with me, this is where it gets a little complicated,” Wendell sighs, “You have those visions, memories, whatever you want to call them because, and please believe me on this, you’re, uh, a reborn soul, or in other words reincarnated.”</p><p>“Reincarnated?”</p><p>“Yes.”</p><p>Jacob is Bill. It felt like Wendell had been implying it the whole time, but now that it’s said, it’s like Jacob can finally breathe. He believes every word Wendell has said, it feels like he’s been friends with Wendell for a long time. In his past life he thinks he was. “Okay I believe you.”</p><p>There’s a pause before, “Wait? You do?!” Wendell sounds hopeful, his eyes are gleaming.</p><p>“Yeah, I was <i>Bill </i>right?” Jacobs asks, still a little unsure.</p><p>Wendell’s face looks like it’s about to split in half from how hard he’s smiling, “Yeah you were, Big Bill!”</p><p>There’s a smile tugging at his own lips now, “Big Bill? Yeah, I guess that was me. Who were you?”</p><p>“My name was Mike.” Wendell answers.</p><p><i>Mikey</i>.</p><p>“Wendell, we were friends weren’t we?” Jacob doesn’t have friends, hasn&rsquo;t in a very long time.</p><p>“The best of friends. Me, you, and the others.”</p><p>“The others who were reincarnated,” Jacob confirms more to himself. There’s still a question that’s been eating at him. “Still, why are you looking for us? It has something to do with what I see, doesn’t it? The clown and the blood.”</p><p>Wendell’s smile falls, “I’m surprised you remember that much,” he pauses for a moment, “You see, there’s something we didn’t finish in our past life, something really <i>really </i>important. That’s why we were brought back, we need to finish it.”</p><p>For the first time in their conversation, Jacob gets the sense that Wendell is hiding something. For now he decides not to push the matter too much. “So you need all seven of us to complete what we couldn’t in our past life,” Wendell makes an agreeing noise, “What is that anyways?” Jacob knows it&rsquo;s not good .</p><p>“I’d rather, I’d rather just talk about it when we&rsquo;re all together, in Maine,” Wendell responds.</p><p>Maine? He’s never even been to fucking Maine. Well, at least <i>not in this life </i>. It&rsquo;s weird for him to think like that now. “You want us all to go to Maine?”</p><p>“Well, the plan is for you to leave with me tonight so we can go get the others, and then head back to Maine,” Wendell is looking at him a little sheepishly now. He probably hasn’t said his plan out loud yet, &ldquo;I&rsquo;ve actually spent the past year or so looking for you guys, it wasn&rsquo;t easy. But I found you! And I&rsquo;ve found them!&rdquo;</p><p>“I don’t know man, that’s asking a lot,” So he’s reincarnated that much he knows, but could he really just leave and go with a guy that’s practically a stranger? Hunt down the other five and convince them they&rsquo;re reincarnated and need to &lsquo;finish something&rsquo;? And who’s to say the others will even come? Especially if they can’t remember anything. This is a lot to process.</p><p>“Look, I need you come with me for more reasons than-”</p><p>“Jacob, you need to get ready for physical therapy, time to say goodbye,” His dad opens the front door, interrupting them. He doesn’t look happy one bit.</p><p>He pushes himself up and grabs his cane, “Okay dad,” He doesn’t know where this leaves him with anything. “Wendell, come back tomorrow maybe?” That’s the best he can think of at the moment.</p><p>“I’ll be gone by tomorrow.”</p><p>“Oh.”</p><p>Guess that’s that-</p><p>Suddenly Wendell rushes him and hugs him tightly. He’s startled at first and nearly falls back, but then Wendell is whispering in his ear, “I’m in the dark blue van parked in front of the church on tenth street. I know you’ll do the right thing,” and breaks the hug before Jacob’s dad can even really react. He walks down the porch steps and leaves right after.</p><p>When Jacob turns around his dad is confused, “What was any of that about Jake?”</p><p>Jacob just shrugs his shoulders and limps inside.</p><p>&mdash;</p><p>He can’t sleep that night.</p><p>All he can think of is the boy in the yellow raincoat and the man he couldn’t save. It’s when he tossing and turning in his bed that he’s hit with the realization that if he was Bill in his past life, <i>they were real </i>. He really is responsible for the boy’s death and he really couldn’t save that man, that man did die in his arms.</p><p>But the clown, the clown, had a part to play. There’s foggy memories fighting to resurface but they just <i>can’t </i>right now . The clown had something to do with what they didn’t finish, with the blood. If they don’t do anything this time, he has a feeling there’s going to be <i>more blood </i>.</p><p>Jacob is up in an instant. He owes it to the little boy and the man to do what he can, he’s responsible for what happened to them in his past life, he has to try and make things right.</p><p>Shuffling to his closet he grabs a backpack and packs anything he thinks he might need. Clothes, phone charger, toothpaste and toothbrush, <i>his knife</i>. From his desk he grabs his wallet and digs out all the extra cash he’s been saving up. His dad had had him doing chores around the house, so that he could earn money for summer. Go visit a new town and meet new people, was his dad’s idea. In a way, Jacob is doing exactly that.</p><p>He heaves his backpack over his shoulder and leaves his room. His dad’s bedroom door is cracked so he struggles to not make noise with his cane in the hall. When he passes by his dad’s room, he can see him sleeping, on the side of the bed where his mother used to sleep. He hadn’t even stopped to think about what he’s doing to his dad is exactly what his mother did to him.</p><p>“I’m really sorry Dad, I just have something important to do,” he whispers. For all of his dad’s faults, he always tried to do right by Jacob.</p><p>When Jacob exits the house, he knows he won’t be back. It’s probably for the best anyways. He starts to make his walk to tenth street.</p><p>Wendell’s van is easy to spot, it’s the only vehicle in the parking lot. He can see Wendell sleeping in the driver&rsquo;s seat. When he knocks on the window, Wendell jerks awake almost comically, looking very disoriented.</p><p>When he sees Jacob, he looks relieved. He can’t get the car door open fast enough. “I knew you would come, I knew it!” Wendell looks like he’s resisting the urge to hug him again. Instead he reaches for Jacob’s backpack, “Here let me put this in the back for you.”</p><p>Jacob lets him have it, “Why didn’t you rent a hotel room?”</p><p>Wendell has the trunk open and it sounds like he’s trying to make Jacob’s backpack fit, “I was just waiting for you, I want to get on the road as soon as possible.”</p><p>“What, you want to leave now?”</p><p>“Why not? Got a long drive ahead. Go on, get in,” he says as he comes back around,</p><p>They both get inside the van and Wendell starts to type something up on his GPS. “Hey Wendell?”</p><p>“Mhm?”</p><p>“Earlier you said that that hunch you had about me remembering some was only <i>part </i>of the reason you picked me up first. What was the other part?”</p><p>Wendell glances at him, “Well, you were kind of our little leader in the past life. It made sense to pick you up first.” He has that fond tone again, his mind is somewhere else. Wendell finally gets set up and starts to drive.</p><p>Jacob has never once felt like a leader in his whole life, he’s always been pushed around. Not very leader like. “You’re kidding right?”</p><p>“Nope, you were Big Bill, our fearless leader,” He says genuinely.</p><p>He doesn’t have anything to say to that, Jacob may have been Bill, but now he’s just&hellip;Jacob. Instead he asks, “Where are we going first?” He notices they’re about to get on the interstate.</p><p>“We’re going to a little town named Hawkins in Indiana. You might want to get comfortable, it’s going to be a long ride.”</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> Off to Hawkins! So not every loser is going to get a whole chapter. We will still see Wendell go them, I just don&rsquo;t want to wright a different variation of the same conversation so many times. Also also side note, while Wendell remembers almost everything about his past life, the losers have different amounts of memory. Jacob only remembers as much as he does because he was in the coma, but he really doesn&rsquo;t remember anything else. The other losers don&rsquo;t remember anything&hellip;.or maybe they remember somethings, guess you gotta find out</p><p><br/></p><p><b>Taglist</b>: <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mpIy0LqV3okURDVMyO8ITrQ">@alex-whitley-187</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mugAA06Sx-JdnKn8g0yXa3Q">@elliee-doodles</a></p>
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Body: <h1>We&rsquo;re The Losers, And We Always Will Be Chp. 1</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/31792963/chapters/78702298">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/653488560129933312/were-not-finished-yet-chp-2">Chp. 2</a></p><p><b>Rating:</b> E</p><p><b>Summary: </b>What if the Losers died the second go around? They didn&rsquo;t defeat IT? What if they were reincarnated into new lives, not knowing who they were? All except for one loser. Mike, or now Wendell, remembers everything. It&rsquo;s his duty bestowed upon him by the turtle to find them, get them to Derry, and defeat IT once and for all. Set in the modern age, relationships are renewed, friendships rekindled, and Pennywise ready to reign terror once again.</p><p><b>A/N: </b>So I&rsquo;m really playing fast and loose with canon on this one. Especially concerning Wendell. I&rsquo;m the most excited to write this story than I ever have been, and I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoy writing it. The timeline for this is: When &lsquo;original losers&rsquo; are kids, the fight pennywise the first time in 1967. The second time the fight him and die is in 1994. Meaning this story is set in modern day. The losers are all about 18.</p><!-- more --><p>Fate, and destiny, are very funny things. Whether you believe that everything happens for a reason or not, it’s hard to deny a greater force than humanity does not exist. Sometimes things are just out of one’s control.</p><p>Sometimes you pay for the sins of your past life, whether you know it or not. It’s unfair and yet fair, depending on who you ask. Some people can spend their whole lives not wondering about the greater powers in the universe or <i>macroverse</i>. Others dedicate their lives trying to figure out if a giant turtle can help them.</p><p>For seven people, or Losers, the turtle has decided to help them. Though some of those losers may disagree with that statement.</p><p>You see, their souls can’t be put to rest until they complete their destiny. They were supposed to kill IT, supposed to free the Earth of this infection. <i>They failed.</i></p><p>At least, they failed in their first life. Now their souls have been reborn into new lives, spread out, now on the cusp of adulthood. They spent their whole youth paying for the sins they’re not aware they committed. IT made sure they suffered, engineering a unique punishment for each loser. IT’s angry that Maturin had them reborn, IT knows Maturin won’t stop till IT’s gone. It doesn’t matter how many times Maturin sends the Losers IT’s way, IT will slaughter them each time.</p><p>The Losers are unaware of the bloody, gruesome fate of their past lives. Well, except for one, he remembers most things. Mike Hanlon, reborn and now known as Wendell Deaver, remembers. A blessing and a curse bestowed upon him by the Turtle.</p><p>Growing up Wendell was considered a strange boy, always a little quiet. His mother never let him leave the house, worried about how the world was going to treat him. She left her husband, not wanting Wendell to get wrapped up in his complicated past. For some reason she never left Castle Rock, despite the fact that her ex-husband lived there.</p><p>IT couldn’t let Mike, <i>Wendell</i>, leave. Cursing him to spend his new life only in the next town over, close enough that’d he’d grow up being able to feel the evil that radiates from Derry. Even when he was just a baby, when his mom would drive through Derry he’d cry and scream in the car. His mother never understood, never realizing his crying stopped after she drove safely out of Derry city limits.</p><p>Growing up, he didn’t remember everything right away. It was gradual. As a child and even now, he’d have <i>horrible </i>nightmares that leave him thrashing in his sleep. There’d be days where he’d see yellow piercing eyes staring back at him in the mirror. Clownish giggling would occupy silent rooms. <i>“IT is asleep for now”  </i>would cross his mind, a thought that was not his own, yet oddly comforting.</p><p>He never told his mother, she’d only subject him to therapy. The therapist would ask questions he didn’t know the answers to. Yet.</p><p>He was thirteen when he realized he wasn&rsquo;t hearing or seeing anything. Those hallucinations and nightmares, they were <i>memories.  </i>Not his memories, but at the same time, his memories.</p><p>Years went by where he watched nameless strangers be torn apart in his dreams, always the same six faces. He’d see his face in a reflection in a puddle and he’d be older, but he still knew it was him, just old and tired. <strike>And terrified.</strike>  He’d see a man with thick glasses scream out for an “<i>Eddie</i>” before being torn apart. A woman crying over a corpse. A man with a grey streak through his hair leaning over a dying man, helpless trying to stop the bleeding coming from his arms. The man would call out to him, begging him to help him save the man with the tattered arms. When he called out to Wendell in the nightmare, he’d call him <i>Mike </i>. It took Wendell even longer to realize why. The last person, “<i>Eddie</i>”, his death was always the worst.</p><p>He cared for these people. He didn’t know why, didn’t even know all of their names, but every night it felt like he was watching his family die. These events happened, these people actually died. They were real. Wendell, <i>Mike</i>, died, though his own death remained a mystery to him. All that ever came to him was <i>rows and rows </i>of teeth.</p><p>He’d spend the next couple years trying to find them. But he only had two names to go off of, Mike and Eddie. The modern internet is great, but it’s not magic. <strike>He wasn&rsquo;t supposed to find them then.</strike></p><p>When he was sixteen he hit a breakthrough. His mother had turned the local news and Wendell was working on some home school work in the living room, not really paying attention, when he heard it.</p><p><i>“Derry park is to dedicate a bench for local Derry stars William Denbrough and Richard Tozier…”</i></p><p>He knew those names.</p><p>On the T.V.  screen had a picture of the man with the glasses, Richard - <i>Richie-Trashmouth </i>- Tozier. Next to the picture was a picture of the man with greying hair, William <i>-Bill-Big Bill- </i>Denbrough.</p><p>The newscaster went on to talk about how much of a successful author William, <i>Bill, Wendell’s mind corrects </i>, was, and the raunchy success of the comedian Richard, <i>Richie. </i>The news goes into a dated clip of one of Richie’s standups, cutting it off right before Richie’s joke got a little too sexual.</p><p>“Beep Beep.”</p><p>“What was that honey?”</p><p>He hadn’t even realized he said anything out loud. “Nothing Mom,” he says as rushes up to his room. That night he read and watched everything he could on Richie and Bill, hoping to find the others. No such luck.</p><p>It was like they lead separate lives, no overlap on the internet. Even the few articles on their sudden disappearances didn’t connect them.</p><p>But they were all friends right? In their childhood? He had bad memories but good ones still shined through. He can remember laughter and riding bikes, feeling high on life. They spent days playing in water, <i>the quarry</i>, and he can remember a <i>clubhouse.</i> He can see them young, all of them, smiling so hard their cheeks must have hurt. It’s a nice contrast to what haunts his nightmares.</p><p>They loved each other, so why was there nothing connecting Bill and Richie? “ <i>They forgot, IT makes them forget </i>. <i>You brought them back. You have to bring them back Wendell, back to Derry.</i>” That same voice, one he’s grown used to at that point.</p><p>From that point forward he relentlessly researched the disappearances of Bill and Richie, and looked for the others. One day he got smart and looked at disappearances that happened around August 27, 1994, the same date as Richie&rsquo;s and Bill&rsquo;s, but for Derry natives. That produced seven names.</p><p>Bill Denbrough, Richie Tozier, he knew those, but he found the rest of his friends. Beverly Marsh, her blazing spirit, the first to move away when they were kids, after the first battle. Benjamin Hansom, Ben, their architect that built the club house. Stanley Uris, the quietest one of the Losers, but always ready with a quick snark at Richie. Eddie Kaspbrack, he could hear the inhaler still and rapid bickering.<i> Between him and Richie.</i></p><p>Michael Hanlon. The local librarian. The only Loser that looked to have stayed in Derry. That’s when Wendell realized he was reliving his fate. He has to find them, and has to convince them to come back. They will come back. They won’t remember, just like in their first life, when they moved away. He knows though that they have suffered in their new lives just as he has. In his first life he had great friends, and in this one, his only friend is his mother. He was doomed to live a lonely life. He will find them. They have to stop IT, he remembers that awful clown. They will stop the cycle.</p><p>“ <i>IT will awake in three years times, you must hurry Wendell Deaver. </i>”</p><p>Three years is now almost upon him. It wasn’t easy, but he found them. Most of it was pure luck, and maybe a little guidance from a higher power. A list with six names and addresses is tucked neatly into his wallet. He also has books and notes dedicated to IT, studying the history of IT and Derry. Looking for a weakness. He may or may not have also had help from a higher power on that too. His little van is packed, and he told his mom that he just wanted to see America since he was freshly graduated. In reality he was going to them.</p><p>It’s not like he can just direct message them, “Hey I know this sounds crazy but you’re actually one of my reincarnated dead friends and we have to go to a small town named Derry to fight a monster that may or may not kill us.” It&rsquo;s a … conversation that&rsquo;s better to have in person.  He kisses his mom on the forehead before he gets into his van to head off to his first destination.</p><p>Newton, Massachusetts, home to Jacob Barber. Or as Wendell calls him, Big Bill.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>Taglist:  </b><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mpIy0LqV3okURDVMyO8ITrQ">@alex-whitley-187</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mugAA06Sx-JdnKn8g0yXa3Q">@elliee-doodles</a></p>
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Body: <h1>The Losers Dates</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/31748050">Ao3</a></p><p><b>Summary: </b>This was another headcannon list thing that turned into rambles. The Poly Losers Club blog was talking about the Losers and Patty and that inspired me to write this ramble. This is a ramble so I don&rsquo;t typically wright like this so please don&rsquo;t judge it too harshly. Also not beta read!</p><p><b>Warnings:</b> The s insult word used once</p><!-- more --><p>Seven people, seven losers, and more importantly seven lovers.</p><p>It took them until they were eighteen to figure it out. Admitting that you have feelings for six people is scary, the risk of six people rejecting you at one time is terrifying. Freshly graduated and ready to head off to college, it was surprisingly Eddie who made them put the pieces together.</p><p>The losers were throwing a party before going to New York together, where some of them would be attending different colleges but they were all staying in the same three bedroom apartment. They were all drinking, but Eddie had had just a little too much to drink.</p><p>He was just so <i>frustrated </i>. Yes he was dating Richie, speaking of who had been eye fucking Bev all night, but he really wanted to kiss Stan. Stan who was currently making out with Bill, and Bill being Bill was hungrily grabbing at Stan’s ass like he didn’t care who saw. He didn’t. It was Bill’s right to kiss Stan, the two were dating after all. It didn’t make sense for Eddie to be jealous, but he was. He also wanted to kiss Bill too! And maybe Mike and Ben. It just wasn’t fair!</p><p>Pent up and a little drunk, Eddie makes his way over to the couch where Stan and Bill were residing and boldly taps Stan on the shoulder. Who manages to breaks away from Bill’s prying mouth to give Eddie a questioning look. Eddie doesn’t say anything, just leans forward and determinedly kisses Stan.</p><p>Stan’s surprised but finds himself melting into it regardless. Eddie is licking at his lips and when Stan opens his mouth to accept his tongue, he’s reminded of Bill’s hand which is still currently on his ass. A hand that hasn’t stopped grabbing at it. He breaks his kiss with Eddie, and looks to Bill, expecting him to look broken-hearted or even angry.</p><p>Instead Bill is just smiling softly, his lips still covered in Stan’s saliva, and shrugs. Bill looks past Stan at Eddie and gently grabs Eddie’s chin before leaning over Stan for his own kiss with Eddie. Their kiss is a little shorter but no less meaningful.</p><p>That’s when Richie wolf whistles and the three of them are reminded of the four other people in the room.</p><p>That’s when Eddie feels a little ashamed, he didn’t even ask Richie how he’d feel about it. But when he looks at Richie, the trashmouth is just smiling brightly. “This means I get to Stan and Bill too now right?”</p><p>Bill answers before Eddie can, “Only if I get to kiss Mike.”</p><p>Stan, who finally is settling down a little, laughs, “Get in line, everyone wants to kiss Mike.”</p><p>“Why not start now?”</p><p>It’s Mike that says that, blush on his cheeks, daring to look even more kissable. Eddie, Bill, and Stan try to scramble off the couch to get to Mike first, Richie shoving his way over, but it’s Bev who gets to him first.</p><p>“Ladies first gentlemen!” She says before she steals a kiss from Mike.</p><p>They all eventually get their kiss from Mike, even Ben giving Mike one on the cheek. It’d take Ben a year or so before he felt comfortable with the physical and sexual aspect of their relationship, but he’d get there in his own time. <strike>It also helped when Bill gave him a mind blowing blowjob at New Years.</strike></p><p>After that night, they didn’t have to say it, they knew they were all together. It kinda felt like they all knew the whole time that their relationship was inevitable.</p><p>Fast forward to freshman year of college. Six out of the seven losers were attending for their own skills, Richie on the other hand had started working at a radio show and doing stand up at underground clubs on the weekend. Stan was frustrated that Richie didn’t even want to try college, he was smartest academically out of all of them, but he still supported Richie regardless.</p><p>Life was good for them, they were happy together, but they were still hormonal young adults.</p><p>The first obstacle they encountered in their relationship was when Bev wanted to explore her bisexuality. Which is a struggle if you’re in a relationship with six men.</p><p>They had a good line of communication, always have, and Bev took advantage of that. When she explained how she was feeling, their were mixed emotions. Bill and Mike were all for her exploring that side of her, the others were hesitant to a point. After a very long discussion they decided that what the hell, they’re young and horny, why not see other people outside their relationship? This would allow Bev to explore her bisexuaitly and also the allow the other just to have some fun, explore new relationships. It was agreed that these side relationships would not affect their core one. And after college, seeing other people would cease. None of them were bothered this.</p><p>Bev went home with a couple girls after some parties, all of them meaningless hookups. But they were fun! And that was the point.</p><p>Then she met Kay McCall.</p><p>Kay was a sweet girl in one of her classes. A proud lesbian who wasn’t afraid to speak her mind. Her boldness reminds Bev of herself. It was easy to start dating her.</p><p>The other losers thought Kay was nice, and deemed her worthy of dating Bev. There was just one little thing, how did they explain <i>their relationship </i>to her. Was it something even needed to be said? Or should they just not tell her and wait for the eventual breakup between Bev and Kay?</p><p>It’s not like they were even ashamed of their relationship, they showed casual affection in public that left friends and strangers alike questioning who was dating who. But they never explicitly told anyone. Well except for maybe Richie, where one of his running acts is talking about life with five boyfriends and a girlfriend. That was always taken more of a joke though.</p><p>Ultimately it was Bev’s decision. Bev who decides to be honest with Kay right from get go. She’s proud of her boys, she wasn’t about to hide them. Also, Bev wanted Kay to know that she wasn’t looking for anything too serious up front. That their relationship was just going to be a fun college fling.</p><p>Bev was super nervous when she told Kay on their second date. “If we’re going to go out I need you to know that I have six boyfriends.”</p><p>Kay just sorta stared at her. Is this a joke? It had to be.</p><p>“I have six boyfriends, and you can call me a slut or whatever, but I’m happy with them. They make me feel proud to be me. They’re the first guys I’ve ever felt comfortable and valued around, and they’re the ones I’m going to end up with in the future. I’m sorry if that part bothers you, but I’m not sorry about them.”</p><p>Okay, Kay realized this very much wasn’t a joke. She had questions and was surprised but it made sense. She never once considered Bev a ‘slut’ though. That was another reason Bev knew she made the right choice to date Kay.</p><p>Kay was surprisingly in the end okay with it. She herself wasn’t looking to settle down anytime soon, and if her girlfriend had six serious boyfriends? Who was she to judge? She’d never understand dating six men, let alone <i>living </i>with six men. She could only imagine the chaos that went on behind closed doors.</p><p>Throughout the year and half they dated, Kay saw how important the guys were to Bev. She got an insiders look into the Loser’s relationship. There was love, trust, and respect between Bev and her men. She may not have ever really understood the relationship, but it made Bev happy so it&rsquo;s okay.</p><p>For the next year and half Bev and Kay dated before Kay called it quits. The breakup wasn’t harsh and neither side was bitter, Kay was just ready for a serious relationship. She was never really going to have that with Bev, Bev was already committed six times over.</p><p>Bev was a little sad about their breakup, Kay was a great girl, but she knew it was going to come to an end. At least it gave her an excuse to make the boys eat ice cream and watch sappy chick flicks for her ‘break up night’. Well she didn’t have to make Stan and Eddie. Both Ben and Mike can appreciate a sappy movie as well. Richie and Bill were the only ones who complained. <strike>They both enjoyed the movies but they’d both die before they admit that.</strike></p><p>Since Kay and the opening of their relationship, a couple of interesting things had happened. Richie went home with a sorority girl after a frat party and tagged along too. He just wanted to see what sex was like someone who wasn’t a loser.</p><p>It was not great. No fault to the girl, Richie just found he didn’t feel comfortable with being intimate with a non Loser. The morning after he snuck out of her room and never had a desire to hook up or date anyone else. He still loves to recount to other losers about his wild escapade, always over exaggerating it.</p><p>Mike went on a couple coffee dates with people from the library or classes, but nothing really amounted to anything. More times than not he’d end up talking a lot about his losers that his date could tell something was going on. There typically wasn’t a second date. Mike didn’t mind, he likes talking about his losers.</p><p>Ben and Eddie were the only losers that absolutely didn’t want to see anyone else outside of their relationship. The two of them were happy with just the losers. Eddie did tend to get a little jealous of non losers flirting with his partners, he was very happy after college when the whole ‘open relationship’ part was over with.</p><p>The probably most surprising thing to come out of freshman year was the fact that <i>Stan </i>had started dating someone outside the losers.</p><p>Stan liked to consider himself demisexual. The only people he’s ever been attracted to in any way were solely the losers. Even that took years to happen.</p><p>So it’s not like he was exactly looking for anyone else, but then he met Patty Blum at the campus synagogue. She is sweet and quiet. A lot like Mike in that aspect. She was also Jewish and it was nice to date someone who had that in common for once. Someone to sit at the synagogue. Not that the other losers hadn’t offered to accompany him before.</p><p>Stan wasn’t exactly very forthcoming about his relationship with the losers, he couldn’t imagine a scenario where telling Patty went well. Patty also grew up in a small town with small town thinking. She wasn’t homophobic but he didn’t see her understanding.</p><p>The losers themselves were shocked when Stan quietly announced at dinner that he’d been going on dates with a girl he’s met. For the first time the losers witnessed laid back Bill tense up a little. He never said anything about Stan and Patty’s relationship, but after the eventual breakup between the two, Eddie could tell Bill was more relaxed. Bill was also dating Audra at the time which was probably another source of his stress, but we’ll get to that.</p><p>Patty is a very observant lady, and Stan underestimated her. The first time Stan introduced her to his ‘friends’, she could tell something was going on. If she’s being honest, Bill was the dead give away that something was up.</p><p>The first time she met Bill he was that charming guy everyone seemed to adore. The second time, when Stan introduced her as his girlfriend, that charm seemed very forced. She thought maybe Bill had just had a crush on Stan, but then she saw how all of the other losers were with Stan, they definitely all were a little bit in love with him.</p><p>She waited till her and Stan were alone in the library studying one afternoon before her observations up. At this point the two had been dating for a little over a month.</p><p>“So how long have you been dating them?”</p><p>Stan&rsquo;s head snaps up from where he was studying a book so fast it’s almost comical. “I uh, what are you talking about?” Oh Stan, playing dumb won’t deter her.</p><p>“Oh you know, Richie, Eddie, Bev, Mike-”</p><p>“You know.”</p><p>“Yes Stanley I know.”</p><p>The air had been completely sucked out his lungs. He was waiting for the insults and the judgement. This was the end of his sweet little relationship wasn’t it?</p><p>Instead Patty said, “I can see why you’re dating them. You&rsquo;re all literally hot.”</p><p>“I’m sorry, what now?”</p><p>Patty smiles at him, “I mean come one Stanley. Ben looks like every attractive athlete ever. Bill radiates hot hometown boy energy. Bev could easily be a model and Richie has perfected that ‘grunge bad boy look’. Eddie looks cute and feisty and I’ve seen his thighs, and Mike is Adonis himself.”</p><p>Flabbergasted Stan replies, “Well I guess it’s good you approve of their looks.”</p><p>“Stanley, I approve of your whole relationship with them. Who am I to judge you? I find it a little peculiar but you all look happy. Plus you guys have this bond that I couldn’t even try to explain”</p><p>He swears he feels himself fall a little in love with Patty Blum. “Thank you Patty.”</p><p>“No problem Stan.”</p><p>They return to studying before Patty pipes up again, “Hey Stanley?”</p><p>“Mm?”</p><p>“We&rsquo;re, we’re not gonna last are we?”</p><p>Patty as always, soft spoken and straight to the point. Stan looks at her and really <i>studies </i>her for a moment. In another lifetime he supposes that he could’ve married Patty, can see it plain as day really, but then he remembers his losers. They’re all he’s ever going to need.</p><p>With a sad smile he answers her, “No, I’m sorry.”</p><p>She smiles back at him and thanks him for his honesty. They go on to date till junior year, Stan breaking it off so he can focus more on school and his losers. The breakup was sad but he survived. He also threw a ‘breakup night’.</p><p>The last loser to really ‘date’ someone outside the losers was Bill.</p><p>Sophomore year he met a senior on campus by the name of Audra. She seemed nice and pretty, so they went out for coffee. To this day he regrets it.</p><p>Audra fell too hard and too quickly for Bill. She acted like Bill crafted the heavens, that the two were meant to be. Bill tried to let her down easy, he really did. But the thing about Bill is Bill isn’t the brightest. He didn’t even realize something was wrong with his relationship with Audra until the losers pointed it out.</p><p>On the very first coffee date Bill told her about dating six other people. The first sign should’ve been that Audra was a little too okay with that. They only dated for three months, but during that time Audra <i>constantly </i>tried to put distance between him and the losers. From trying to instigate fights to trying to take up all his free time. It never worked of course, but she still tried.</p><p>After Mike pointed it out for the first time, Bill tried to break up with her. That was only met with crying and begging….which Bill eventually gave in too.</p><p>The final straw was when she started being mean to Bev, always making snide remarks about her appearance and trying to put her down any chance she got.</p><p>Obviously breaking up the normal way wasn’t going to work so the losers devised a plan. Bill was dropping out after midterms, realizing college just wasn’t for him. He didn’t need a degree to be an author. He just wasn’t going to tell Audra about dropping out.</p><p>Over holiday break he blocked her on all his social media accounts and even changed his phone number. And Audra was livid when she realized what had happened. She tried reaching out to the other losers, who all just ended up blocking her.</p><p>To this day Bill can’t live down that relationship.</p><p>Yes the other losers dated people in their youth, but they were the lucky seven. They were inevitable.</p>
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Body: <p>Okay so new fic idea I’m working on. The events of It took place in the same time period it did in the book, but Pennywise killed them all the second go around. So now their reincarnated souls are finding each other and slowly remembering things. Mike, who is ￼now Wendell Dever, remembers everything. His mission is to find his friends and convince them to go to finish what they couldn’t in their past life. Relationships are renewed, new memories are made, and the gang is scared constantly by a taunting pennywise. Richie now known as Mike Wheeler, Eddie is now Freddy Freeman (no there’s no Shazam or superheros) Beverly is now Sydney Novak, Stanley is now Stanley Barber, Bill is now Jacob Barber, and Ben is now Sonny Quinn. The main ships would be Reddie and Stenbrough with lots of other minor ones. The most challenging thing is I haven’t seen the Goosebump movies so I don’t really know Sonny as a character, but I’ll do my research. This is set in modern age and the characters are all 17-18 so fresh out of high school. I’m very excited to write this and am open to suggestions as the fic goes a long. </p>
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Body: <p>I’m rewatching IT chapter one and realized something. In the scene before they head to the sewers for the first time, the one where Richie Eddie and Bill are at Eddie’s house getting snacks and Richie makes a joke about birth control pills? That scene. Stan isn’t in the house with them even though it shows him riding his bike with them in the very next scene. And now I’ve realized it’s probably because Eddie’s mom is antisemitic&hellip; Stan wasn’t allowed in Eddie’s house. Now I’m sad.  </p>
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Body: <p>That tiktok trend were women are putting their boyfriends in the sex positions their boyfriends put them in and telling them it’s yoga&hellip;that’s something Stan would do to Bill. And Bill would suffer, greatly. </p>
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Body: <h1>Loser&rsquo;s Club Deaths 5/7</h1><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/626900368586113024/loserss-club-deaths-47">Part Four</a></p><p>I&rsquo;m gonna at least finish this if this is the last thing I do. A recap, Ben, Richie, Bev, and Stan have all sadly passed away in the timeline. The four of them are buried under the oak three in backyard of their family home. Also Stan is NB in this universe. These are headcannons on what life is like for the remaining three and the next loser to past.</p><!-- more --><ul><li>Eleven years pass without Ben, Richie, Bev, and Stan</li><li>The house is too quite, a house once filled with laughter and joy</li><li>The remaining three losers use a singular bedroom, the offices and other rooms are pretty much ghost towns</li><li>There kids come to visit as often as they can, but Bill, Mike, and Eddie find themselves spending the holidays at their kid&rsquo;s homes with them and their grandkids</li><li>Spending the holidays at home are too sad ya know?</li><li>However they do spend anniversaries and birthdays at graves, reminiscing on time spent and how much they miss them</li><li>At this point Bill writes, but he&rsquo;s done publishing books</li><li>Eddie is on so many pills, his health hasn&rsquo;t been the greatest</li><li>Mike doesn&rsquo;t keep as many animals like he did, but he still has chickens</li><li>Their grandkids like them and so it&rsquo;s worth it</li><li>The three spend a lot of time together, whether eating out and seeing a movie or staying in to read books in the silence</li><li>Sometimes they break out the home movies Bev insisted on filming</li><li>They laugh when they see Richie aggravating Stan while they come back with a cold remark, still smirking at Richie </li><li>Eddie will punch Bill&rsquo;s shoulder when they see the video of Bev filming Eddie as he applies Band-Aids to Bill and Richie because the two decided to race climb up a tree, getting scratched up the whole way</li><li>They&rsquo;ll watch fondly of the video of Stan filming Mike and Bev having a tickle war on the living room floor</li><li>Or the video of Ben holding their first son for the first time, Ben unabashedly crying</li><li>Or the video of Mike showing their kids how to feed his small collection of barn animals</li><li>Or Richie teaching their kids how to bike while Eddie can be spotted in the background holding a first aide kit at the ready</li><li>Or Stan teaching their daughter how to play piano</li><li>Or Bill having a crafts day with the kids, and he ended up with more marker than the paper did</li><li>Or Bev holding all four of their kids in the rocking chair because they all wanted to sit with momma</li><li>Nights they watch the home movies ends in tears, but tears of gratitude</li><li>Gratitude that they got to spend this life together</li><li>Eleven years go by like that when Eddie dies</li><li>Eddie had had a lot of health problems in recent years and one day he woke up with a cold</li><li>A cold that put him in the hospital later that day</li><li>The doctors tried to explain it, but simply, his body was just giving out</li><li>Mike and Bill were both with him when he passed</li><li>Eddie didn&rsquo;t fear death, if anything he was looking forward to being reunited with his partner he hadn&rsquo;t seen in a long time</li><li>Mike and Bill buried him with the others</li><li>Yes they both grieved him, but at this point in age, they knew they&rsquo;d all be together again one day</li></ul>
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Body: <h1>Poly!Loser Club Kids HCs</h1><p>These headcannons take place in my Poly Losers Club universe and these are what I have in mind for kids. A reminder that Stan is NB in this universe. Sorry for them being so long!</p><!-- more --><ul><li>Having seven people in one relationship is a lot, but they make it work</li><li>Kids wasn’t something any of them thought about, just figured it wasn’t in the cards for them</li><li>Despite how badly some of them wanted to be parents</li><li>So imagine the surprise when they were busy unpacking into their forever home that Ben had built for them when Bev stood up on the box and announced that she was pregnant</li><li>The room was completely silent when the room erupted into chaos</li><li>Fear but excitement in different percentages is what every loser was feeling</li><li>Yes they were all in the middle of building their careers, but between Richie and Bill who’s careers had taken off, they were more than comfortable where money was concerned</li><li>The timing was great too since they had just moved into this beautiful house on a huge piece of land, where Ben could easily add on to the house when need be</li><li>Bev was super nervous but she felt like they were ready, they could do this</li><li>Stan and Eddie kept up with all the vitamins and doctors things that go along with pregnancy</li><li>Bill and Mike were in charge of decorating and getting the nursery ready</li><li>Ben was her moral support, her rock through the whole thing</li><li>They decided to wait and see the what the gender would be at birth, none of them caring what gender it would be</li><li>Bev decided against Stan and Eddie’s wishes and chose to have an at home birth</li><li>She wanted all of them with her during the birth</li><li>On a fall night a little baby boy with curly dark hair and hints of a Tozier nose came screaming into the world</li><li>They decided to name him Oliver James Denbrough</li><li>Oliver after Eddie’s dad and James after Ben’s</li><li>The last name Denbrough just kinda made since because even though they’re not officially married, they all know they would take Bill’s last name</li><li>Yes everyone cried when he was born</li><li>All of the losers had fears about being a parent but Ollie really helped them conquer them</li><li>All of the losers had fears about being a parent but Oliver really helped them conquer them</li><li>I could honestly make another headcannon list on the them being dads but that’ll have to wait</li><li>Eddie insisted that at least Bev knows who the biological dad was for health reasons, different diseases ran in each of their families</li><li>For them it didn’t matter who the dad was, they didn’t want to know, that was their kid</li><li>After an unneeded DNA test (the kid looked just like him) Bev found out he was biologically Richie&rsquo;s</li><li>That didn’t matter, she kept that information to herself like they asked her too, I can not stress enough how much they just saw <i>their</i> kid</li><li>When Oliver grew up, he turned out to be a mini Stan, even taking over the accounting business as an adult</li><li>Bev found that hilarious</li><li>Two years after Oliver was born, after they had finally settle down in some sort of routine with their two year they decided to have baby number two</li><li>Well baby number two turns into baby number two and three</li><li>She was having twins, fraternal ones</li><li>That was one of the only time she felt the urge to kill her husbands</li><li>Ben added on to the house, the losers fell into the rolls they had during the first pregnancy</li><li>Eddie was little more frantic because twins could have health complications and he was worried for Bev and the twins</li><li>Bev agreed to have the babies in the hospital to help ease his nerves</li><li>This pregnancy was a little rough on her, but she powered through it</li><li>She had to be induced and last minute had to have a c section</li><li>Only one of the losers could be in the room with her and before they could talk it out, Eddie volunteered</li><li>They agreed, Eddie was the best person for it, yet they were surprised because he was conquering his fear of hospitals for Bev</li><li>Eddie stayed by her face and he’s not much in words of encouragement like Bill, Ben, and Mike are, but when he said that she’d get through this, she believed him</li><li>She never loved him more in that moment</li><li>A bald headed blue eyed baby boy and a baby girl with caramel skin and big beautiful brown eyes were born</li><li>When the other losers and Oliver were finally allowed to see them, Eddie was passed out in the chair next to her bed, still holding her hand</li><li>The twins were next to Bev, sound a sleep after their rough journey into the world</li><li>Luka Wentworth Denbrough and Jessica Elfrida Denbrough</li><li>Jessica for Mike’s mom and Elfrida for Bev’s</li><li>She still had a DNA test done on Jessica, but everyone knew she was biologically Mikes</li><li>Didn’t matter, she was still their daughter</li><li>Luka got his name from Bill, who had heard the name a while back and fell in love with it</li><li>They didn’t tell Richie that they were giving Luka his dad’s name, Wentworth, and he still denies that he cried when they told him that</li><li>She was able to guess who’s Luka biological dad was, the DNA test confirmed it, there was only one person he could’ve gotten those beautiful blues from; Bill</li><li>Luke also grew in Bev’s fiery ginger hair and she was a little smug about it</li><li>Oliver was very excited about having two little siblings</li><li>Five years passed and they were all very content, a full house at home</li><li>A house full of happiness and laughter</li><li>They weren’t expecting any more kids, they were done</li><li>Being in their early thirties with fulfilling careers each, three kids at home they all completely adored</li><li>So when Bev got pregnant she wanted to kill her husbands and her gynecologist</li><li>Her birth control had failed and now she was pregnant with her fourth kid</li><li>They feel bad now, but in the moment they didn’t know if they really wanted to bring a baby home</li><li>They loved their kids, but they were still a handful</li><li>Especially Luka, if Oliver was a mini Stan, Luka was a mini Richie</li><li>Jessica was more than happy to play the peacekeeper between the two boys</li><li>She was a lot like Mike and Ben in that way, always comforting and humble</li><li>After a <i>very</i> long discussion, and Bev threatening them all to personally give them each a vasectomy, Bev decided she was going to have this baby</li><li>This was going to be the last one though dammit</li><li>This pregnancy was the hardest</li><li>In and out of the hospital constantly, the losers were growing really worried for the birth</li><li>When the time came, Bev was forced to have another c section</li><li>She asked for Ben to go in with her this time, she needed her rock</li><li>The baby was so small when he was born, too small</li><li>He was underdeveloped and had to be kept in the NICU for the first month of his life</li><li>The losers took turns staying with him</li><li>Luka asked why their baby brother had to be kept in a ‘fish tank’</li><li>He was with Mike and Eddie at the time, and Mike of course explained it softly while Eddie was checking to make sure the doctors were doing everything they were supposed to be when it came to his son</li><li>When the baby came home, they finally had a chance to think of a name, as they were too busy being worried when he was in the hospital</li><li>Tobias (or Toby) Sampson Denbrough</li><li>Stan asked for the named Tobias after their grandfather, and Sampson was just a name they pulled out of a baby book</li><li>They were running out of people to name them after okay</li><li>Like Oliver, Toby had dark curls so Bev was under the impression that Richie maybe had biologically fathered another kid</li><li>There was nothing wrong with that of course</li><li>But when the DNA test came back, Stan was the biological parent to Toby</li><li>The losers never questioned or cared whose kid was biologically whose, they were just their kids</li><li>The first night with Toby at home, they all knew their family was now complete</li><li>Yes, they all had vasectomies after Toby was born</li><li>They made a day of it</li></ul>
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Body: <p><a href="https://vvanini.tumblr.com/post/649557969728667648/college-richie-and-bill-are-roommates-and-bill" class="tumblr_blog">vvanini</a>:</p><blockquote><p>College Richie and Bill are roommates and Bill sleeps on the top bunk and Richie on the bottom bunk. They get drunk one night but Bill’s way more lightheaded than he usually gets. They have their fun yada yada yada they get tired, Richie jumps into his bed, but Bill is too lightheaded to climb up to his. </p><p>“R-Richie I don’t think I can c-climb up.” </p><p>Richie tells him to come sleep with him with a blissfull smile on his face and opens his arms towards Bill. Bill crawls next to him and they’re facing each other and they’re really close and Richie’s playing with Bill’s hair and it’s soft as hell and their legs are tangled and they both fall asleep on top of the covers like that</p><p>now everytime they drink they both hope Bill drinks just a little more than he usually does so that they can have an excuse to sleep in the same bed </p></blockquote>
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<p>My white cis het brother also loves IT, but he only cares about Pennywise. Meanwhile I’m over here crying over my seven gay children. Two opposite ends of the IT fandom ig. We also went to see chapter 2 together and he didn’t understand when I cried when Stan took a bath. </p>
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Body: <p>Requests are opening, feel free to send in any request for any pairings ! I’ll try to do them all, but if I don’t feel comfortable writing the request, sorry ! I have a lot more time on my hands with my new job so I’m excited to be writing again! Even if the fandom or pairing isn’t in the tags, still feel free to request! </p>
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Body: <h1>Blue Steel Chp. 3</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/30479112/chapters/76003637">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/657250328413159424/blue-steel-chp-4">Chp. 4</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/648314125103005696/blue-steel-chp-2">Chp. 2 </a></p><p>Warnings: Sexual themes and drug and alcohol use, implied prostitution</p><p>Rating: E</p><p>Pairings : Stan Uris / Bill Denbrough, Eddie Kaspbrak / Richie Tozier </p><!-- more --><p>It’s one lively night at King’s Palace, that much is for sure. Bill doesn’t know why, but he has a feeling that tonight is going to be a stand out. Or maybe there’s just something in the cosmos trying to make him feel a little better as he extracts himself from under (<i>Henry’s?</i>) the big guy’s hairy arm.</p><p>The man is laying across the couch in one of the private rooms at the club, smoking a post sex cigarette, not bothering to cover up his naked body. Not like his equipment is exactly impressive or anything. Bill on the other hand is quick to tie his silk robe back around himself. He wishes he could say he feels ashamed of agreeing to have sex with anyone at Robert’s beckoning call, but at this point he’s gone numb to it. Just another part of the job.</p><p>“That wuh-was real great hot sh-shot, I’ll see you around,” he smiles and winks at the man, under full knowledge that this ‘friend of Roberts’ will report everything back to the man.</p><p>The man just grunts in response as Bill makes his exit, a little wobble in his step.</p><p>“Hey watch out!”</p><p>Bill quickly pushes himself against the door, “Uh, sorry?&ldquo;</p><p>One of the server’s narrowly avoids missing his toes with his skates as he hastily makes his way back to the show floor, not giving him a second glance. Nice ass though. Robert must only hire twinks with a little spit fire in them to be servers, they all seem to fit that mold. Eddie is the only server Bill’s bothered to learn personally though, so who really knows?</p><p>Making his way back to the house room, the room is in utter chaos, performances going strong. Strippers are in there either decompressing from a performance or getting ready to go back into the crowd and service a couple lucky customers. He has to avoid at least two other servers, who have changed into the picked uniform outfits of the night (little black skin tight unitards with a small royal blue tutu, courtesy of Bev) and making their way to the floor.</p><p>Bev appears to be restitching a button on another stripper&rsquo;s outfit, a prisoner costume, at her station when she looks up and spots him through the chaos. “William get that tight ass over here! You’re on in five!” She abandons her work before heading to the small platform in front of the full body mirror at the back of the room. Bev is scary when she’s show focused, and honestly this place wouldn’t be able to run without her.</p><p>He doesn’t get a moment to breathe before Bev is throwing a costume at him with an order to ‘change now!’. Dropping his robe (it’s hard to care about nudity in this industry) he quickly pulls on the black speedo that&rsquo;s much too tight, his ass hanging out of them. Bev descends on him, pulling a pair of black suspenders over his shoulders and attaching them to the garment. His ass stings a little when she tightens them, pulling the speedo up more. She pulls his hands into a pair black fingerless gloves also.</p><p>Doing a show right after being fucked is not his most ideal way of starting off, but the show <i>must go on</i>. The fucker ‘<i>Henry </i>’ didn’t even make him cum, just grunted his way to his own orgasam, as Bill fake moaned encouragement to him before dropping over like a dead horse beside him once done. The guy even wanted to bitch about the ‘wear a condom rule’ and only compiled because it wasn’t Bill’s rule, it was <i>Robert’s rule</i>.</p><p>“Arms out Bill.” Bev tugs on a black trench coat, tying it around the middle, “It looks like it’s just gonna be you tonight for the big midnight show. Mike’s still in the private room with <i>Robert’s</i> other friend,” he doesn’t miss the way she spits out his name. He spares a glance at Robert’s office, but as always, the lights are out. Sometimes it’s hard to remember that Robert has a wife and kids at home, so he’s rarely ever at the club this late.</p><p>“They’re probably not even huh-having sex, he’s pruh-probably has the poor woman crying and b-b-baring her soul to him as he holds her in his big strong arms.” Mike just has that certain gift.</p><p>Bev snorts through her nose, “Yeah probably. All I know is I’m down a dancer for the main show,” she starts applying eyeliner on him. Bill doesn’t like a lot of makeup on his face but Bev always does it just right. &quot;Unless you don&rsquo;t mind Charlie performing with you tonight, the guy knows the routines,&rdquo; she places a pair of aviation visor sunglasses on him when she finishes his eyeliner.</p><p>He quickly shakes his head, Charlie is a little off and frankly Bill just doesn&rsquo;t like him, “I can put a show on by muh-myself, I’ve done it before. Have a l-little faith in Blue Steel.” That gets him a punch to the arm.</p><p>“Yes I know William,” she goes to retrieve something at her work station.</p><p>Looking in the mirror for the first time, all he sees is the black trench coat which will come off during the performance, “Uh Bev, I know not to argue with your artistic abuh-abilities, but … what am I supposed to be?”</p><p>Coming back, he sees her holding a yellow hat, placing it on his head, “You’re a firefighter silly.” She checks her watch, “Shit! You’re supposed to be on now!”</p><p>She starts pushing him towards the curtains, when he stops at the side table. “Bill you don’t have time!”</p><p>“Give me a min,” he waves her off as she tries to push him, (it’s as good as pushing a brick wall) as he quickly snorts two lines of coke. His pre-show ritual.</p><p>“Billllll-”</p><p>“I know Bev, I’m going,” he takes his place behind the black curtain and waits as Bev heads to the microphone.</p><p>She mumbles her disapproval of his pre-show tradition as she scurries over there, <i>“Good evening Ladies, Gays, and Theys! Is it getting a little hot in here?! Well have no fear, Blue Steel is here to cooool you down!”</i></p><p>He gets into character as “Fire Burning”, by Sean Kingston comes on the speakers and the curtain rises.</p><p>Sauntering on stage, he’s in a hurry to take this stupid trench coat off, it&rsquo;s hiding the money appeal. All smiles and kiss blowing, the club looks really full tonight. The couches are all taken by what seems to be a one huge party of middle aged women. More than likely a book club or something. <i>Perfect.</i></p><p>The crowd is immediately screaming for him, and he hasn’t even shown off his body yet.</p><p>“How are we doing tonight ladies?!” His voice manages to carry over the music, a skill of the trade. The scream their response, money is already starting to fill the stage at his bare feet.</p><p>He smiles and chuckles, “A little buh-birdy told me that’s getting a little hot in here,” he unties his trench coat, “So I guess I’ll take off all my clothes!” he throws the coat to the ground. The line is cheesy and stupid, but they love it. They show it as he spots twenties and fifties now on stage with him out of the corner of his eyes, the women shrieking their approval.</p><p>Proceeding into the dance routine by himself is easy enough, only difference is he’s taking center stage instead of staying to the right due the absence of Mike. He’ll end up splitting the cash with Mike anyways. Them being the club’s best dancers and Robert’s most prized possessions means that sometimes their time with Robert’s ‘special guests’ will run over time and they may miss a performance. Mike has done the same for him before when one of Bill’s customers started crying after sex and he couldn’t just <i>leave them</i>. Mike and him have always had a mutual understanding and look after each other.</p><p>Thrusting his hips in the air, knowing that some lucky audience members are getting sights of side penis, since his junk is barely held in the flimsy material. Turning around and falling to his knees, he twerks his ass a little, getting a louder rise out of the crowd. He falls onto his forearms, ass barely still in the air as he brings his left knee, which is still on the ground, closer to chest, before doing a move that’s like twerking, but more thrusting into the air between the ground and his crotch in rhythm with the beat. His fake firefighter hat falls off sometime during the routine.</p><p>He pushes himself up, turning around to face the ladies again, jumping and dancing with beat. A bra gets thrown up at him, which he catches. He throws a wink and blows a kiss towards the direction that it came, seven drunk ladies screaming back at him, before he throws the bra back over his shoulder.</p><p>The song changes to “Rude Boy”, by Rihanna as he heads to his pole. Twirling his body around, showing off every spec of his marvelous body in beat to the music, closing his eyes, he feels <i>powerful</i>. The coke he&rsquo;s been snorting of course aides in this feeling.</p><p>The crowd wants <i>him</i>, they’re screaming for <i>him</i>, they’re throwing their good hard earned money (or at least their husbands) at <i>him</i>. Who else has this? This power? This seduction? Not many, that’s for damned sure.</p><p>He throws himself from his pole, landing solidly on his feet. There’s a woman sitting in the very center of the front couch, her gang around her trying to wave him over. He sees why when he gets closer, the woman in the center is wearing a “<i>Happy Birthday </i>” sash.</p><p>The girls around her shriek when they realize his attention is all on them as he walks over. He jumps off stage, the ladies reaching to tuck money in his suspenders and speedo. The woman looks almost embarrassed as her ladies egg her on. That’s okay, Bill can work with embarrassed. He lowers his sunglasses to give her the once over, smirk prevalent on his lips, before taking the glasses off and throwing them over his shoulder.</p><p>He sits down to straddle her, her hands immediately going to his hips, and she gives him a shy smile. The woman looks a little worn with age, but she’s still pretty if anyone was to ask him.</p><p>Another song has started, “Can’t Be Tamed”, by Miley Cyrus, as he starts to twirl his hips in her lab. Using his hands on her petit shoulders, he pulls himself so that their chests are flushed against each other, her breasts poking into his abs. At this point he’s mock grinding down into her lap, which yes, it’d be a little nicer for him if there was a hot dick down there pressing back against him instead of a thighs and skirt. He’s breathing hotly down into her ear, singing the words softly. He doesn’t have to pull away to know she’s probably red as a tomato.</p><p>The song starts coming to an end and when he moves to stand, it looks like she almost doesn’t want to let go of his hips. Giggling, he takes her hands in his, kissing her palms. She’s red and stunned, but more importantly, looks ready to completely <i>devour him. </i>Just how he likes to leave his customers.</p><p>The woman hands him a handful money, which he gladly accepts, before jumping back on stage. He’s  smiling out at the whole crowd as he makes a show of stuffing the handful of cash down the front of his speedo (this cash he’ll keep for himself, he won’t give Mike his crotch money), making sure to exaggerate grabbing his junk. Oh how these people wish they could see what was underneath, he just knows it.</p><p>“Can’t Be Tamed”, comes back on, signaling that he’s to put on an encore. Not a problem in his book. He returns to the pole for the song this time.</p><p>That’s when he spots him, that familiar head of curls. Unfazed, he continues through the routine, his eyes now scanning the crowd. Is he here? Was that really him at the coffee shop? Surely it couldn’t have been.</p><p>He sees him again! Heading straight to the bathrooms! Well, more like drunkenly wobbling to the bathrooms. Suddenly for the first time in forever, he wishes his performance can end a little quicker, just so he can follow that mysterious stranger. He can&rsquo;t pinpoint what it is exactly, but he’s different. The way he looked at Bill that night hasn’t left his mind. And then the coffee shop incident happened, and if that is the same guy, he’s <i>beautiful</i>.</p><p>The ending of the song doesn’t come soon enough, when it does finally wrap up, he quickly kisses his goodbyes to the crowd. He disappears behind the curtain, the crowd almost whining for another encore. The money on stage will be picked up by a server and will be given to Bev who will count it and give it back to Bill. She’ll even automatically split it up between Bill and Mike.</p><p>“Hey Bill! Nice-”</p><p>“Not now Charlie,” He brushes past him, Charlie aka Officer Spank, who is getting ready to go on the stage for his own performance with another stripper, who’s named Big Daddy. Bill neither sees nor cares about the hurt look on his face.</p><p>Practically dashing to his dressing room, he starts throwing the money still in his costume haphazardly onto his vanity. He yanks his costume off and starts pulling on his ‘civilian’ clothes (a pair of black jeans and a blue t-shirt with a grey flannel) like a mad man. The crowd won’t recognize him if he’s dressed normally, a sad but true fact. But he gets the feeling that Man Mysterious did recognize him at the coffee shop, that means he was seeing more than Bill’s body and good looks, he was seeing <i>Bill</i> that night when he visited the club.</p><p>God, he really hopes he’s still in the bathroom, he wants this chance. A chance at what? He doesn&rsquo;t know for sure.</p><p>Narrowly avoiding anyone who looks like they want to talk to him, he makes it onto the show floor in two minutes flat. He keeps his head down as he navigates between the crowd, not wanting to risk a customer recognizing him and pulling him off his mission.</p><p>Out of all the years he’s worked here, he’s never used the club’s general restroom, always opting to use his private one in his dressing room. He half expects an overcrowded sleezy bathroom covered in filth. Like in the movies and tv shows.</p><p>Instead there’s nothing sleazy about it, it’s just your standard public bathroom, of course Robert would never have anything sleazy at his club. Except for the man himself. There’s not even anyone in the bathroom oddly, except for a man that sounds like he’s puking up his guts in one of the stalls.</p><p>He cautiously approaches it, the stall door slightly opened. Is this him? If so, how’s he gonna feel about Bill basically cornering him in the bathroom? Shit, that didn’t even cross his mind. His brain says ‘leave’ while his hand on the stall door says ‘push open’.</p><p>And that’s exactly what he does, he pushes the stall door right open, startling the man in question.</p><p>From where he’s crouched on the floor, he pushes himself up against the side of the stall, looking up at Bill with wide eyes. He resembles a scared baby deer, kinda like <i>Bambi.</i></p><p>They proceed to have a staring contest, a heavy silence filling the air. Bill can’t recall the last time he’s ever felt this <i>awkward</i>. He’s supposed to be smooth and charming, he is those things, and this feeling of awkwardness almost feels foreign.</p><p>“Uh Hi?” Bill is the one to break the silence.</p><p>Mysterious man just continues to stare back at him, and he looks enchanted with Bill, even though Bill still has his clothes on! Ha! It’s almost makes him feel giddy to have such a <i>pretty </i>man looking at him like <i>that</i>, he feels a child with their first crush.</p><p>The guy must be heavily drunk though, if his appearance is any sign. His green button up is ruffled, half sticking out of his jeans. It reveals a silver of his collar bone and Bill really wants to lave his tongue over it. His curls are messy and hanging in his face, his pale cheeks flushed red from the alcohol and maybe a blush? Also, you know, the obvious, he was just vomiting.</p><p>Bill crouches down, the guy’s eyes never leaving his. “How are you fuh-feeling? Must not feel too h-hot.”</p><p>Out of nowhere the man starts crying, “I’m sorry Bill! I’m really sorry!” he mumbles through his sobs, snot and tears running down his face.</p><p>Bill is stunned. How does he know his name? When did he learn his name? Bill <i>never </i>gives out his name to customers. Many have asked for it too. It had to have been at the coffee shop, he must’ve overheard Audra. Was it on purpose? And how much did he hear of their conversation?</p><p>He expects to feel angry or annoyed by this, but instead just worries over the sobbing man and sitting on the bathroom floor. Sitting also on the floor, he pulls the man into his arms, the guy gives little resistance. The man starts to cling his shoulders and tucks his head under Bill’s chin as he cries, and he fits <i>perfectly </i>in Bill’s arms. He’s warm against his chest and Bill coos into his hairline, trying to calm him. Daring even to place a small kiss on his forehead. The smell of booze is prevalent on him, but he doesn’t mind, he just hugs him closer. This is not how he imagine spending his night, and he’s not too upset about what it’s become.</p><p>Eventually the crying subsides, turning into pathetic sniffles. Bill tries to speak to him again, “Why are you s-sorry? You can tuh-tell me honey,” he rubs soothing circles into his back.</p><p>It sounds like he’s about to cry again, but chokes it back, “Because, I spelt coffee on myself,” He’s just now realizing how slurred his words are, how much has he had to drink tonight?</p><p>“And why are you ap-ap-apologizing for that? It was kinda cute honestly.”</p><p>“I spelt coffee on myself,” he replies with more convection, starting to sound like a stubborn child. He even grips Bill’s shirt a little tighter.</p><p>He laughs a little, “Okay, you spilt coffee on yourself. That’s okay.”</p><p>The man takes a minute before he nods his head a little, “Okay, it’s okay.”</p><p>Bill tries to stand, and once realizes he doesn’t have the heart to extract the drunk guy from him, he just picks him up with him. The man only whines a little in response. He’s a little on the small side, not Eddie small, but still small, so it’s nothing for Bill to handle.</p><p>He carries him over to the sink and sets him down on the counter. Wetting a paper towel, he begins to clean him up. Wiping some vomit off his shirt and then getting a new wet paper towel to gently wipe away his tears. The man sits there pliantly as a comfortable silence falls over them. He’s not looking at him, but he knows he is staring at him, wide eyed. A little Bambi.</p><p>Moments pass and Bill has cleaned everything up, mainly just wiping his face as an excuse to keep touching him. (<i>Why is his skin so soft?</i>) The man seems to sober up a little but appears to still be very much intoxicated.</p><p>“You know, it’s not to-to fair that you know my name, but I don’t know yours,” he jokes casually.</p><p>Sniffles. And then very softly, “Stan, my name is Stan.”</p><p>He smiles, “Okay <i>Stan</i>, how are you feeling?”</p><p>Stan is quick to reply, “Very icky.”</p><p>“Well that’s no guh-good,” he grabs Stan’s hand, “Come on, jump down. Let’s see what I cuh-can do.”</p><p>The moment Stan gets off the counter, he nearly falls down, luckily Bill is there to catch him. “Okay, you’re definitely still feeling icky.” Stan nods in agreement, looking a little green.</p><p>He thinks for a moment. What is he supposed to do? Did Stan come by himself? He had a friend with him last time if he remembers correctly, but <i>where </i>is he? He can’t leave him, and not out of obligation like most times with past customers, but because he genuinely wants to make sure Stan gets somewhere safe.</p><p>“Are you here with anyone? D-Do you have anyone you can call?”</p><p>Stan looks like he’s suddenly remembering something, “Richie! Richie is here! But he disappeared with the server a while ago,” he ends softly.</p><p>Great, that doesn’t tell him anything.</p><p>Stan shivers, grabbing his attention, “Are you cold?”</p><p>They keep the temperature low because with all the people and dancers, it&rsquo;s easy to overheat. Its’s a relief for the dancers, because even with the AC on, Bill stills sweats on stage. But in the small bathroom, you can really feel how cold it is.</p><p>He shakes his head no, “Just tired.” Another shiver runs up his spine.</p><p>Bill breaks physical contact with him so he can shuck off his flannel. “Here, you can wear thu-this.”</p><p>Stan looks at him hesitatingly before accepting it. He’s really drunk so Bill has to help him into it, but it’s worth it. The flannel completely engulfs him, it’s cute.</p><p>“Let’s go find Richie,” he says as he grabs Stan’s arm, supporting his weight. Stan wraps his arms around Bill’s torso, it kinda makes his heart flutter. (<i>When was the last time his heart ‘fluttered’?</i>)</p><p>On the show floor Stan clings close, Bill wraps a protective arm around him. The crowd is too busy watching the dancers so they don’t pay the two any mind. Bill does stop by the bar to grab a Gatorade for Stan, which Ben gives him a questioning look when he sees the man practically clinging to Bill. He’ll answer his questions later. (And Bev’s because if Ben knows, Bev knows.)</p><p>He doesn’t have a clue what ‘Richie’  really looks like and really is just hoping Stan will spot him. Though he does keep an eye out for any servers that may be flirting with customers. That’s most of the servers, so that’s no help.</p><p>The search is starting to seem futile when a yell comes behind them.</p><p>“Stanley!”</p><p>Stan jumps under his arm and looks towards the source of the shout.</p><p>A man in an awful Hawaiian shirt with crazy dark curls and a pair of thick glasses comes storming their way. Is that Eddie trailing behind him? Looking … frazzled? What exactly were these two doing he wonders.</p><p>‘Richie’ doesn’t spare Bill a glance, completely opposite of the first time they ‘met’. “Stan I leave for a couple minutes, and you just, you just disappear!” He throws his hands up in the air before running one through his curls, “You just really scared me there.”</p><p>“I’m sorry Richie,” he’s starting to sniffle again as he presses closer to Bill.</p><p>“It’s fine,” he gives a pained expression back to Eddie, “Let’s just go home.” He finally acknowledges Bill by shooting him a grateful and knowing smile before trying to grab Stan.</p><p>Stan just stubbornly clings tighter to Bill, “I don’t wanna leave yet.” Honestly, Bill doesn&rsquo;t want him too either.</p><p>Richie glances between them exasperated, “Okay Stanny, you’ve had your fun, but now it’s time to say goodnight to the nice stripper.”</p><p>He can feel Stan shake his head beside him.</p><p>Richie’s about to plead again when Eddie interjects, coming up to place a hand on Richie’s shoulder, “Richie wait, this is Bill,” Bill gives a small wave, “And Stan is safe with him. We can leave Stan with him, I trust Bill.” That&rsquo;s actually not a bad idea now that Eddie mentions it. Stan can stay over and sober up at his place. Or really, the place he shares with everyone.</p><p>Richie looks like he’s torn in a battle between his dick and brain. (<i>Been there dude.</i>) “Stanny boy needs to sleep, I can’t just leave him with a stranger. Plus he’s going to be hella hungover tomorrow.”</p><p>“He can sleep at muh-my place.”</p><p>Richie gives him an untrusting glare.</p><p>“He’ll just sleep, I promise. I’ll even sleep in another r-room,” Bill replies, putting his hands up against his chest in mock surrender. Everyone at home will have questions, but it&rsquo;ll be worth it.</p><p>Richie looks between Stan and Eddie like he’s making the hardest decision of his life, directing his next question to Eddie, “You really trust him?”</p><p>“With my life Chee. I even live with him.”</p><p>Sighing, Richie finally relents, (<i>It was probably the pet name</i>) “Listen here Billiam, I expect you to text me when you get home, which you will leave for right now. Stan isn’t in any shape to be out right now.” Bill nods, already getting his phone out. “And if Stan is not in absolute perfect condition when I get him tomorrow, <i>I will have your head</i>. Are we clear?”</p><p>“Crystal.” Somehow this goofy looking guy actually seems a little threatening, him and Bev would be best friends. He hands Richie his phone.</p><p>“God, I’m such a bad friend,” Richie mumbles under his breath as he takes Bill’s phone, putting his number in. He’s about to pass it back when he gets a mischievous look in his eyes, “Say cheese Stanny!”</p><p>The flash is bright as he takes a picture of the two of them on Bill’s phone. Stan whines in response.</p><p>Bill gives Richie an amused look due to his reaction. Richie just shrugs his shoulders, “Stan’s emotional and clingy when drunk.”</p><p>When his phone is back in his hand he sees Richie has sent the photo to his own phone, “Oh, that’s just in case I have to report you to the police.” He smiles as he says it but Bill can tell Richie wouldn’t hesitate to do exactly that. Good on him.</p><p>“Okay, well Bonjour! Too aloo!” Richie grabs Eddie’s hand, “Stan the man you’re so going to be upset with yourself in the morning!” he starts pulling Eddie back through the crowd. Eddie gives Bill a sheepish wave before he loses sight of them.</p><p>Stan seems unbothered by anything that just happened. He’s leaning on Bill more now, seeming ready to pass out.</p><p>Bill is practically carrying Stan at this point as he makes his way to his dressing room. Bev gives him a playful smile while Charlie shoots Stan a glare. Bill glares back.</p><p>Quickly he grabs his backpack and hauls Stan out the back entrance of the club to his car. He’s sober enough to drive, only having done a couple lines of coke earlier in the night. His silver Volvo sits pretty under a light. He has to practically buckle Stan into the passenger seat, him whining as his physical contact from Bill was being taken away from him. When he gets into the drivers side, he realizes he misses it too. What was this man doing to him?</p><p>Stan looks half asleep against the door once settled and Bill reaches for his cigarettes in his console, lighting one and cracking a window.</p><p>It’s peacefully quiet when Stan mumbles something.</p><p>“What was that?” he didn’t quite hear him.</p><p>“Those are bad, you’re bad,” he mumbles louder.</p><p>Bill laughs, “Okay, I’m bad then.”</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> Don&rsquo;t drive while under any intoxicating influences! Bad Bill!</p>
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Body: <h1>Blue Steel Chp. 2</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/30479112/chapters/75611870">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/649032943996682240/blue-steel-chp-3">Chp. 3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/647647522581626881/blue-steel-chp1">Chp. 1</a></p><p>Warnings: This is your trigger warning, this chapter briefly implies coerced prostitution and talks some on drug addiction</p><p>Rating-E</p><p>Pairings: Stan Uris/Bill Denbrough, Eddie Kaspbrack/Richie Tozier</p><!-- more --><p>Bill Denbrough would not describe himself as a good person. There’s thousands of words in the human language and ‘good’, or any synonyms to it, doesn’t fit when describing him. He would know, he wanted (<i>wants</i>) to be a writer.</p><p>Now he wouldn’t consider him an awful person either. Despite what his family said when he hightailed it out of their home at the ripe age of seventeen, he doesn’t think he’s some sort of villain. Him and his parents never got along when growing up. Accused him of being too loud and too impulsive. Bullshit he says. His only regret is that he let his relationship with his parents affect his relationship with his little brother. Who was always considered ‘perfect’. Georgie would describe him as awful too. Or just gone, since they haven’t spoken in what? Eight years?</p><p>He just doesn’t have a natural kind heart like Mike does, or that fierce love Bev shows.</p><p>He’s just kinda here.</p><p>Vain, now that is a word he would use for himself. He sure as hell is fucking vain.</p><p>When he’s on stage and people are fawning over him, over his body, over his natural boyish charm, that’s when he feels the most <i>alive. </i>Except maybe when he’s snorting cocaine.</p><p>If you asked him at seventeen if he ever thought he was going to end how he is now, as a coke dependent borderline prostitute, (yes, Robert has sold him to the highest bidder a couple times for a night of only ‘yes’) he would’ve thought you were insane. He had dreams! He was going to travel the world, be a millionaire! With the love of his life at his side, his beautiful Audra who was barely seventeen herself. He dreamed of being adored, his writings fawned over.</p><p>Well now he’s twenty five and <i>is </i>adored, at least his ass is. Instead of his stories, <i>he himself </i>is fawned over. Women and men grabbing and marveling at every physical piece of him they can. He hasn’t even left Atlanta, the place he and Audra ran away to when it felt like the world was against them.</p><p>And Audra, God, did he ever fuck that one up.</p><p>He made good on his promise to her, he married her the moment they were both eighteen. Yes, it was at a courthouse and they spent all of their pennies on the legal documents (bunch of bullshit if you asked him) and yes they only had a two bedroom apartment that they were renting out with four other people to go back to for their honeymoon. It didn’t matter to them. They were young and in love and just trying to make it in this big scary city.</p><p>It didn’t last though, it couldn’t. Shortly after their marriage, while Audra was working as a babysitter, and Bill, still jobless and roaming the streets looking for any kind of work, that’s when <i>Robert </i>stumbled across him.</p><p>Bill had just been rejected from <i>another job </i>when the man found him, sitting on a park bench feeling dejected. Robert made promises of <i>so much </i>money, glamourizing what he’d actually be doing.</p><p>“<i>Billy you’re special! I can tell just by looking at you. Come work at my establishment, and you’ll never stress about money again. I promise,</i>” is what he told him.</p><p>Him, special? At the time he was half starved and in desperate need of a haircut. But he agreed and the rest was history.</p><p>Audra wasn’t too thrilled about his new job but she put up with it for the first couple of years. It at least paid the bills. And more. Robert was right, Bill saw more money than he ever has in his whole life. The more he bulked up, the more he learned routines and came out of his shell, the more popular he got. The more money people gave him.</p><p>He was able to move him and Audra into an actual apartment of their own, get cars, and live comfortably for once. But then he started snorting coke with the older stippers, trying to fit in, peer pressure and all that, and he was instantly hooked. Most of the dancers have a coke addiction so it wasn’t a big deal to him. Just a part of the job. Audra saw differently.</p><p>They grew apart as the years went by. He put all of his time and effort into the job. Either working long nights at the club or working on his physical appearance. Time and effort that he once poured into his stories. It didn’t help their growing distance when Bill started sleeping around behind her back.</p><p>It started out with just customers that paid extra money, the ones Robert expressly said to never say no to. In his mind it was just part of his job description. But then Bill start wondering what it’d be like to be fucked by another man, or to fuck another man. It was hard not too when being surrounded by gorgeous men constantly.</p><p>At his twenty first birthday he spent a good portion of the night being fucked behind the bar by some handsome testosterone filled bear. Audra was waiting for him at the bar wondering where he disappeared to. Shamefully, he’s had sex with most of the his fellow dancers. Either in a drug haze or out of just pure lust.</p><p>Audra had finally had enough. “<i>You’ve changed</i>,” was what she said when she demanded him to choose. It was her or the club.</p><p>He chose wrong. Supposedly.</p><p>At that point he couldn’t just <i>leave</i>. Being on stage and people frantically tossing money at him, it was just as addicting when he had coke running through his veins. So what if he wasn’t doing what he dreamed? This was just as good.</p><p>When he closes his eyes and gets lost in the music and the sound of the crowd chanting, “<i>Blue Steel! Blue Steel! Blue Steel!</i>”, he finally feels free.</p><p>It still hurt when she left. She’s better off without him though, it’s for the best.</p><p>Three years passed and she suddenly pops back into his life, asking for an official divorce. Apparently in L.A. she found the one, and they wanted to officially marry. After all the shit he put her through, it’s the least he can do. It’s good to see her doing well.</p><p>He tried not to think about it tonight on stage, him and Mike still managing to give what he thinks was one of their best performances. After waving and blowing kisses to the crowd for their goodbye they make their mad dash behind the curtains, heading to the house room.</p><p>Once back there, Beverly is quick to hand them both bottled waters. “Drink,” she demands. They know it’s best to just obey.</p><p>He quickly chugs his water before heading to the couch, kneeling by the coffee table to snort some cocaine that’s already lined up for him. Beverly is one of the few that don’t agree with the casual use of drugs at the club, but as the house mom, she’ll do anything to keep them going. At least if her boys do it where she can see them, she can monitor them.</p><p>Fucking Charlie, or Officer Spank, (<i>what a stupid fucking name</i>) is sitting in one of the bean bag chairs, nursing a blunt. He can’t stand him, he fucked the dude once and he’s always been strangely clingy to Bill.</p><p>“That fucking twink was practically drooling on you, you know? The one you danced on? Fucking disgusting.”</p><p>“Mhm,” is all the reply he gives him.</p><p>He knows who he’s talking about, the ‘<i>twink</i>’. He didn’t think it was disgusting, but then again he doesn’t ever think it’s disgusting when someone eye fucks him. That’s not what this guy was doing though, he was looking at him like he thought Bill was <i>beautiful</i>. There was lust there, there always is, but he looked at him like he was some sort of gift.</p><p>Kinda like how Audra would look at him.</p><p>So he took pity on the guy and gave him a dance. The look of enchantment for Bill had spurred him to even flirt with the guy a little. The guy looked his about his own age and honestly was pretty cute himself. Regardless of the two hundred he tipped Bill, he doesn’t think he’ll see him around here again. Didn’t seem like the type to frequent stripp clubs.</p><p>Charlie isn’t happy with his lack of response, “I mean come on, he was looking at you like you were some type of meat,” he grunts unhappily.</p><p>“And you d-don’t?”</p><p>It stings him and he looks offended, but before he can say anything else, Eddie comes flying back there.</p><p>“This fucking guy won’t stop! He keeps flirting with me and it’s gross! Fucking fuck me man!” Despite his words, he’s blushing. He’ll try to blame it on the fact that it’s just hot, but it’s a tell tale sign that Eddie <i>likes </i>this guy.</p><p>Mike notices it too, even across the room, “Eddie you like him don’t you?” He chuckles, “It’s cute when you get flustered like this.”</p><p>“I am not <i>flustered </i>Mikey!” his blush is spreading down his neck.</p><p>He’s not quite sure on the relationship between Eddie and Mike. They’ve fucked quite a few times, but it’s hard to tell if it’s ever been more than that. Sometimes it looks like Eddie wants more but it’s hard to tell. Especially from Mike, that man is a fucking vault when it regards his own feelings.</p><p>They both live with him at Bev and Ben’s (the bartender) house.  It’s a nice six bedroom house they can all afford with their money. He moved in with them after Audra left and he O.D. for the first time. Bev pretty much made him move in anyways.</p><p>“Oh I think Mike’s right, you like him, don’t ya?” Speaking of Bev. She pulls Eddie into her arms, he’s still in his skates, as he starts grumbling about the teasing.</p><p>Bev was the one who brought Eddie to the club and got him the job. His story is reminiscent of Bill’s own. Left home at a young age, fleeing from an overbearing mother, and ending up as a homeless youth on the streets of Atlanta.</p><p>He ran into Bev and her and Ben ‘adopted’ him. He was eighteen, now twenty two, but he still has a lot of growing up to do and both Ben and Bev are fiercely protective of him. Most times Eddie can be naïve.</p><p>The three of them break off into playful bickering, Bill tuning out as he heads to his personal dressing room. He doesn’t miss the lustful and irritated look Charlie gives him when he walks away.</p><p>He notices a note on his door that reads in Robert’s chicken scratch handwriting, “<i>Billy Friday night you’re booked for a good friend of mine. Watch the weight. Text you more later</i>.” An involuntary shiver runs down his spine as he puts the note on the back burner of his mind.</p><p>Grabbing a hard lemonade out of his mini fridge he stands in front of his full length mirror. Stubble is starting to show up on his legs and he’ll need Bev to re-wax him soon. His least favorite part of the job (besides Robert), he’s expected to be smooth <i>everywhere</i>. Which means routine and uncomfortable waxing.</p><p>Just add that to the pile of shit he has to deal with right now, including meeting Audra for the first time in forever on Monday morning to sign the official divorce papers.</p><p>At least for right now he can think about how that man looked at him tonight, it warms his chest, which feels like it’s growing colder each day.</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;-Monday Morning&mdash;&mdash;-</p><p>“Beep beep Richie.”</p><p><i>“Oh come on Staniel! Let’s go back! I have literally not been able to stop thinking about Little A since I saw him, and I know you’ve been the same way about hunky Blue Steel,” </i>Richie whines through his phone. He’s had to turn his phone down, mortified that his fellow coffee patrons may hear what and where they’re talking about while waiting in line. Unlikely though as it’s too early in the morning and they’re all just standing around like zombies.</p><p>He has not been able to stop thinking about Blue Steel, Richie’s right. But instead of dreaming up sexual fantasies, (though he has had a couple of those too) he keeps wondering about who he is as a person. What led him into dancing at that place? Does he actually enjoy it? Or just in it for the money? What makes him laugh? His hopes? His dreams?</p><p>His thoughts to say the least have been a little <i>domestic </i>as he daydreams of him and Blue Steel going on dates to the library and the park. Blue Steel playing with his hair as they watch The Great British Bake Off. Cooking together and laughing. Cuddling after being fucked good and hard.</p><p>All of this brings him to one conclusion, is that he, he is a weird man. Or at least weirder than he’s ever thought. It’d feel better if all of his thoughts <i>were </i>overtly sexual, because who the fuck thinks of stuff like dates and fluff about a stripper they met once? A stripper that he was probably just another gross customer too.</p><p>Not that he’s going to share any of these thoughts with Richie who’s been waxing poetic and sexual innuendos about their server, insisting that they absolutely have to go back. He admits that he’s been a little tempted but it’ll be a cold day in hell before he admits Richie’s right about something.</p><p>“Richie give it a rest. I only went the first time because it was <i>your birthday </i>.”</p><p>“<i> But what about mister hunk-”</i></p><p>“But nothing!” Sighing, he continues, “Look Rich I know you think you and that server are destined to be-”</p><p><i>“We are destined to be! You can’t fake that sort of passion betwe-”</i></p><p>“BUT you didn’t even get his first name last time. And I don’t know how I exactly feel about us going back just so you can pester the poor guy.”</p><p>There’s a silence over the phone before Richie speaks back up, <i>“I’ve just never seen you like that when you saw him, that look in your eye. I just thought you’d want to see him again, I’m sorry.”</i></p><p>Great, he feels bad now. He finally gets to the front of the line to place his coffee order, plain black with two sugars, before saying, “Okay Richie. I’ll think about it. No promises.” What’s the harm in going back to <i>look</i>, not eye fuck, Blue Steel? It wouldn’t exactly be hurting anything except his pride. And that’s been taking damage since he’s became friends with the Trashmouth.</p><p><i>“I knew you’d come through! Okay so I have a couple new lines to try out on Little A. What do you think about-”</i></p><p>Tuning Richie out and accepting his coffee with a small thank you, the last thing he’d ever thought to see is fucking <i>Blue Steel </i>sitting in the corner of the fucking coffee shop at 8 A.M. in the morning when he turns around.</p><p>This has to be God or some universal power fucking with him right? He always comes to this shop, almost every morning. Is this Blue Steel’s first time here? Is an otherworldly being laughing at him right now? Or does Blue Steel come here as often as he does and it took Stan practically seeing him naked to notice him now?</p><p>“I’ll have to call you back,” he cuts Richie off.</p><p>“<i>What? You good?</i>” he responds, clearly confused and concerned.</p><p>“‘Yeah, talk later. Bye.” He hangs up before Richie can respond.</p><p>It’s a little weird to see Blue Steel <i>clothed. </i>Sitting in a corner booth in the shop, wearing a plain white t-shirt with a <i>red </i>plaid button up thrown over. Oh how he remembers that span smooth skin that runs across that now hidden chest. He still has earrings in, cute. Probably has the nipple piercings in as well. Just the thought makes his pants start to grow a little tight.</p><p>Blue Steel (he really wishes he knew his<i> name</i>), stares blankly at his laptop screen, a stack of papers sit neatly next to him. He looks stressed and exhausted, all of the weekend late night dazzling worn off in the gray morning hours. How much sleep is this guy running off of? Surely it can’t be no more than four.</p><p>He wants to say something, greet and flirt with him like this is the first time he’s ever seen him. Like he’s just a cute coffee customer he’s just now noticing. There’s no way Blue Steel remembers him right? Yes they saw each other just last Saturday night, but Blue Steel probably danced with a bunch of people this past weekend. And in the bad lighting of that place? There’s no way Blue Steel actually could make out any defining features of Stan. Maybe his curly hair. Hates to think about it, but he was more than likely just another blurry face with money to him.</p><p>So why not talk to him? This could be his chance, to pretend like <i>this </i>is the first time he’s seeing him. Learn his actual fucking name.</p><p>Wait a second that’s kind of stupid right? Just because Blue Steel is a male stripper, who&rsquo;s to say he’s even into men? Or worse, what if he does recognize him from the club that night. The thought of <i>anyone </i>recognizing from the club makes him want to hide under a rock.</p><p>When the door chimes before he can make a decision, he loses his chance.</p><p>A beautiful woman with tan skin and long brunette hair approaches Blue Steel. All he can see is the back of her head and her professional attire from this angle. What he does notice is how Blue is immediately sitting up, stress radiating off him. He doesn’t look particularly thrilled to see her, but entirely expects her.</p><p>So definitely not a girlfriend. Right? Shameful relief floods him.</p><p>Straining his ears, desperate to hear his name, he gets what he desires</p><p>He barely misses it as the woman lets out a curt, “Bill,” her tone tense.</p><p>To which <i>Bill </i>replies in the same tone, “Audra.”</p><p>Blue Steels fucking name is<i> Bill</i>. For a moment he feels like a giddy child, as if he just learned the location of secret treasure. He also childishly wants to call Richie and rub it in his face that he learned <i>Blue Steel’s </i>real name before he learned <i>Little A’s </i>name.</p><p>But as well as an invasion of Bill’s (<i>God ,his name is Bill, it suits him and makes Stan unreasonably happy</i>) privacy, Richie would also bug him about the context of how he learned it. Giving Richie the truth or coming up with some elaborate lie that Richie would just see through anyways, doesn’t sound appealing. For now he’ll just keep it to himself.</p><p>He completely misses whatever words is exchanged between the pair, too giddy with his new information. Only concentrates again when Bill stands up (<i>is he wearing fucking jorts? Why is he finding that more endearing than he should</i>) to hug Audra. It doesn’t look like a warm hug and from here he can see the muscles in Bill’s neck pulled tight.</p><p>Suddenly remembering he needs to get going, he has work after all, he breaks his gaze on them. Selfishly he so dearly wants to hear what they’re talking about, because whatever it is, it seems serious. But he respects Bill’s privacy, even if he’s seen him almost naked.</p><p>One last glance, and sees that they’re sitting down now. Audra is talking and reading the papers that once sat meticulously next to the laptop. Bill is just staring into space, his face once again looking exhausted and distant.</p><p>Finally taking his leave, his mind elsewhere, he bumps into a coffee goer that also wasn’t paying attention, his barely drank coffee splattering across his button up.</p><p>“Oh shit! Sorry man!” the faceless person apologizes, but he can’t focus on anything but the scalding hot coffee soaking to his chest, burning his skin. He thinks a whimper escapes his mouth but he can’t be too sure. Mindlessly he grabs a handful of napkins from the coffee counter, frantically dabbing at his shirt.</p><p>In his moment of fret, he forgets that Bill is here. That is until he looks up and makes direct eye contact with him.</p><p>The way Bill is looking at him, nothing reminiscent of the way he was looking at him at the club. Eyebrows drawn together in visible confusion, brilliant blue eyes yielding nothing to what he’s thinking.</p><p>He needs to leave. Now. He can’t tell if Bill recognizes him and whether he does or doesn’t, he&rsquo;s embarrassed himself beyond measure now.</p><p>With that in mind, he bolts out the coffee shop, tears threatening to run down his face.</p>
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Body: <h1>Blue Steel Chp.1</h1><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/30479112">Ao3</a></p><p>Chp. 2</p><p>Rating: E</p><p>Summary:  Stan Uris doesn&rsquo;t want to be here, he&rsquo;d rather be anywhere but here. At a strip club.<br/>He doesn&rsquo;t want to listen to Richie flirt with the server, and he doesn&rsquo;t want to smell the sweat and sex. But then The Pussycat Dolls start playing over the speakers and the most handsome man he&rsquo;s ever seen walks out on the stage. There&rsquo;s humor, smut, and angst down the road.</p><p>Relationships: Stanley Uris/Bill Denbrough and Richie Tozier/Eddie Kaspbrack</p><!-- more --><p>This was by far the most stupid idea Richie has ever had, and by going along with it, by proxy, that makes Stan stupid too. Oh how he loathes it.</p><p>It was for Richie’s birthday, that’s what he had to keep reminding himself. That&rsquo;s the only reason he agreed to this very, very idiotic idea. It’s the sole reason this is the first (and the last) time he’s setting foot into a <i>male strip club </i>.</p><p>If only his parents could see him now. Young established accountant who hasn’t been on a date in even a year, gritting his teeth while trying desperately to look like he’s having a fun time. Too bad they haven’t talked to him in three years, since he came out as gay.</p><p>Sitting on faded leather stools by a high table certainly too small to hold anything more than a couple drinks, the smell of cologne and<i> sex </i>is seeping into his cloths. The whole outfit is going to have to be thrown away, he can’t wear it again knowing where he&rsquo;s been in it. Not that that matters too much, Richie had picked out his outfit. Jeans that were two sizes too small that he’d been meaning to throw away and a button up shirt that had the first two buttons ripped out (Richie’s fault) that gave him no choice but to expose his collar bones.</p><p>Their table isn’t even that close to the one big stage in the room. He’d figure if Richie had ever managed to drag him into this musty place, they’d be right up front sitting on the couches that surrounded the stage. He mentally shudders at the idea what exactly is on the couches. Said couches are filled with what looks like a drunk bachelorette party, shrieking every time one of the beefcake strippers wink at them. That’s probably the norm for this place on a Friday night.</p><p>Granted, he still has a good view of said beefcakes from his table, but he’s a respectable man. Unlike almost every other guy sitting at the tables, hungry twinks eye fucking the strippers. But wait, Richie is also one of those twinks (<i> twunk? </i>) so maybe he shouldn’t be so quick to judge. Still though, he won’t oggle at them, the dancers are people too, just working a job. Wonders how many of the smiles are faked when a woman tucks money into their g-string.</p><p>All said, it does seem to be a decent setup for one of these places, not that he has much to compare it too. The bar behind them seems more tempting as he swishes his water bottle. This would be more enjoyable if he was a little drunk. Richie and him took a cab here so what’s the harm? Richie himself was well on his way to being drunk.</p><p>“Boys would you like a drink?”</p><p>Ah yes, an angel has appeared.</p><p>A server in tiny red shorts and a pink tank top that looks soaked to his torso arrives. <i>(Places like these have servers? The twinks are the servers? </i>) Chestnut brown wavy hair compliments his caramel skin tone, as does the bright pink eyeshadow and glitter adorning his cheeks do. The guy is even in <i>skates </i>.  His name tag is labeled <i>‘little A’ </i>he notices.</p><p>He looks expectantly between him and Richie, server book and pen in hand.</p><p>Richie breaks the silence by whistling, “Damn honey why are you taking the orders? You look like you should be on the stage.”</p><p>He can practically see Richie’s eyes turning into heart shapes.</p><p><i>Little A, </i>just rolls his eyes and throws a thumb towards the shrieking women, “Thanks, I’m real flattered but I serve because I’m not the typical clientele’s type of man,” he replies sarcastically.</p><p>“You’re my type of man…” He leans forward, adjusting his glasses to read his nametag, “Little A,” he says out slowly.</p><p>The waiter only rolls his eyes again before facing away from Richie and completely towards him. “You? Mister I’d rather be anywhere than at this stripclub? Do you want a drink?”</p><p>Okay damn, that’s a call out.</p><p>Losing a little bit of composure his mouth hangs open. How are you supposed to respond to that? Does he look that miserable?</p><p>“Aw look at that, you took his breath away too,” Richie chides.</p><p>&ldquo;Knock it off!” Little A responds, not turning from Stan, eyebrows raised. Looking smug and expectant.</p><p>“Uhm I guess Gin and Tonic?” He is a grown man, this guy who can’t be no older than twenty two shouldn’t be able to make him feel small like this.</p><p>Richie cheerfully says “me too handsome!”, obviously trying to get the guys attention back on him.</p><p>Little A just smiles a little and starts skating away after writing it down in his little waiter book.</p><p>“Hey wait! What does ‘<i> little A </i>’ mean?”. Richie calls out a little too late, watching the guys backside as he skates towards the bar.</p><p>“Tell you what Stanny boy, I can tell you right now ‘<i> little A </i>’ most certainly does not mean A as in ass. Because mister feisty is thick as hell.”</p><p>“Beep beep Richie.”</p><p>“Oh come on! You’ve barely said a word all night!” he reaches across the table to shove his shoulder, “liven up a little Stan. This is the famous <i>King’s Palace!”</i></p><p>Yes he knows exactly where Richie has dragged him too, the place he hasn’t shut up about since they’ve moved to Atlanta. It’s one of the most highly rated but still small scale clubs in the whole city. Known mostly for it’s only word of mouth marketing. To which Richie had heard about it from one of his comedy buddies.</p><p>“Also it’s my birthday so you have to stand by my side as I woo our sexy little server.”</p><p>Okay fine.</p><p>“There’s no way he’s ‘<i> wooed </i>’ by you Trashmouth. Annoyed may be a better term for how he feels towards you.”</p><p>Dramatically throwing a hand over his heart, “Shots fired! By my own best friend! And on my birthday! Could there ever be a great- oh hello again.”</p><p>Just then Little A arrives with two Gin and Tonics in hand. And yes, he looks annoyed.</p><p>Setting them on the table (Stan’s quick to grab his and start drinking) he looks between them again. “If you need refills or new drinks, just wave me over, I’ll be around.”</p><p>“Any chance I can see around my place?” Richie never knows when to give it a rest does he?</p><p>Little A still looks annoyed but is that amusement starting to show through that brow furrow? Surely it can’t be. “You can&rsquo;t take a hint can you mister&hellip;?”</p><p>“Mister Richie Trashmouth Tozier,” he answers with a bad wink. “May I know your real name ‘<i> little A </i>’?”</p><p>Little A actually laughs a little, “Okay mister <i>trash- </i>mouth. And Little A is all you get to call me.”</p><p>“Mmm it’s not a good name to moan out though, wouldn’t you rather me say your actual name when I’m fantasizing later?”</p><p>Stan groans as Little A blushes? He really wishes he wasn’t being forced to listen to this interaction.</p><p>Little A doesn’t say anything back as he turns to skate away, Richie yelling out names that with A after him, “Adam?! Andy?! Alice?!”</p><p>That&rsquo;s exactly when the next act is being introduced to the stage, tearing his attention from Richie.</p><p>A woman’s voice comes over the speakers, <i>“Good evening ladies, gays, and theys! It’s time to receive what you’ve been waiting for all night! Presenting audiences favorites, Big Diesel and Blue Steel!”</i></p><p>The black curtains behind the two poles on stage opens up to reveal two of the most attractive men he has ever seen.</p><p>“When I grow up” by The Pussycat Dolls start blaring overhead as the men strut on to the stage, the women on the couches screaming the loudest they have all night. He doesn’t even realize he’s standing to get a better look.</p><p>They’re both extremely hot. One is all dark skin and muscles, clad in gold booty shorts and a gold vest that says <i>Big Diesel </i>on the back that’s noticeable when he turns around to flex. A gold cowboy hat and cowboy boots complete his outfit.</p><p>The other one, one look at him and for a moment (a very brief moment) he thinks he could believe in love at first sight.</p><p>Dark brown hair that the stage light reflect hints of auburn red, and the most intense blue eyes he has ever seen. He’s slimmer than Big Diesel, but lean muscles still ripple under his smooth pale skin as he gets down his knees at the edge of the stage, hands behind his head and he moves his hips to the music. He’s dawned in something similar to the  other dancer. Silver instead of gold vest, and silver speedo instead of gold booty shorts. He too is wearing a cowboy hat that matches his color scheme and cowboy boots. Silver studs in his ears and silver hoop nipple piercings also differ from his stage partner.</p><p><i>Blue Steel </i>.</p><p>His mouth feels suddenly very dry. Maybe it&rsquo;s from the fact that he’s finished his drink, or maybe it’s the fact that he can’t tear his eyes from Blue Steel’s crotch as it bounces as the dancer jumps and criss crosses his legs in beat with the music. The surrounding audience is practically pouring cash on the stage at their feet, amazed with them as much as Stan is.</p><p>This is not like him! He is better than this dammit! The only reason he’s here is to appease Richie, not to oggle these men just trying to make a living!</p><p>Still though, as the song wraps up he finds himself fretting that the dancers are about to head back behind the curtains.</p><p>But then “Don’t Cha,” also by The Pussycat Dolls comes on and the dancers start to walk off <i>the stage and into the crowd. </i>Big Diesel goes over to the biggest couch, swaying his shoulders and hips as he lip syncs the music, completely mesmerizing the group. His smile is bright as they frantically tuck money into his shorts and vest pockets.</p><p>Blue steel approaches one of the other couches, heading straight to a woman with a sash that says ‘bride to be’. Stan can’t take his eyes off of him as the man lowers himself so that his knees bracket the woman’s thighs, practically shaking his junk in her face.</p><p>She doesn’t seem to mind as she laughs and screams, her and her friends flooding him with cash.</p><p>Blue Steel looks truly lost in the music, as his body moves smoothly to it, running his hands up and down his defined abs. His eyes are closed and his face is towards the ceiling, a small smile playing on his pouty lips.</p><p>Right when he feels himself embarrassingly starting to grow hard at the sight of it all, Blue Steel opens his eyes and makes direct eye contact with him. Stan can’t turn away as Blue Steel smirks at him and starts to break himself from the group of horny women and starts walking past the couches.</p><p>Towards him.</p><p>He can feel himself gulp and faintly hears Richie wolf whistle while he shoves his shoulder.</p><p>It’s almost like he’s in a trance as Blue Steel approaches him, somehow he’s found himself sitting back on the stool. When did that happen? What kind of cologne is Blue Steel wearing that’s so strong and so woodsy? Oh God, is he going to be able to tell that Stan is hard?</p><p>One thing he wasn’t able to tell from the stage is that Blue Steel is tall. <i>Very tall </i>. The man towers over Stan, even with him sitting on the high bar stool. His hips are still swaying and he manages to be moving to the music as he stands inches away from him.</p><p>Whatever he’s packing in that speedo, it looks more than adequate. Later he’ll feel bad for blatantly looking.</p><p>Blue Steel is so close now, he can see the sweat from the lights and dancing dripping off his body. It doesn’t gross him out nearly as much as it should. Those bold blue eyes he also notices are surrounded with a thick black eye liner, really making their color pop. Silver freckles are barley visible but he can see them dancing across his nose.</p><p>The dancer places his two big hands on Stan’s shoulders as he sways his shoulders with the beat, sashaying down a little so that his face is right right in front of him. He feels like he can’t breathe, his body has gone rigid straight. Blue Steel seems to know the effect he’s having on him, if his (boyish?) smile is anything to go by.</p><p>Tipping, that’s something he should be doing right now right? There’s a reason Richie stuffed a bunch of twenties (they’re both proud to say they’re relatively comfortable money wise) into his front pocket? That&rsquo;s the entire reason Blue Steel is over dancing on him, he&rsquo;s working. His fingers don’t seem to work but notices Richie reaching over to shove a couple twenties into the strap of the dancer’s speedo. Blue Steel breaks eye contact briefly to blow Richie a kiss.</p><p>Blue Steel’s beautiful eyes are now once again locked with his and mind fighting between wanting to write poetics about how his eyes compare to the raging ocean and his horny hindbrain wondering what kind of noises Blue Steel would make if Stan was to tug on the hoop piercing in his nipple with his teeth.</p><p>The dancer is simultaneously too close and not close enough. His hands go back behind his head as he looks down at him, taking him a minute to realize it&rsquo;s an open invitation to touch him. And God, does he want to. Despite that though, he can only bring himself to let his hands hover over the seductively moving hips.</p><p>Blue Steel fucking <i>giggles</i>, as he takes his hands and places them on his swaying hips himself. The hip bones are sharp but the surrounding muscles are defined, and thick. His hands stay stagnant, but he wonders what other areas would feel like to caress.  His mind is so in the gutter right now he doesn’t ever think he’s understood Richie more than he does right now.</p><p>“Having fun big boy?” Blue Steel asks, looking down at him over his high cheekbones.</p><p>Big boy? If anyone was to ever describe him, those are not the words they would use. But this is probably what Blue Steel calls all of the males he pays attention to while working. He finds himself fantasizing about what Blue Steel’s first words would be to him if they met anywhere else. Or on a first date. Would he pay as much attention to Stan as he’s doing right now?</p><p>Probably not.</p><p>Doesn’t matter as Blue Steel is absolutely mesmerizing and he’s harder in his pants than he’s ever been so he can only manage to nod, causing Blue Steel to giggle again.</p><p>Blue Steel looks across their table and notices Stan’s empty glass before picking it up, giving Stan a little playful pout. He doesn’t have time to question it before the dancer is calling out towards the bar, “Hey Ben, serve this g-gentlemen right here a vodka bulge, on me!”</p><p>Over the music he can’t hear an affirmative but did Blue Steel just order him a drink? And what in the hell is a ‘vodka bulge’?</p><p>The song that has seemed to go on forever is finally coming to a close and Blue Steel leans down to press a chaste kiss to his cheek, looking at him with that boyish smile on his lips once again, before turning to saunter off.</p><p>“Hey wait!” he finally breaks out of his stupor. Blue Steel turns to look at him with questioning eyebrows. Hastily he digs into pocket for his wallet, forgoing the twenties in his pockets, pulling out two one hundred dollar bills. It’s his emergency money but he feels the need to tip him well, let him know how appreciative of him he is. Him and his alluring beauty.</p><p>Tomorrow morning he’s going to consider himself just as bad as Richie with the server, but that’s a problem for tomorrow.</p><p>Seeing the money Blue Steel walks back over, looking at him expectantly. Hesitantly he places the money in one of Blue Steel’s vest pockets, patting it as he retracts his hand. Blue Steel grabs his wrist before he fully manages to pull away though.</p><p>He brings his hand up to his face where he kisses his fingertips, the lips lingering on his thumb as he looks down at him. (God those lips are so plush.) After what feels like an eternity, he winks at him and walks away for the finale time.</p><p>Is that what heaven felt like?</p><p>Richie’s laughing brings him back to reality, “Stan <i>the man </i>! Good God I <i>never </i>thought I’d see anything like that!” He proceeds to break into a fit of laughter. Richie is never going to let him live this down but he can’t bring himself to care at this moment.</p><p>“One vodka bulge,” Their server from earlier skates up to them, a large blue drink in a weird <i>bulging </i>glass in hand. He looks like he’s trying to retain his own fit of giggles, look smug as all hell, obviously witnessing what happened.</p><p>Silently he accepts the drink, Richie’s laughter died as soon as Little A rolled back up. Little A pays him no attention as he skates back towards the bar.</p><p>“Hey wait! Come back! You can roll into my heart!”</p><p>Little A doesn’t even glance back.</p><p>Sipping the drink, it’s strong and tastes like blue raspberries, not exactly bad taste but nothing he’d ever order for himself. His eyes go back to the stage where Blue Steel and Big Diesel have reconveyed on stage together. As the next song starts, a slower indie song that he has no idea what the name is, the two dancers start swaying on their respective poles. Blue Steel twists his whole body around it, jumping on the pole and his thighs flex with the pole between them.</p><p>It goes on a while, both dancers using the pole as if they know nothing else. Blue Steel looks lost in the music again, eyes closed as he flexes and swings around the pole. His head moves to the music. His drink goes faster than he means too, the pleasant thrum of alcohol pulsing through his veins. It does nothing to help his hard on and he considers ordering another ‘vodka bulge’.</p><p>Their act must be coming to a close as Big Diesel and Blue Steel meet up in the center of the stage, linking arms as they wave and wink at their adoring crowd. Are they a couple? There’s definitely something there between two dancers, the way they glance at each other adoringly.</p><p>Stupid jealous brain does not like that one bit.</p><p>The two dancers do their finale waves and make their way behind the closing curtain. It’s sad that’s over. What could have been? He still feels the ghost of Blue Steel’s lips on his cheek and fingertips. Odds are he’ll never see him again, and most certainly never learn who Blue Steel really is.</p><p>Unless he comes back.</p><p>For the rest of the night, the other dancers don’t even compare.</p>
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Body: <p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/634005786628177920/sunflowers-dgmr-chp1">Sunflowers</a></p><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26387452/chapters/68701362">Ao3</a></p><p><b>Warnings:</b> Some slurs, very brief triggering thoughts</p><!-- more --><p>The first month of Bill’s junior year at school, surprisingly, goes by with ease.</p><p>It definitely has it’s rough patches. Kids are cruel, Bowers is cruel, but he knows he can deal with them. Teachers are either <i>too helpful</i> and not at all, but it balances out. For the most part. It’s only the first month and maybe he’s crazy, but he wishes the course work would be a little more challenging. It’s not even that he’s particularly too bright, he’s just never realized how much<i> more</i> he actually covered in homeschooling. There were perks to being an only student and having nothing else to do but study.</p><p>He did earn himself a new nickname at school though, ‘Cripple Queer’. It’s pretty much just stating the obvious but it was Bowers that started it, so what was to be expected? </p><p>Though it’d be really nice if kids stop writing it on paper just to throw it at him. He can’t always reach them to pick them up and he feels bad leaving them there for the janitors to pick up. </p><p>Speaking of Bowers, after his first encounter with him, Bowers hasn’t really messed with him. Still shoots off slurs like ‘faggot’ and ‘retartard’ when he sees Bill, but for the most part leaves him alone. Wonder how long that&rsquo;s going to last.</p><p>The only reason he can think that Bowers would leave him alone is because since he told Stan and Eddie about what happened, he always, always , has someone with him at school now. It’s either one of them walking with him, or now Bev, Mike, or Ben. Which he doesn’t completely mind, they’ve all grown into quite the little friend group. </p><p>They’ve all eaten at the ice cream parlor together a few times since school has started and he can still hear their friendly chaos. Stan and Mike chatting about animals, typically birds, and Bev and Eddie have heated discussions on… something, both snuggled under their respective boyfriend’s arms. They bicker, well Eddie bickers, and it’s always on something new. He doesn’t understand how they’ve managed to stay friends this long but the bickering never escalates and it’s always quickly forgotten. At this point he thinks Bev just disagrees with what Eddie is saying just to get a rise out of him. It’s kinda funny. </p><p>Sometimes they (Eddie) try to rope poor Ben into it and he gets all flustered. At least he has Bill there now to save him. </p><p>Sometimes. Sometimes he just wants to lean back and watch the chaos. Other times he’ll agree with whatever Bev said just to get an indignant huff from Eddie.</p><p>He’s so happy to be there honestly, for his friend group to finally expand past Eddie. Not that he doesn’t love him though.</p><p>Someone he wishes would join their little friend group is the resident Trashmouth. He’s tried inviting him to sit with them at lunch during their english class, but he only ever laughs him off and makes a joke out of it. Once he tried explaining that if it’s because of Eddie, he shouldn’t worry about that. Eddie doesn’t hate him, (he told Richie that without knowing if that&rsquo;s true or not) and he should sit with them. Even Stan kind of encouraged him!</p><p>Frustratingly still, he was met with the same answer.</p><p>That didn’t deter his and Richie’s friendship from growing although, maybe not as much as he would like but still.</p><p>Every morning during class, Richie has seemed to have made it his personal mission to get him to laugh. Sometimes much to the annoyance of Mr. Wallace and Stan.</p><p>The Trashmouth’s favorite thing to do is call him <i>hot rod </i>until Bill finally beeps him, laughing still. Richie is the class clown. Mr. Wallace has stopped calling on him to read aloud because he would do over dramatic voices that most of the class would groan at. Bill appreciates his humor.</p><p>And his smile, Bill thinks he can wax on about how bright and beautiful that smile is, how infectious it is. It just warms his insides, feeling like that each of Richie’s smiles are crafted just for him.</p><p>Okay, so he has a crush on him. He can deal with it, just bury it deep down in his soul because there’s no way Richie returns his feelings. Richie flirts with him but he also flirts with<i> everyone.</i> There’s also this girl that Richie hangs out with who is much more his type than Bill can ever be. </p><p>Punk girl with short hair who he’s heard of is named Jane. It’s not quite clear the story between the two but he’s seen Richie walking down the hall with his arm thrown over her shoulders enough for it to hurt. </p><p>So he’ll settle for being his friend.</p><p>When Richie’s at his house in the upcoming week, he’ll just have to suffer in silence, no big deal. Nothing new for him.</p><p>He loves and also hates that him and Richie got paired up for the first English assignment of the year. Richie has proven to actually be ridiculously smart in class (much to Stan’s annoyance, English is the hardest subject for him) so the project will get done well between the two of them… but Richie is coming over to his home. </p><p>No one comes over, no one but Eddie. He can hear his mom embarrassing him now. </p><p>Richie’s house wasn’t an option apparently when he said, <i>“ We’ll have our hot date at your house Billiam after school Monday, ”</i> winking at him before he left class Friday morning. He was too flustered by what he said to say otherwise.</p><p>And now it’s Monday morning he’s not at school. All because he forgot he had an appointment with Dr. Gray.</p><p>Richie was real quick to send him a <i>“?”</i> this morning, to which Bill responded with <i>“Doctor”</i> and then went ahead and texted his address. Richie sent the eggplant, tongue, and check mark emoji in response. Thank goodness his mom isn’t looking over his shoulder.</p><p>She’s too busy staring at the door, waiting on his test results to get back. Her worry is etched onto her face visibly and she’s clutching her purse. Despite a full night&rsquo;s rest, she looks like she hasn’t slept in days. It’s moments like these when he wonders if it would’ve been easier if he passed in the accident. <strike>Like Georgie</strike>.</p><p>She jumps when he reaches over to grasp her hand, shooting him a small weak smile. She’s scared. And he should be too. </p><p>There’s been pain in his lower back, pain that’s been growing worse. His pain meds have been increased and they’ve tried everything they can to help. It’s just hard because it’s his kidneys. They’re still fucked up from the seat belt from the accident, the question is how fucked up are they still.</p><p>Dr. Gray said last visit that if they don’t start drastically improving, he’s going to place Bill on the transplant list, that he’ll need them sooner than later.</p><p>The threat of major organ transplant surgery would scare anyone, but he, he just feels numb to the whole thing. He should feel just as anxious as his mom, but it’s like this fog has cleared over his brain. It’s been clouding him since the accident, really intense when they told him he’d probably never walk again, lessening only to come back in full force on occasions like this morning. It was really bad when they took him back to run tests and it’ll be bad again when they tell him he needs a transplant.</p><p>Because that’s what the results are going to say, he knows it. </p><p>The fog will cloud over and he’ll have to ask him mom what the Dr. Gray said after he confirms it at home, one it clears a little. When the fog invades it’s like he’s not even there, he’s watching someone else be poked and prodded at by doctors. Someone else is sitting in the chair, not Brave Reckless Bill Denbrough. He would never tell his mom about the fog of course because she’ll just worry more than she already does about him.</p><p>Though he thinks she has her own version of the fog, just like his dad, that this is their son. Their son who will always be disable and wheelchair bound. </p><p>This doctor appointment is stressing them out so bad that his dad almost took off work to come with, his dad who never used to take off work.</p><p>He only ever does for Bill and that makes him feel a little more guilty about how his life now affects his parents.</p><p>The door abruptly swings open and Dr. Gray comes strolling in, fake smile plastered on his face, clipboard in hand and lollipops sticking out of his white doctor coat.</p><p>He turns the swivel chair across from him and his mom so the back of it is facing them before sitting down in it, leaning across the back of it. “How are you doing William? Know we poked you a lot this morning,” he says with a wink. IT does not elicit the same feeling it does when Richie winks at him. </p><p>“I’m f-fine.” He suppresses an eye roll. </p><p>Satisfied with that answer he turns to his mom, “And you Mrs. Denbrough? How are you this morning?”</p><p>His mom is much nicer than him, “I’m doing well Dr. Gray,” She gives him the same weak smile she gave Bill earlier.</p><p>Dr. Gray is fucking creep if anyone but his parents ever asked for an opinion on the man. Coming in acting like him and his mom are not anxiously waiting for bad news, acting like this is just some casual visit. He’s always like this, a total weirdo. Bill would know, Dr. Gray has been his doctor since the accident. Apparently he’s the best Derry has to offer for a patient like Bill.</p><p>Derry always has been a shithole.</p><p>“Well well then, let’s just dive right into it shall we!” He unclips a couple sheets of papers and hands them directly to his mother. “So William, you’re practically an adult so I’m gonna be real honest with you,” he’s looking at Bill directly in the eyes, smiling like he isn’t about to tell him the worst. The fog is filling in in full effect, “The tests, the tests didn’t turn out well. We’re recommending transplant surgery within a year.” He doesn’t hear the rest.</p><p>Well he does, he responds when asked questions but nothing fully sinks in. He doesn’t even realize he’s back in the car, with one of those lollipops, until his Mom is talking to him.</p><p>“Bill honey what do you think?”</p><p>“What do I thuh-think of what?” The fog is slowly receding. </p><p>“McDonalds honey? Do you want to go get some? It can be our little secret,” her voice sounds like she’s trying not to cry, “Let’s go get some and then we can go home and watch one of our movies together! How does that sound?”</p><p>“Yeah Mom, th-that sounds gr-great,” he sees her smiling at him from the rearview mirror in their van, eyes red rimmed, “Can we w-watch Lord of the Flies?”</p><p>“Which version? 1963 or 1990?”</p><p>“Both.”</p><p>That makes her giggle, “Yes sweetie let’s watch both of them.” This is literally putting a band aid on a leaking pipe but it’ll do for now. It has too. He sees her spare a glance at the papers sitting in the passenger seat, “You’re going to be okay Bill,” it sounds more like she’s saying it to herself than to him.</p><p>“I know Mom.”</p><p>A brief silence falls over them as she drives them through the drive thru, “Hey mom?”</p><p>“Mhm?”</p><p>“Don’t forget I have a fruh-friend coming over t-today, we’re wor-working on a school project.”</p><p>She looks confused, “But Sonia didn’t text me-”</p><p>“It’s not E-Eddie.”</p><p>“Oh,” his mom is smiling wide now, he can see the thoughts forming in her head.</p><p>“Puh-please don’t be emb-barrasing Mom.”</p><p>“Me? Never.” She responds.</p><p><b>A/N:</b> Ah! A random Stanger Things character appears! Don&rsquo;t know how relevant she&rsquo;s gonna be though yet</p><p>Also!! I am not doctor!! Bill is going to have some upcoming health issues and while I&rsquo;m doing my research, it is not medically accurate! So I&rsquo;m asking you to have a sense of disbelief when reading, for instance Kidney issues after an accident typically make themselves known soon after the accident, but for story purposes Bill has been treated for it in the years since the accident, it just hasn&rsquo;t gotten better<br/>This is fiction so I&rsquo;m sorry if you know health stuff and this is driving you crazy whoops</p><p>

Sorry it&rsquo;s short, and sorry for what&rsquo;s to come&hellip;
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Body: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="780" data-orig-width="2050"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/266febf2d05da14121d11a35598633d3/ed04e01c4fde71d1-6f/s2048x3072/d846ec5fdea5e670a6e21c2ffdabbe88b0eb4ce5.png" data-orig-height="780" data-orig-width="2050" data-media-key="266febf2d05da14121d11a35598633d3:ed04e01c4fde71d1-6f" alt="image"/></figure><p><b>My work for the Poly Loser Club Fic Exchange Vol. 3</b></p><p><b>Prompt given to me:</b> The other Losers comfort Stan after Patty leaves when he decides to join them</p><p>Prompt was from <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mMYVlqBdbs0aZL0T5Xg6QBA">@deadyfreddy</a>​ hope you enjoy !</p><p>Rating - T</p><p>Read on <a href="https://href.li/?https://archiveofourown.org/works/28041648">Ao3</a> or Below</p><!-- more --><p>It wasn’t supposed to be like this. His life was never supposed to be, well, <i>this.</i></p><p>Stanley Donald Uris has always been a man with a plan. A life plan, one he has successfully followed much to the pleasure of his parents. How everything came to this, he has no idea. His life was supposed to be simple. Go to college, graduate at the top of his class, find a good stable job, and marry a nice Jewish girl. Done, done, done, and done. </p><p>And that nice Jewish girl? It was his darling Patty. Patricia Blum who he fell hopelessly in love with, first seeing her at temple his first week of college. He was building his life with her, they went together. They made <i>sense. </i></p><p>He can recall all the things that made him fall in love with her, from the way her nose crinkles when she’s reading something frustrating, to the way she hums songs she only knows when she’s working on a puzzle. The way her fingers rake through his curls at night and the way she cooks his favorite meals when she just knows he’s had a stressful day at the office. They were in love.</p><p>Then Mike Hanlon called.</p><p>And he had to leave. The memory of Patty freaking out, crying as he hurriedly packed his bags still haunts him. Her demanding answers, begging for him just to talk to her. Asking questions that he didn’t even know how to answer yet. It killed him to leave, but he knew when he kissed her goodbye, he would be coming back to her. He just had to get to <i>them.  </i></p><p>The first loves his lives, the first six people he ever truly loved, who ever truly loved him back. His sweet Mikey who he would spend afternoons with, watching him as he did farm work while he got to play with the animals, reminiscing on Mikey calling him his ‘lamb’. His shy Ben who would sneak poems into his locker and blush furiously when he would kiss on the cheek to say thank you. His brave Bev who led the way of them being together, who took his breath away when she kissed him first. His fiery Eddie who was always there to patch them up, grumbling about them being dumb when he placed kisses onto their Band-Aids when he thought they weren’t looking. His trashmouth, Richie, who was always there to cheer him up with a laugh, even if he didn’t always want to show it. And lastly, Bill. The one he fell in love with first in the relationship, their leader.</p><p>Because that was the thing, they were all together. They all loved one another, their friendship turned into something more. They just, they forgot about one another because of that fucking clown.</p><p>That&rsquo;s why he had to go back. He knew he had little hope of getting what he had back with them, they had all grown and surely they had all moved on. He had Patty anyways, he loved her. But he still had to see them, they had to face Pennywise together. </p><p>And they did, that whole two days went by in a total whirlwind. Reuniting, acting like daggers weren’t going through his heart when he saw the other losers married, finding their tokens, and finally defeating Pennywise once and for all.</p><p>The night they defeated IT, they all crawled back to the inn, better worse for wear. It went unmentioned that none were leaving each other&rsquo;s side that night. Stan showered by himself, after Mike and Eddie came out, Eddie wearing what seemed to be either Ben’s or Mike’s t-shirts. Cute. When he came out of the shower, Bill and Richie going in behind him (Richie smacked his ass as he had passed, causing him to blush like a teenager) he saw that they had pushed the two queen beds together. Bev had laid snuggly in the middle, looking ready to doze off herself. She made eye contact with him and smiled lazily, opening her arms up for him. Stan didn’t think twice when he curled up in them, wanting to be surrounded by the people he forgot he loved.</p><p>They all remembered, they knew they were in love with one another. There was no denying it. Laying there with them, he finally felt like he was home. </p><p>And for the first time in twenty seven years, he slept peacefully through the night. He didn’t even think of Patty worrying for him at home.</p><p>It was in the morning that he did. When he woke up in the sea of bodies of people who were once his lovers that he thought of his wife at home. He had extracted himself from Bev’s arms and carefully crawled out of bed and into the inn lobby.</p><p>That morning was what would be the first of many fights between him and Patty.</p><p><i>“I don’t understand Stanley! You never do this, this is so unlike you! You’re more level headed than this!” </i>It was completely like him, he had just forgotten who he was. They reminded him who he was. <i>“Come home Stanley, please. Enough of this ridiculousness.”  </i></p><p>Come home? It should just be that simple right? They defeated Pennywise, that awful woman that terrorized him is gone, so what’s there left to do?</p><p>Logically he should go to Patty, <i>home,</i> but why did it feel like he was already home? He felt more at home than ever when he’s with them, the losers. </p><p>But Patty still has a piece of his heart, there’s no doubt in that. <i>She’s scared. </i>He knows this, his behavior has been completely unlike him. She needs her dependable, predictable Stan. Just as he needed her in that manner for all these years. It pains him to be doing this to her. But it also pains him to leave them, <i>again.</i></p><p>In the end he agreed to get a flight that day, back to Atlanta. The need to figure everything out is there, but the losers haven’t even spoken about their relationship yet. Maybe it’s for the best. Bev and Ben will obviously leave together, same as for Richie and Eddie. Although Richie mentioned sometime about going with Bill. But Bill almost definitely won’t be leaving Mike alone in Derry. Everyone has paired off almost, which leaves Stan with Patty. That’s okay, he loves her just as much as he loves them.</p><p>Before he pondered it too long, Eddie appeared, with a hug around his waist. He heard everything, he didn’t even need to ask. He wasn’t too thrilled with Stan’s decision to go back to Atlanta so soon, but he stood by Stan when Richie gave him crap about it when he told the others.</p><p>Richie was the only one to get mad by it, the others seemed understanding. They were going to take a day or two, figure everything out. They talked some as they all set down for breakfast, in a hurry now since Stan’s flight was at noon.</p><p>Eddie was leaving Myra, Richie would be going with him back to New York to stand by with him through the divorce. Ben and Bev would be in New York as support and waiting for Bill and Mike.</p><p>Bill didn’t say anything about his wife, but he wasn’t wearing his wedding ring anymore and no one commented on it. No one questions Big Bill. He was taking Mike to London, to gather his stuff, Mike was just along for the ride. After a week there, they both would meet up with everyone else in New York.</p><p>Everyone except Stan would be there. It was almost enough to make him change his mind. He had one hair brained thought to call Patty and try to convince her to move up to New York abruptly. She’d hate the idea. </p><p>They all went with him to the airport, Richie still grumbling about him leaving them. It was kind of endearing. The goodbye hugs were just as watery as the hello hugs were just days before. It was going to be goodbye forever, just for now. </p><p>When Richie hugged him, he wasn’t surprised when Richie pulled back and kissed him square on the lips. Hell, he even kissed him back until he guiltily remembered Patty. Richie didn’t look offended when he did, just smiled a smile that didn’t reach his eyes and made an obscene joke about all the reunion sex he was about to have with his wife. </p><p>Bill was the one who was silent about Stan leaving, but he hugged him last, he whispered in his ear, <i>“You do what’s right for you Stanny, promise me?</i>” He was staring so intently at him that he had no choice but to simply nod back, not sure what to make of what he said. The smile that broke out across Bill’s face was worth it though.</p><p>And so he left them and the whole flight back he prayed to whoever was listening that he made the right choice. </p><p>When he got off the plane he felt as if he made the right decision, as despite their argument earlier, Patty was still there to greet him. He actually smiled as he kissed her. And Richie was right, he did have great reunion sex that night. Not that he’d ever tell the trashmouth that. </p><p>He only had a day of peace before the arguing really started.</p><p>Patty was so insistent with her questions, <i>“Where did you go? What was that? Who did you see?”,</i> Only for him to frustrate her more when he had no answers for her. How exactly do you tell your wife that you left abruptly to go help defeat an intergalactic monster that terrorized you as a kid? She’d have his head tested for that. And oh, the people you fought said space monster with? They’re all people you dated at the same time as a teenager but forgot about because of said monster. She’d also have his head tested for that one, but she’d all also just view him with the same look on her face the rest of Derry did towards them. She doesn’t even know that he likes men, let alone <i>dated five of them.</i> In her defense, he didn’t also remember that either. </p><p>The most he could say was that his friends needed him, that he made a promise in his youth that he had to keep. She hated that answer. </p><p>So they were at a standstill. He had no answers and she had nothing but suspicions and conspiracies. Their once quite loving marriage was quick to turn cold and distant. </p><p>It didn’t help when Losers started calling him.</p><p>It started off with just texts and eventually, once everyone had met up in New York, they were facetiming and calling him almost constantly. It got to the point that Patty would huff every time his phone buzzed. The tension between them started to grow even more. </p><p>On one of the facetime calls, he was not surprised but also surprised to see the casual affection they all shared. A casual arm thrown around one person, a quick peck on the cheek. They were all together <i>together</i> and that only became more apparent when he found out Ben was having a house built for them in the countryside of New York.</p><p>He fought the monster that is jealousy down in his gut. </p><p>To his credit, he did <i>try</i> to fix his marriage. He still loved, loves, Patty. Spontaneous dates were only met with sarcasm, bouquets of flowers bought out love where thrown away, romantic advances were all shut down. </p><p>She wanted communication and he tried that too. About telling her about his childhood he just remembered, opening up more on his struggles with OCD, telling her about the times it got really bad when he was a teenager. Never mentioned though about the people that helped pull him through. Nothing was ever good enough. </p><p>In the end, after a strenuous month between them, he wasn’t surprised when he came home one day to find her gone. Her wedding ring and divorce papers waiting for him on his desk.</p><p>It hurt, it still hurts, he never wanted to lose his Patty. She just couldn’t accept there were always going to be secrets he couldn’t tell. That night he poured himself a glass of her favorite wine, and watched their wedding video in a very silent house. As the tears came, he ignored the phone calls he received. Patty was so pretty on their wedding day, and looked so happy to be marrying him. He spent years denying when she teased him, but he did have tears in his eyes when he saw her walking down the aisle. If only he could tell her now.</p><p>Eventually he called the losers, and cried like a baby when he told them what had happened. That Patty was gone.</p><p>Bill arrived the next day.</p><p>He just showed up, and when he knocked on the door Stan couldn’t even be surprised, just clung to him as the sobs wracked his body. It wasn’t supposed to be like this.</p><p>Bill spent a week with him, spending almost the whole time just holding him. Never tried to kiss him or flirt with him. He was just there. He never got mad when he would sob about his memories with Patty. He just held him tighter, but encouraged him to talk about her. To let all his pain out into the world. And that he did.</p><p>When Bill packed his bag to go back with him to New York, he didn’t fight it. He supposes that&rsquo;s where he was going to end up anyways all along. </p><p>And now here he was, standing outside a fancy townhome, and could hear the rest of the Losers on the other side of the door. Bill holding tightly to his hand as he gripped his bag in the other. It’s a little scary. What if they’re upset that he took this long to join them? Will they be as understanding as Bill when they realize he’s still sad over Patty? </p><p>Like always, Bill must notice his apprehension, “They’re excited to see you, we’re all happy to have you here.” He squeezes their linked hands in comfort.</p><p>Taking a deep breath, he squeezes back as Bill unlocks the door. Here goes nothing. </p><p>He’s hit with the instant smell of stew, which makes sense because it is evening. Of course they’d be cooking dinner. </p><p>Bill leads him through the house, towards the noise and he tries to take in his surroundings as best he can. The entry hall has a line of shoes and coats hung up, all organized and under hooks with names on the walls. Richie must have been feeling a little rebellious because Eddie’s name had been scratched out and ‘Eds’ written over to replace it. It brings a smirk to his face, no way Eddie has noticed it yet.</p><p>It almost stops him in his tracks when he sees an empty hook with ‘Stanley’ written above it in Eddie’s neat handwriting.</p><p>The living room is a disaster but he can make out a mannequin with a half finished dress on it, plants by the windowsill, a record player, and a bookcase piled high with books and knickknacks. It’s cluttered but everyone’s things just seam together perfectly. Just like them.</p><p>Four out of the five losers he was expecting all in the kitchen. Mike is over the stove, no doubt responsible for the delicious smell, Eddie is right there beside him, passing him ingredients when prompted. Smiling every time Mike says thank you. Bev is sitting at the bar, and Richie is standing next to her. They seem to be in a rather intense conversation.</p><p>“I can’t believe you don’t think Aquaman was a good movie! It was phenomenal Bev!”</p><p>“You only think it’s a good movie because you’re crushing on Jason Momoa.”</p><p>“Well yeah, I’d let him-”</p><p>“Beep beep Richie.” Bill interrupts.</p><p>The trashmouth whips around at the sound of Bill’s voice. His eyes bug out a little when he sees Stan. “Look Bev, it’s our dearest Billiam! He’s returned to us!” he dramatically throws his arms around him, Bill laughing as he breaks his hand held with Stan to prevent him from falling. Richie peers above Bill’s shoulder, “And oh, Stan is here too,” he says as he sticks his tongue out at him. There’s no malice though, just Richie being Richie.</p><p>He suppresses an eye roll, but he doesn’t get to respond before Bill speaks. “Don’t let Rich fool you, he was a whiny baby the whole time you were in Atlanta.”</p><p>“Can confirm.” Eddie says. That’s when he realizes that everyone else in the room is looking at them. Mike and Bev nod their agreement with Bill’s statement, smiles bright on their faces. It almost makes the pain of losing Patty worth it.</p><p>Richie looks downright scandalized, “My own lovers throw me under the bus! Betrayed!” It’s at that moment that Ben enters the kitchen, hair still wet from an apparent shower. Stan’s tongue goes dry at seeing him in a tank top. “Oh Benny boy, you still love me right! Won’t betray me like these heathen?!” He makes another show of throwing himself into Ben’s arms. For a big guy, he sure does just expect to catch him.</p><p>Ben actually pulls Richie closer to his chest and murmurs something in his ear that makes Richie all smiles before ushering back over to Bev. He smiles at Stan, and he forgot in just a month how handsome Ben is. He pulls Bill and Stan into a hug with ‘hellos’.</p><p>The hug lingers and soon he feels another set arms from his side. It’s Bev, “Hey Stan,” she snuggles closer into his side.</p><p>Arms wrap around his back and he knows it’s Mike without even looking. He kisses the back of his head and he feels so loved. Richie and Eddie squirm their way into the hug also. What did he have to be so worried about? They want him here.</p><p>The group hug dissipates and just like that, He’s home. Bev and Richie return to their argument from before, this time Eddie putting his two cents in. Bill takes his spot beside Mike, the two sharing a quick kiss. Ben reaches out and grabs his shoulder causing him to meet his eyes.</p><p>“How are you?” His eyes are filled with so much concern and love. Ben just knows, he knows that this isn’t easy for him. And he cares so much. Stan falls a little more for him. </p><p>He’s not okay right now, but he will be. With the help of them, and forgiveness of time from Patty’s heartbreak. “I’m here now, that’s what matters.”</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;-</p><p><i>CRASH</i></p><p>“Dammit Richie! Be careful!”</p><p>“Yeah sure, don’t mind me laying on the ground. I’m fine, just continue worrying about your old man sculptures.”</p><p>“They’re not old man sculptors! They’re literary work of arts you fu-”</p><p>“Ladies!”</p><p>Mike’s voice interrupts Stan and Richie’s arguing, walking into their new living room to see Richie sprawled out on the floor, having just tripped on one of Stan’s sculptures of birds. The living room itself is a chaos of boxes, and everyone’s wondering how Stan is even managing to stay in the house during the move. But he’s enduring through, they’ve waited a whole year for Ben to finish the home, their home. </p><p>Like the good man he is, Mike reaches down to pull Richie to his feet. He gets rewarded with a dramatic kiss from him, “Rich go help Bev in the study, she’s unboxing her dresses,” Mike fights Richie off, still smiling, as he salutes him and tries to back in for another kiss.</p><p>Once their resident trashmouth has cleared the room, his attention is back on Stan. Who of which has a clipboard out and marking off boxes. He walks over and tries to pull it away from him, only to get a frustrated wave off. He tries again and this time Stan actually looks at him, his look of annoyance softening when they make eye contact.</p><p>“Hey Stanny, not everything needs to be done today ya know? Let’s just try to enjoy the process of being together.” Stan lets him pull the clipboard away.</p><p>“I know Mike, I know, it’s just &hellip;,” It’s just been exactly a year since Patty has left him. Ten months since they’ve even last spoken, and despite everything happening, he still finds himself missing her. But it’d be cruel to mention that to Mike, or any of his partners. They’re <i>finally</i> living his and their dream, moving in together, <i>being together.</i></p><p>So he lies, “I just want it to be perfect. We deserve something nice.” Well technically that’s only a half lie.</p><p>Mike obviously doesn’t buy for a second, but he doesn’t push the matter. He knows his partners will come to him when they need to. “It will be birdy, we’re here together.” He kisses Stan’s cheek, and he leans into the touch. </p><p>It took Stan a while to get used to casual affection and intimacy with them. If he tried to push it in the beginning, it always felt like he was cheating on Patty. Which is funny because she left him, but he could never shake the feeling. And the wonderful people he feels lucky to call his lovers, never pushed it. It took a minute for him, but now he’s just as affectionate as the rest of them. Of course, in his own special Stan way. They love him all the more for it. </p><p>He and Mike spend the next couple of hours unpacking the living room before they get called for dinner. It was ‘<i>Bill’s night’</i> to <i>‘cook’</i> since <i>Eddie</i> was adamant they keep their cooking schedule. It works out for the best because Bill can’t cook to save his life so he always orders take out.</p><p>They spend the evening sitting on boxes eating take out Chinese food, laughing as Bev and Bill throw shrimp at Richie, who’s trying to catch it with his mouth. All the while Eddie is ranting about how unclean it all is. Stan himself cringes at it but stays quiet, they can have their fun for one night. Ben throws a shrimp at Eddie, which surprises everyone, but Eddie most of all. </p><p>Laughter breaks out among them as Eddie still looks betrayed, a food stain on his shirt. Later on Stan sees Ben give apology kisses to Eddie who in turn grumbles before kissing him back.</p><p>They’re all cuddled up in front of the tv, watching some awful crime show when Stan excuses himself.</p><p>The house is designed for them to have one big bedroom, the room where they’ll sleep, and seven personal rooms for each loser. Each room has a bed, just in case said loser needs a night alone. Stan is seeking his room, right next to Bill’s.</p><p>His room is still mostly boxed but he finds the box he’s looking for relatively quickly. It’s smaller than all the others and tucked onto his desk, no writing on it to discern what’s inside.</p><p>Falling into his desk chair he reaches for it, all the heartache he’s felt throughout the day finally coming to breaking point. It’s a box that contains the last remnants of his life with Patty. </p><p>It’s fitting and ironic that their one year anniversary of their separation would fall on the day that he finally got everything he ever wanted when he was in his teens. His own space with the six people he knows he was meant to spend his life with. He just, just wishes that somehow Patty could fit into it somehow as well.</p><p>Opening the box he pulls out one of the last photos he has of him and Patty, taken when they were still in college. It had to be one of their very first dates, the one where he took Patty birdwatching for the first time. It was supposed to be a clear day but it started pouring on them all of a sudden, drenching them.</p><p>He remembers being scared that she’d be angry, that the rain had ruined their date as they ran for shelter under the trees. But Patty just looked at him and laughed, a genuine laugh that lit up her eyes. She was breathtaking and that&rsquo;s when he started falling in love with her, on that date. They look soaked in the photo, but he can still see that twinkle in her eye. </p><p>A tear drops onto the photograph, never even realizing he was crying when he hears a knock on the door. Quickly wiping his eyes, he croaks out a “Come in.”</p><p>Eddie quickly and quietly closes the door, not looking the least bit surprised when he sees Stan’s red rimmed eyes.</p><p>“It’s been a year hasn’t it? Since Patty?”</p><p>Stan can’t bring himself to answer, but yanks the photo closer to his chest when Eddie approaches him. He forgot he still had it out.</p><p>Eddie sighs, “Stan please, you don’t have to hide her from us. We’re worried about you.” He walks closer and leans down to wrap his arms around his shoulders, a little awkwardly since Stan is still sitting in the chair, “It’s okay to miss her. We don’t blame you,” he murmurs into his curly hair line.</p><p>That’s when he loses it. For someone who is normally so composed, he breaks down crying. He clings to Eddie as he cries for Patty, much like he did with Bill all that time ago. He feels Eddie cringe a little when he realizes Stan’s tears and snot is getting into his shirt, but he just holds on to him tighter, fighting his fear of germs for one of his lovers who’s hurting. Their brave Eddie.</p><p>“It’s okay big guy, let it all out.” Eddie awkwardly says as Stan finally starts to calm down.</p><p>That gets a watery laugh out of Stan, “You sound like Richie.”</p><p>“I’m gonna ignore the fact you said that only because you’re hurting.”</p><p>“Beep beep Eddie.”</p><p>Eddie looks at him, amused before he kisses him. Stan kisses him back, this was always supposed to be where he ends up. The pain of losing Patty will heal.</p><p>When they break apart they hear a wolf whistle from the doorway. </p><p>“Bev their getting all lovey dovey without us,” Richie whines as Bev just smiles at them.</p><p>Bev ignores him and goes to Stan, getting a kiss of her own.</p><p>“Come on Sweetie, they’re starting the Great British Bake Off downstairs. Ben told them to wait for you,” She says after.</p><p>She grabs his hand and leads him out of the room, but not before he grabs Eddie’s hand for him to follow. Richie is pouting and he sees Eddie grab his hand, Richie perking up immediately. They make an awkward linked line as they walk down the stairs, seeing Ben, Bill, and Mike sprawled out on top of one another on the couch. The three men pull the rest of them down onto the couch with them when their ‘line’ gets close enough, giggles and laughter erupting from everyone. </p><p>Patty will always hold a special place in his heart, but so will these six losers. And that’s okay, he feels like he’s winning most of the time.</p>
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Body: <p>Read on<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24436723/chapters/66856693"> Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/624688038428147712/defending-miles-46">Part four</a></p><p><b>A/N: </b>I really just want this fic over! Please don’t actually read this, if you liked this story I’m sorry, I just wanted it over. Both characters became completely OOC and I’m ending this for my own sanity, sorry. I hate leaving things unfinished so this is a rushed ending. Maybe I’ll rewrite it one day, who knows. </p><!-- more --><p><i>Shit shit shit shit</i></p><p>Miles would like to consider himself a very laid back type of guy, there&rsquo;s not a lot that would cause him to stress out.</p><p>But the fact that his soulmate (who he’s not even sure likes him very much), he is going over to his room for some alone time, it’s got him a little on edge to say the least. Which he solves by smoking a joint with Aiden before making his way to Jacob’s room.</p><p>The high only seems to intensify his weird soulmate connection as he knows like before which room Jacob is in and he just knows that Jacob is on the other side of the door feeling just as anxious as he is. Or well, was.</p><p>He has to stop himself from just walking in, reminding himself to knock. It feels almost natural just to barge right in. </p><p>And so he knocks. He hears rustling from behind the door before the door is open before Jacob opens it. There’s a small smile on his face that tugs at Miles’s heartstrings. It drops the moment Miles smiles back, moving aside to let him in. There’s a blush high on his cheeks that he can see even though Jacob is staring at the ground.</p><p>He shakes it off as he walks in, their relationship is on shaky ice and the fear that Jacob will want to unlink looms over his head. </p><p>The room is still boxed away, Jacob has only been at the school for a week so the room is devoid of any of his personality. Which was something that Miles was still trying to figure out. It feels like he knows everything about him and yet nothing at all. </p><p>Feeling a little awkward despite his high, he sits on the only chair available in the room, Jacob’s desk chair. Jacob takes a seat across from him on his bed and the silence over the two is deafening. </p><p>He’s worrying that Jacob is regretting agreeing to hang out when Jacob breaks the silence. </p><p>“I don’t want to be unlinked. I wanted to clarify that.”</p><p>Jacob is looking at him with some new found confidence, daring him to question his decision. Fuck though if that doesn’t take Miles by surprise. </p><p>“Uh yeah man, me too.” Jacob is looking at him like he expects him to say something else, so he adds on, “What made you change your mind?” He was under the impression that Jacob was considering unlinking, though he’s happy that that doesn’t loom over his head anymore. He loves Jacob, it’s that soulmate pull that draws him to him.</p><p>Jacob looks mildly uncomfortable and Miles wonders if that was the wrong thing to ask before he answers, “I talked to my therapist, and she actually had some good advice.”</p><p>“That’s cool.” The awkward silence returns. Since Jacob apparently doesn’t want to be unlinked, he figures now is a better time than never to ask, “What’s your problem with being gay by the way?”</p><p>Jacob doesn’t meet eye contact and he almost looks ashamed. Miles regrets asking immediately. He moves to sit next to him, cautiously moving to put an arm around him, surprised when Jacob doesn’t jerk away. “Hey forget I asked man, I was just trying to understand, that’s all.”</p><p>He hears a sniffle from Jacob and now he really feels like shit. He can feel the pain radiating from him, feel the anxiety that emits from him through their soulmate connection. Jacob is filled with all kinds of surprise right now as he actually answers the question.</p><p>“No it’s okay. I want you to understand,” Jacob proceeds to completely unload everything. About how he called Fag at his old school, about how he was bullied. How he didn’t want the things those kids called him to be true. Each recounting has Miles squeezing him tighter, eventually just pulling him into a hug. He relishes the fact that he’s finally being allowed to hug his soulmate. How he wishes he was there when Jacob was bullied, how he wishes he could’ve done something.</p><p>Jacob even recounts the trial, the hell he went through with that. How his mom still won’t look at him, how his dad tries too hard now. How they’ve moved constantly and how they sent him to this hell school.</p><p>“I’m sorry I punched you, I really am.” Miles keeps expecting Jacob to cry like he did that one in the bathroom, but instead he just looks drained. Like he needs a nap for the next couple of weeks. “I guess I was just working stuff out.”</p><p>“Yeah, with your fist colliding with my face.” It’s a joke, a bad joke, but a joke. It pays off as it gets a small laugh out of Jacob, making his heart sore. </p><p>“Shut up Miles.” He actually leans his head on Miles’s shoulder so there’s a victory.</p><p>“So what now?&ldquo;</p><p>“What do you mean?”</p><p>Miles looks down at him, feels the relief that courses through him now that he&rsquo;s explained himself. He’s adorable. God, Miles feels himself turning into a sap already, and he doesn’t hate it.</p><p>He brushes some hair out of Jacob’s eyes, “I mean, do you get to be my soulmate now?”</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;-</p><p>The question should scare him, it does still scare him. But looking up at Miles, who still looks timid, like Jacob is still going to reject him, he knows without a doubt that Miles is his person.</p><p>“If you still want me to be, yes.”</p><p>Miles is smiling at him, looking at him with such adoration. Jacob doesn’t have to second guess his next action, he can be safe here with Miles. He reaches up to kiss him.</p><p>He stills, seemingly surprised by Jacob’s actions, before kissing him back. It’s both of theirs first kiss, and it’s like how all first kisses go. Full of teeth and no coordination. But it’s absolutely perfect. They bump each other’s noses causing them to laugh.</p><p>This has been the longest fucking week of his life. He needs a nap.</p><p>“Good, I can fucking finally rub it in Aiden’s face that my soulmate is here while his lives across the fucking country.”</p><p>“Miles be nice.”</p><p>This causes him to roll his eyes, “I feel like that’s going to be your new catchphrase.”</p><p>“Then don’t make me say it. Be nice.” He’s not really annoyed but he puts on a faux annoyance.</p><p>Miles just kisses it off his face and Jacob grumpily mumbles through it. Miles falls back on his bed, pulling Jacob with him. Which is a bad idea because now Jacob is dangerously comfortable, and all the exhaustion from this week is starting to catch up with him. Miles has started to run his finger through his hair and he really wants to sleep.</p><p>There’s one thing that passes through his mind that prevents him from completely falling asleep, “I think I want you to come home with me this weekend, come meet my parents.” He imagines the look of disbelief that his mom will have when he introduces his soulmate to her. He kinda can’t wait to knock her down a peg.</p><p>Miles kisses the top of his head, “Yes of course. You have to come meet Flora the next weekend.”</p><p>“That’ll be nice.” He’s pretty sure that Miles mouths ‘I love you’, against his hairline, and he’s ready to tell Miles the same, but the war with sleep finally wins out. Maybe tomorrow. </p>
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</p><!-- more --><p>All things considered, his first morning at public school could’ve been a lot worse.</p><p>He still had his nerves, still felt like everyone was looking at him, but he would just keep up the mantra his mom had instilled in him when she dropped him off this morning.<i> “It’s going to be a good year Bill. Yes, everyone will be staring at your chair, but eventually it’ll lose it’s shiny newness and they’ll forget that you’re even in it. <b>It will be a good day. </b>”</i></p><p>God, he hopes she’s right. </p><p>Having his mom drop him off was nice, allowing him to get to class early enough that there were hardly any students in the hall. And the ones that were were too groggy and out of it, first day back to school and all. </p><p>Plus Eddie and Stan were right there to greet him bright and early. Eddie in his polo, excitedly bristling on about the new year, Stan listening to his frenzied prattling with a small smile. Stan was dressed almost like a miniature professor in his opinion, which made him a little self conscious of his choice in jeans and a simple red t-shirt. (The t-shirt matched his gloves, and with Bill, that was as much outfit coordination as it gets.) But that was soon forgotten as Eddie showed Bill to his locker. </p><p>“Wait don’t touch that!” Bill had looked up at Eddie in confusion, mid reach to his locker handle. Eddie paid him no mind as he reached into his murse or man purse (Eddie absolutely hates when Bill calls it that, but he himself couldn’t find a better word for it) to pull out sanitizing wipes. He wiped down Bill’s locker and then proceeded to do the same to his locker, which thanks to some string pulling and pulling the wheelchair card, was right above Bill’s. Stan’s locker was located down the hall, but still within viewing distance.</p><p>Eddie helped Bill stuff his locker full with all the things his mom had bought for him for the impending year. They had gone school shopping, just the two of them, after Bill’s monthly visit with Dr. Gray. A visit that bore nothing but bad news that his mom went a little overboard with the buying, trying to lighten up both their moods. It was a vain attempt, and the news Bill had received still lurks in the back of his mind like an overcast cloud, but dammit! He would not let it affect his first day of high school!</p><p>Stan had come by soon enough, to show Bill the way to their advanced English class, kissing Eddie on the cheek as he made his way to his own class that morning. </p><p>Being alone with Stan was new, but not necessarily bad. It was quiet, but not really awkward quite. That being said, when Bill pulled up the desk that was obviously hauled in to accommodate him, he still expected Stan to go sit elsewhere, maybe by some of his other friends.  </p><p>Instead Stan sat in the desk right next to Bill and flashed him a smile as he pulled out his notebook and pencils. Yes, today will be a good day. He just knows it. </p><p>Bill started to doubt that sentiment as the class started to fill up with students, each of them taking a second look at Bill as they entered. His desk, annoying, was right at front, so he felt like he was some freak on display at an exhibit. They look at him, and then immediately to the chair, their eyes to never return to him. Mostly they looked at him with curiosity, but he did catch a few looks of annoyance, as if his disability would somehow <i>impede</i> them. </p><p>He could hear the whispers starting up behind, catching questions like “Isn’t that that Bill kid? The one that was in that accident?”  with jabs at him, jokes about short buses and asking if he’s in the right class, if he should be in the one with the key codes on the doors. This was only the first class, he suddenly wants to just curl up under a blanket at home in his bed. Maybe his mom was wrong. </p><p>“Don’t listen to them. Their lives are so boring they’ll find anything to talk about.” Stan’s voice cuts through his growing doubt and he looks over at Stan smiling at him, a comforting smile, “I bet their choices are either talk about the new kid or their summer, which only consisted of getting high and having mediocre hetero sex.”</p><p>This gets a snort out of Bill, not getting a chance to reply as the teacher walks in just as the late bell rings, closing the door behind him.</p><p>He looks like a very tired old man, age spots adorning his face, receding gray hairline. Walking up the podium in front of the class, he sets down his thermos on it before turning to write his name on the white board behind him. </p><p>Mr. Wallace. Bill knew this though, as he’s sure the rest of the class does already as well.</p><p>The teacher turns around, eyes landing on Bill. He looks briefly confused as his eyes linger on Bill’s desk, but then seems to suddenly remember something as he shrugs it off. </p><p>“Good morning students, I am Mr. Wallace and I will be your advanced English teacher for this year. To get started I will be calling out roll, if you have a preferred nickname then what’s on the roll, please tell me after class. Do not interrupt.” He pulls a folder out of the briefcase he’s brought in with him, as an awkward silence that can only be found on the first day of class at the start of the year fills the room. </p><p>A few moments of rustling papers and it seems Mr. Wallace has found his list, “Okay, let’s begin. Jonathan Brandis?”</p><p>A guy with blonde hair in a Derry High sea explorer’s club t-shirt lets out a “Here,” and the list starts. Bill tentatively waits for his name to be called, feeling quite proud when he doesn’t stutter through his confirmation. Though he does cringe a little at the use of  his full name, he’ll have to let Mr. Wallace know he goes by Bill after class.</p><p>Mr. Wallace for his part doesn’t even look up from his list, seeming to have no desire to actually match names to faces. </p><p>That is, until he calls out a name and gets no reply for the first time. “Richard Tozier?” He’s scanning the room out of the tops of his reading glasses as if the person in question will just suddenly appear. </p><p>He goes unanswered and again and just decides to move on. Bill hears a disapproving huff from Stan and turns to look, making eye contact with him. He just gives Bill a look that looks as if it means to say ‘good, let him not be here’.</p><p>Eventually the list is finished and Mr. Wallace is handing out the year&rsquo;s syllabus, Richard Tozier momentarily forgotten from Bill’s mind. Mr. Wallace begins a PowerPoint about what kind of books they will be reading this year in class and what is to be expected of them as students in advanced English. Bill’s a little disappointed and a little relieved to see that over half the reading list for the year, he’s already read. He’ll probably just reread them again, just for the hell of it. God, he feels like such a dork. </p><p>It must be half way through class, Bill dutifully taking notes on what Mr. Wallace is saying, before the classroom door slams open. “Gauley Mr. Wallace! Can you believe I slept through six alarms? And on the first day too! Way to start off my junior year! Am I right ladies?”</p><p>Half the class laughs while the other half groans, Stan groaning and Bill laughing. Mr. Wallace doesn’t look the slightest bit amused at the new guy’s shenanigans, “And who are you exactly?”</p><p>“Tozier, Richie Tozier,” he says with a positively bad British accent. He’s dressed in an awful Hawaiian t-shirt, black jeans and converse. With crazy curled hair half pulled up into a man bun, showing off his ears which are pierced, Bill can not believe for one second that Eddie, <i>Eddie Kaspbrak,</i> dated this guy&hellip;He’s kinda hot though. </p><p>Bill quickly pushes that last thought from his mind, as Mr. Wallace grumbles something, telling Richie to take a seat. To which the only available seat happens to be right next to Stan, who looks absolutely thrilled&hellip;not.  </p><p>He walks by Bill’s desk, and he can smell the cigarette smoke hanging off him. He also has to crane his head to look up at his face, since he’s so damn tall . Nope Bill refuses to be attracted to this guy, no way. </p><p>It doesn’t help when Bill peaks past Stan to see Richie already smirking at him. He has the audacity to point a finger gun at him and wink! Bill quickly looks away, a blush creeping down his neck. </p><p>Mr. Wallace finishes up his first day lecture with about five minutes to spare before the bell for change of class. A grace period before the bell ensues, giving Bill time to freak out over his next class. Anatomy with Ms. Ryder. Anatomy means a science classroom which means tables instead of desks and he’s not too sure what accommodations the school has made for him in there, if any, only that it’s probably embarrassing. More likely than not, they brought a desk in for him, to sit all by himself at. Alone. Signifying him as an outsider.</p><p>“Bill you have your next class in the science hall correct? Do you know how to get there?” Stan breaks through his thoughts, genuine concern for his new friend twinkling in his eyes. </p><p>Yes and no, he’s vaguely aware of where the science hall is. Though the location of his next class down there is a total mystery. His mom and him had come and walked the school, finding his classes a week prior. Now it seems all that carefully planned information has evacuated his brain. Fucking coinvent. So he smiles and nods his head, hoping that appeases Stan.</p><p>Stan obviously doesn’t buy his bullshit for one minute. “Bill if you don’t know where-”</p><p>“I can show him where it is. Let me flirt with the new guy Staniel, you already have my ex.”</p><p>The look of concern for Bill instantly turns to a look of annoyance for Richie when Stan realizes he’s been easy dropping. Not even turning over his shoulder to look at him, he replies, “Thanks but no thanks. Leave us alone trashmouth.”</p><p>Bill can see Richie in clear view over Stan’s shoulder, and briefly sees a look of hurt flashes across his face. He’s not even sure he saw it, as Richie stands up out his desk and swaggers over to sit on Bill’s, turning his back to Stan. That earns an indigent huff from the latter.  </p><p>“I say the new kid can answer for himself, can’t ya toots?” He tops it off with <i>another wink</i> towards him.<br/></p><p>“I-I-I- I’m-m-” he’s stammering and it’s not because he has a stutter. The blush has returned and it’s spreading down his neck once again, he can’t bring himself to look Richie in the eye. This must be some cruel joke, flirting with the new <i>disabled</i> kid. That word burns like venom in his brain.</p><p>“By gee, I do believe I’ve taken your breath away,” he easily rolls out in a bad southern accent, clearly amused by Bill’s reaction. </p><p>“Richie leave him alone!”</p><p>Stan is standing now, by Bill’s desk, and appears ready to push Richie off of it. And Richie, well he looks a little taken back by it. He can tell now by Richie’s expression, he didn’t mean to cause any discomfort, he didn’t think he was doing anything wrong. He was only wanting to joke around,<i> to joke around with Bill.</i> And people get so protective of Bill, always assuming he’s fragile. That he can’t be treated normally because he may break more. He doesn’t fault Stan for acting this way, he’ll learn in time that Bill Denbrough is not fragile, but it’s refreshing to meet someone who doesn’t take that approach to him, or instead just bullies him.<br/></p><p>He gulps and tries to break the growing tension in the air, “He’s fuh-fine Stan.” He places his hand on Stan’s elbow, causing to jump a little before shooting a look towards Bill, not believing his statement. “Serious-luly Stan. It’s okay,” Sending a reassuring smile towards him, he turns his attention to the giant sitting on his desk still. “You cuh-can show me the way, just don’t get me l-lost.”</p><p>Richie visibly relaxes, “Can do! I can even show you the best places to hide to smoke and have some pretty person along the way!” they both see the disapproving look Stan shoots him, causing Richie to laugh, “Don’t worry Stanny boy! I’ll show you too someday! Maybe you and Eds will finally have place to-”</p><p>“Beep Beep Richie.”</p><p>Richie must know not to push that issue as he quickly drops the rest of that statement. Bill’s kinda glad too, he’d rather not think about his best friend like that. “I think just the cluh-class will do. Maybe another tuh-time.” He’s kinda proud of the devious smile Richie shoots back at him. </p><p>“You betcha <i>hot rod</i>, my next class is also in the science hall.”</p><p>Stan looks mad but before he can say anything, stick up for Bill’s honor or some shit, Bill is laughing. Fucking <i>hot rod</i>?? That&rsquo;s the best he can do, hot rod? He can honestly say he’s never heard that one. “Don’t, don’t call m-me that aguh-again,” there&rsquo;s no malic in his tone, and Richie looks so happy to cause him to laugh. </p><p>“Alright alright, I’ll save that for our second date toots. In the meantime, what&rsquo;s the name?”</p><p>“Just B-Bill please.”</p><p>“Okay Billiam! If you haven’t noticed, the name’s Richie.”</p><p>“Or trashmouth,” Stan snorts.</p><p>Richie looks like he’s about to rebuttal when the bell rings. “That&rsquo;s our cue Billiam! Let’s go.”</p><p>The problem arises when everyone gets up to rush out the class door, leaving Richie, Stan, and Bill to awkwardly leave the class last. Stan gives them an unsure look before going his separate ways, telling Bill to meet him at lunch. </p><p>Bill struggles a little to keep up with Richie, long legs carrying him ungracefully through the halls. Richie sees him struggling and boldly takes the initiative to just push Bill through the halls. The whole thing catches him by surprise and typically it would piss him off, but Richie is talking animatedly above him, gesturing to places they pass and spilling little secrets he knows. It gives Bill the vague impression of being on a tour guide so he just relaxes back in his chair, trying to pay as much attention as he can to Richie. </p><p>All too soon they reach his next class, “Well Mr. Bill it looks like we’ve reached our next stop.”</p><p>Richie is looking down at him now, toothy smile and all and Bill can’t help himself from swooning a little. “I’ll see you around Bill.”</p><p>Richie turns to leave him in front of the door, and Bill watches the mess that is Richie Tozier walk down the hall, a million questioning thoughts racing through his head. Of course now is not the time to dwell on those, his next class is starting. </p><p>The rest of the day goes by in a blur, each one relatively the same. First day syllabuses and kids gawking and making hushed comments about the new kid, about the chair. Some teachers ignore Bill all together or pay extra attention because they think they get bonus points from someone if they’re extra nice to the wheelchair kid. </p><p>He does meet the kid named Ben in his art class though, the one that’s also friends with Eddie. They immediately hit it off, and Bill likes his completely soft and sweet demeaner. They’ll be great friends, he already knows. His art class is right before lunch so him and Ben have no problem walking there together. </p><p>At lunch he’s reunited with Eddie and Stan, also meeting Mike and Bev. They’re ridiculously sweet together, and if they were single, Bill’s pretty sure he’d have a crush on both of them. Bev was so sweet, and he didn’t even mind that her eyes kept trailing back to the chair. She was obviously curious about it, but held all her questions. They all did. He was able to laugh and chat with them at lunch like a normal teenager. </p><p>Stan recounted their story from the first period involving Richie, groaning when he told them his ‘awful’ jokes from the morning. Bill didn’t think they were that bad, he actually thought Richie was quite funny. At least Bev seemed to share that same sentiment. When Stan told them that Richie had called him hot rod , Eddie got offended for him, like Stan did. Apologizing for the trashmouth, to which Bill told him not worry about it, no hurt feelings. He was half tempted to tease Eddie for dating Richie, but decided not to push his luck. </p><p>Throughout lunch Bill found himself constantly scanning the room for the man in question, to no avail. He must eat lunch somewhere else. Probably in one of those nooks he pointed out to Bill early. Maybe he was there with a pretty girl. No, he doesn’t want to think about that.</p><p>Mike and him actually had the next class together, and listened as Mike gave him a little bit more information about himself. Mike was homeschooled for most of his life, only transferring to public school at the start of the year. So he wouldn’t have known of Bill before the accident, but he already knows Mike must have heard the rumors that have started circling since his return. </p><p>Mike actually met Ben first and the two bonded over history and being outsiders. Through Ben he met Eddie and Stan, and last but not least, Bev. He didn’t go into too much detail about that, Bev was the romantic one out of them according to him, but Bill did find out a surprising fact. Bev actually hung around Eddie and Stan because she had a <i>crush</i> on <i>Stan. </i></p><p>That of course was before Stan was out as gay, and it didn’t matter anyways. Shortly after meeting Mike, her crush on him was long forgotten. Bill noted how Mike looked a little smug when he admitted that fact. The two ended up getting together way before Eddie and Stan.</p><p>By the end of their shared class, history, they exchanged numbers. Much like he did with Ben after art. His first day of school was turning out not to be totally shit after all, his mom was right.</p><p>That is, until the end of day came around. </p><p>It was supposed to be simple. He just needed to go to the front of the school where Stan and Eddie were, from there they would walk Bill home. Simple. And he almost made it too, if he didn’t get stopped in the near vacant hallway.</p><p>“Long time no see B-B-Billy boy.”</p><p>Fear shoots down his spine, it’s been years but he knows that voice. He should pretend like he didn’t hear and keep moving. </p><p>That’s a choice he doesn’t get though as two strong hands grab hold of the back of his chair, preventing him from going anywhere. A boy with a horrible self cut mullet walks in front Bill, leering down at him. Henry Bowers. </p><p>Two of his goons stand to the side of him, their faces have aged but he knows they’re Victor Criss and Belch Huggins. That means the guy holding his chair is…</p><p>Looking up he sees Patrick Hockstetter staring him down like he’s piece meat. He looks a lot scarier than he did when he used to terrorize Bill and Eddie on the playground.</p><p>Panic is setting in, he’s all alone in the hallway with them, the other kids have already vacated the premises. Bill curses the fact that he had to go to the office after his last class, give some bullshit report on the how the desks are working for him.</p><p>“We thought we wouldn’t have to deal with stuttering Bill anymore after your dad wrapped your car around a lamp post.” Henry places his hands on either side of Bill on his armrests, getting his face level with him. Bill will not let Henry see how scared he is.</p><p>“Fuck off Buh-Bowers.” He sounds braver than he feels.</p><p>Henry doesn’t look the least bit fazed. “Look boys! He speaks! Here I was thinking that it wasn’t just his legs that were broken, that he had become a retard too.”</p><p>In a moment of anger Bill lunges to punch him, only for Patrick to yank his chair back and his fist to only collide with air instead. They all laugh at his pathetic attempt.</p><p>“Sorry Henry, maybe you spoke too soon,” Patrick sneers, still chuckling.</p><p>“Let me g-go!” The word ‘please’ sits on his tongue but he knows it won’t get him anywhere. </p><p>“Where’s the fun in that? I’m bored and I’m starting to wonder how fast we can get you flying in this chair of yours.” Henry’s goons all make agreeing sounds like he’s just come up with the best idea ever. He feels so screwed.</p><p>He briefly wonders if yells loud enough that maybe a teacher will come running. Or not, they didn’t back then when Henry terrorized him. Turns out he doesn’t need to anyways as a new voice joins the group.</p><p>“Really Henry? Bullying the new kid on the first day of school? That’s a new low even for you.” All their heads snap around to face Richie, who’s just come down the hallway. </p><p>“Fuck off Tozier, this doesn’t concern you.” Henry has finally pulled away from Bill.</p><p>“That is technically true. But lay off him would ya? You have all year to terrorize him.” As he speaks he’s slowly inching his way towards Bill. “Why don’t you go bully one of your normal kids. What about the one that spits when he talks? I saw him by the bike rack not too long ago.”</p><p>“I’ll do whatever I want Faggot and right now I think the the cripple needs to be reintroduced to how things work around here. Now fuck-”</p><p>A grunt comes from behind Bill and all of a sudden he is <i>flying</i> through the hallways.</p><p>“You’re dead Tozier! You hear me?! DEAD!”</p><p>It’s not Henry yelling that, but Patrick. Richie is hauling ass pushing Bill down the hall, but he still manages to look back to see a pissed off Patrick holding his bloody nose. Richie must’ve hit him. </p><p>He looks up at Richie, who is flushed from running and pushing him and he looks radiant . His dopey smile causes Bill to fall back in his chair laughing. Yes the Bower’s gang will want them both dead, but that’s a problem for another day. </p><p>Teachers yell out their doorways as Richie sprints down the halls towards the front of the school. Henry and his gang aren’t chasing after him so Richie is just running for the hell of it. Bill likes the feeling of flying.</p><p>Richie finally comes to a stop when they burst out the front of the school, slightly panting and still smiling. Stan and Eddie are on the sidewalk looking worried, only looking confused and slightly annoyed when they see the pair laughing in front of the doors.</p><p>“Some advice for the future, don’t go picking fights with Bowers on your first day. I won’t always be around to be your knight in shining armor.”</p><p>The audacity of this guy he chuckles to himself. “Oh puh-please! I had it under khu-control. I was just about to rol-ll over Patruh-ricks foot.”</p><p>“Well cool, next time they corner me, I expect you to return the favor Billiam,” Richie looks up to see Stan and Eddie making their way towards them, “Ah looks like the misses is coming, that’s my cue to scram.”</p><p>Bill doesn’t even get to thank him or say goodbye before Richie starts walking away, “See ya tomorrow Big Bill!” Shooting up a peace sign as he goes. </p><p>Eddie is with him, asking questions Bill doesn’t hear as he thinks about just how easy it is to develop a crush on the trashmouth.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> I&rsquo;m sorry about Henry! I felt icky writing that dialogue, but I am keeping him in character, and well, that&rsquo;s what to be expected from Henry. He won&rsquo;t be in the story much dw.  Let me know what you think so far! What news did Dr. Grey give Bill that he doesn&rsquo;t want to think about? Will Bowers continue to be a problem for the school year? Will Bill finally speak more in his own fic? Find out (maybe) next time! (Also caps off to you if you got some references) Also also, fic updates for this one every friday !</p><p><b>Tags:</b> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m7MeBSuBv3F43JVcqUI0D9A">@kleokhan</a> </p><p>If you want to be tagged for this fic or any other, please let me know !</p>
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</p><!-- more --><p>The conversation that followed with Patty was a lot simpler than Stan would’ve thought it to be. Considering she just walked in on him and his <i>student</i>, the smell of their sex still hanging in his office air. </p><p>She gave him an ultimatum. Either cease his relationship with Bill or she’d tell Peter. Peter would be the one to decide if he told the school board or not. That didn’t give him much of a choice. For now, his relationship with Bill would have to die down. At least until Patty isn’t watching him with a careful eye.</p><p>That was two weeks ago. And Patty has kept her side of the deal, Peter has no idea that Stan has been feeding his barely legal student his dick. His and Patty’s relationship is forever ruined though, he’ll always resent her. It’s stupid since in all common sense, Patty is in the right, but he <i>likes</i> Bill. He <i>misses</i> Bill. </p><p>Bill who obviously has been suffering on the sidelines.</p><p>Stan only managed to text Bill that ‘everything is fine’ and that ‘they need to lay low for a while’, before going on to ignore all his texts. Which made him feel horrible, but he can’t encourage Bill right now. He loves his job, and he knows Peter will go to the dean if Patty tells him. Plus he’s a private man, he doesn’t want his dirty laundry being put on display for the world to see. He can hear the jokes from Richie now, he’d be his only friend to find the whole situation humorous. </p><p>Which just means in class, Bill tries extra hard to get his attention. Asking for help on even the most basic questions, trying to stay behind after class for ‘help’, and looking up at him with ridiculously big blue doe eyes. Bill seems so scared, being completely in the dark. He reminds Stan of an abandoned puppy. Only another week or two and he’ll make it up to Bill. He’ll kiss all those worries away, give him the pleasure that only he himself can give him. He misses Bill’s sweet little moans, how he turns into a whimpering mess when Stan is teasing him. God, Stan still gets off to those thoughts. To hold him over until he can ravage Bill once again.</p><p>Peter is completely oblivious to his husband yearning for another. He’s never been a super attentive partner, although his obliviousness may have more to do with the beach blond hair Stan found on his dress shirt one night when he was unpacking for him. It was one his nice black button downs, crumpled up like it was thrown to the floor. The blond hair was tucked under the under collar. Anyone else would’ve missed it, but Stan was already looking at the shirt curiously. It smelled of the cologne the Peter typically wore when they used to have date nights.</p><p>He’s a smart man, and he’s more disappointed in himself than Peter. He should care that Peter obviously was with someone, but that would be entirely hypocritical wouldn’t it? He more so wonders if this is an ongoing affair or a one time thing. Is it the same person or does Peter bed multiple people because their own sex life is boring?</p><p>Almost to prove a point to himself, he actually comes on to Peter that night when they’re laying bed. Peter of course is surprised, but nonetheless participates. The sex lasts ten minutes if that. They both cum so there’s that, albite Stan is trying to picture someone else. </p><p>Which is kind of hard to do considering he bottomed, maybe he’ll have to let Bill top when the reunite. Bill would probably be so overwhelmed and cum as quickly as a virgin. That thought alone has Stan dead set on the idea now, anything to see Bill blushing and stuttering. </p><p>God, he really hopes Bill understands, that Stan has not forgotten him.</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&ndash;</p><p>Bill most certainly does not understand. He’s messaged Stan multiple times, trying to get answers. He’s tried to stay after class under the guise of getting help, only for <i>Professor Uris</i> to tell him that he doesn’t have time to help right now.</p><p>It’s been two weeks since Bill returned to his dorm room, bawling. Completely worrying his roommate Mike. Mike, who is his best friend and held him tightly, trying to encourage Bill to tell him what&rsquo;s wrong. God, did he want to tell him everything too. Tell him about his relationship with Stan, how he’s falling in love with him, how he was scared he’s about to <i>lose </i>Stan. </p><p>But that would only be met with disgust. Because no matter how understanding Mike is, he wouldn’t get their relationship. He’d tell him it’s toxic and that Stan is a creep and Bill’s better off without him, and he never wants to hear that about Stan. So instead he just cried while Mike held him.</p><p>Mike of course told Bev, who endlessly questioned him for the next week before giving up. Instead she started asking him if he had texted Audra yet. Saying that Audra could cheer him up. He seriously doubted that. </p><p>In truth he had no plans to text Audra, and Bev must’ve figured that out. Because after another Friday class of unsuccessfully trying to get Stan’s attention, Audra texts him. </p><p><b><i>Hey I hope this isn’t 2 weird to text u, but Bev says you get too busy sometimes so she gave me your number to text first</i></b></p><p>He was at loss of weather or not to respond, but Bev may actually kill him this time if she went through the trouble of giving Audra his number. And honestly what the hell? Nothing is going to happen between them probably, and he could do good talking to someone new. </p><p><i>Yeah, sorry about that! You know college stuff. Audra right?</i></p><p>He obviously knows her name, but he wants to allude to the fact that he really was too busy with school work and not pining for his calculus professor.</p><p>Not even a minute passes by before she responds.</p><p><b><i>I totally understand !! Well are you busy with ‘college stuff’ tonite ?</i></b></p><p>Is she already asking him on a date? They know next to nothing about each other, except that they’re both friends with Bev. She really should be more careful nowadays. Bill is almost a complete stranger and it sounds like she already wants to hang out.</p><p>He doesn’t have much time to question her ethics as she’s responding again.</p><p><b><i>Sry that was totally weird, it’s just me and a couple gfs are going to the new bar tonite on jackson st? And i was wondering if id happen 2 c u there?</i></b></p><p>Pennywise if he remembers correctly, the new god awful clown themed bar they just put in. It’s already gained a reputation for not checking ids, going off good faith that since they’re a college bar, everyone is over twenty one. It looks stupid. But he thinks he needs stupid right now. A night of drinking will hopefully do wonders for his nerves. Plus he can drag Mike with him and Bev will be happy that he gave Audra a ‘chance’. He’ll just let her down gently, he’s not interested. Yes he’s a hopeless romantic at heart, but only Stan resides there currently.</p><p>God he needs a break from thinking about him though, he’s so stressed out over this whole thing. So fuck it, he’ll go the creepy new club.</p><p><i>Yeah, I’ll be there tonight with my friend.</i></p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&ndash;</p><p>Mike didn’t take too much convincing, the temptation of alcohol and pretty girls was good enough. He did annoyingly make sure that Bill was dressed nice. They bickered like an old married couple, Mike insisting he would not be seen with Bill if he just showed up in jeans and a t- shirt. They compromised on Bill wearing a button up and jeans.</p><p>The bar was already full when they arrived, drunken young adults bumping into each other on the dance floor. Mike and Bill made their way through the sweaty crowd to the bar. Bill desperately needed something to drink. Audra and her friends were around somewhere, he didn’t really care if he found her or not. As bad as that sounds.</p><p>At the bar, girls were already looking at him and Mike, shooting them flirty glances that Mike was more than happy to return. He ignored him when Mike tried to elbow him to get him to look at them, too busy ordering them around of shots and some drink with a lot of vodka in it. Like the rumor, the bartender didn’t even ask him for an ID.</p><p>Shots down and halfway through his vodka concoction, Mike got pulled away by some pretty girl, Bill yelling at him to ‘get it’ as he smiles dopily after the girl.</p><p>He’s feeling lighter on his feet and the alcohol is doing it’s job because when he checks his phone to see his texts to Stan have once again gone ignored, it doesn’t sting.</p><p>“Bill?”</p><p>His eyes snap up from his phone, seeing presumably Audra. Just like her photo, she’s really pretty. Long hair tied up, glowing makeup, glitter that he can see accentuating her tan skin. She’s in a ruffle red top and shorts that border too short. And she’s absolutely <i>female.</i> Something that Bill thinks he’s just not attracted to anymore. Questioning his sexuality will have to wait for another time when he’s not half drunk. </p><p>He shakes himself out of his thoughts by taking another sip of his drink while nodding. Audra is smiling at him, looking him up and down.</p><p>“I was half scared you were going to bail on me tonight,” she giggles out before ordering her <i>and</i> him some more drinks. Something fruity.</p><p>“Wuh-why would I d-do that?” The fruity drink is placed in front of him and he wastes no time before grabbing it. Tastes like cherries. Stan’s shampoo smells like cherries.</p><p>God, she’s doing the hair twisting thing, “Because you’re Bill, ya know?” He absolutely does not know and he kinda wishes she’d stop acting like they were in some nineties teen romance movie. “The mysterious attractive Denbrough the Bev has got me hooked on. I was dying while waiting for you to message me, but I’m happy it worked out in the end.” She places her hand on his bicep, squeezing. </p><p>He should want to hope that he gets laid tonight right? That he’s reading all the signals right and by the end of the night he’ll drunkenly ask Audra to come back to him and she’ll hopefully say yes. He should be hoping for that right? It’s not like he has to stay faithful to Stan, especially not right now when he’s been constantly ignored. </p><p>But instead he really just hopes Stan texts him back. He misses him. Guesses maybe he should settle for the former. </p><p>He takes another large sip of his drink, feeling positively intoxicated. Liquid courage asks his next question, “Wuh-wanna dance?” Audra looks <i>thrilled.</i></p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&ndash;</p><p>If Bill was in better control of senses, he would’ve known it was a bad idea to sneak off to the overly crowded bathroom to call Stan. </p><p>But as he was, is, <i>wasted</i> and having Audra grind on him, whispering dirty things in his ear, gave him somewhat of a momentarily vanity complex. He didn’t need Stan, fuck him. If he was just going to ignore him, then Bill was better off without him. He figured he better call Stan to let him know that too. Let him know that Bill was over him and that he would be going home with a really pretty girl tonight. </p><p>The thing is, he never expected Stan to actually answer when he called when he dialed his number crammed in a tiny bathroom stall. He had the audacity to sound annoyed too! Like Bill was just some pestering <i>child.</i></p><p><i>“Bill? Why are you calling me? You know-”</i></p><p>“Yuh-yes I knuh-knuh-know your stu-stu-stu-stu- FUCK, rules,” his words were sluring and stutter was horrible but he was not going to let that stop him, “I’ll have y-y-you knuh-know that I’m-m-m over you! HA! You huh-”</p><p><i>“You’ve been drinking.”</i> He actually sounds concerned? Doesn’t he know Bill’s drinking because of him. <i>“Jesus Bill. Where are you? I’m coming to get you.”</i></p><p>He most certainly is not. He’s actually having fun right now and he will be damned if <i>Professor Uris</i> is going to stop that. “I th-think n-n-no! Just knuh-knuh-know I’m g-g-g-getting laid tonight, and I woh-won’t be th-thinking of you!” </p><p><i>“Bill where are yo-”</i> he hangs up on him before he can ask again. </p><p>Feeling accomplished he puts his phone away and exits it the bathroom, on a quest to find Audra. He passes Mike, who has his tongue shoved down the throat of the pretty girl from earlier. He pats his buddy on the back, Mike doesn’t notice.</p><p>Time has no meaning to him right now so he doesn’t know how long he wanders around, half looking for Audra, half just enjoying the party atmosphere. Eventually he finds his way back to the bar, ordering another drink he really doesn’t need. </p><p>While he’s there, giggling comes up behind him, delicate hands being placed over his eyes. “Guess who!” Audra singsongs. </p><p>He turns around to face her, and she practically falls on him, still giggling. Righting herself, she looks him in the eyes. Her face is flushed from the alcohol and dancing and she’s cute enough. So he kisses her, right there at the bar.</p><p>The kiss is good, it’s a good kiss. Not the best one he’s ever had, but good enough considering how intoxicated they both are. Before long Audra is trying to push her tongue into his mouth, and he lets her. It turns into a pretty heated makeout there for a moment, until it’s ruined because some dumbass bumped Audra causing her to break it. </p><p>That does faze her though as she smiles up at him with a sultry smile, leaning up to whisper in his ear, “Let’s get out of here.” </p><p>Bill only nods his agreement and allows her to grab his hand to pull him behind her. She leads them through the sea of bodies with relative ease, making their way outside.</p><p>Audra leaves him for a moment. Being the one who’s slightly more sober of the two, it falls on her to wave down a cab. Leaving Bill to sway by himself on the sidewalk.</p><p>That’s when he sees him. </p><p> Professor Uris, <i>Stan</i>, with an unreadable expression is storming his way towards him. <i>Not good not good not good,</i> God he feels sick to his stomach all of a sudden. What the hell is he doing here?</p><p>Nauseous bubbles in his stomach the more he gets closer, and it doesn’t help when Audra is trying to wave him over, her having a cab waiting on them. She looks confused when Bill doesn’t move, and he feels concreted to the spot where he stands. He should make a run for it, to the cab. Stan is getting closer, now is the time to run! Why isn’t he fucking running? God, he feels like he’s going to be sick.</p><p>Stan is practically in front of him now, and he can smell that fucking cherry shampoo. He looks nothing but concerned for Bill which pulls on his heart. Bile is threatening to crawl up his throat, he can’t deal with this.</p><p>Suddenly Stan is right there in front of him, paying attention to his existence. Something he hasn’t done in two weeks. </p><p>“Bill-” </p><p>Bill pukes on his shoes.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> !!I had to take a mental health break!!<br/>My mental health got the lowest it&rsquo;s gotten in awhile and I had to take a break from social media and writing. But I&rsquo;m happy to report that I feel tremendously better and happy to be back doing what I love. What that means for this fic going forward, you can look forward to fic updates every Wednesday! I&rsquo;m going to try really hard to keep up with weekly updates! Let me know what you think, thanks for reading!</p>
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Body: <p>This is for the people who wanted the alternative sad ending to my fic Bite</p><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23408833/chapters/66913909">Ao3</a></p><p><b>Warnings</b>: Internalized homophobia and F-slur</p><!-- more --><p>The rumors were swirling, he knew they would be.</p><p>All through the week he heard it, people whispering about Jacob Thrombey was a <i>faggot,</i> how he got his ass beat at the party. Stan thought his head was going to explode. From the rumors he could gather that Jacob’s dad was sending him away, to some type of private military school. He was apparently heading out this weekend. </p><p>Now Stanley didn’t get off scot free from the rumors, he had his fair share of bullshit. Kids yelling slurs at him, being shoved into lockers, it was just going to be his new normal now. A few kids did make almost congratulatory comments about his fight. He’d rather them just bully him instead, he doesn’t want praise for beating up the guy he loves. </p><p>Syd and Dina tried their best to cheer him up, to keep him going, but it’s only been a week. A week of absolute hell. </p><p>Meg reached out to him Friday night, feeling sorry. From her he learned that Jacob begged his dad not to listen to the rumors, that he wasn’t a <i>fag</i>. That<i> that guy</i> from the party lied. To no avail. Jacob was being sent to school that was going to ‘beat the queer out of him’. </p><p>As a final blow, Jacob had been forbidden all contact with Miles. He lost his connection to his best friend all because his dad feared that Miles was <i> contaminating</i> him. That’s probably why Miles had sent Stan a pretty nasty text, he lost his best friend too. </p><p>And it was all Stan’s fault.</p><p>He should’ve kept his mouth shut. He’ll never forgive himself for outing Jacob. He needs to apologize, tell Jacob he’s <i>sorry</i> . He never meant for any of this to happen, he was just <i>hurt.</i> In his tired mind and delirium, he drove to Jacob’s house after the phone call. </p><p>That’s how he finds himself now, waiting in his car near midnight in the treeline where he can’t be seen. Jacob’s bedroom light is the only one on. Meg’s bedroom light would be on too if she hadn’t moved out not too long ago. </p><p>When he texts Jacob, letting him know where he is, he’s surprised the text actually goes through. He would’ve assumed Jacob would’ve blocked his number by now. Either by choice or by his father. </p><p>He doesn’t know what he’s expecting, probably not a reply, but he really doesn’t expect it when Jacob is exiting his house, coming towards him. Dressed in nothing but pajama bottoms and a hoodie for his school. He barely gets the door unlocked to the passenger side before Jacob is crawling in, slamming the door shut behind him. </p><p>The awkward silence is immediate. But one thing is clear, Jacob is <i>mad </i>.</p><p>He’s stammering when he tries to speak, “I-I-I&ndash;”</p><p>“Why the fuck are you here?” There’s venom in his voice, venom that Jacob has never directed towards him before.</p><p>This was a mistake.</p><p>He takes a shuddering breath as he tries to justify his stupid reason for being here, “I wanted to say sorry.”</p><p>For the first time that night, Jacob looks him in the eye. The bruises that <i>Stan put there</i> are finally fading, and the cut on his lip looks better. Jacob’s hair is also significantly shorter, boarding a buzz cut. Jacob who has never shown much emotion is showing it all now. Anger mostly but he can see the pain bleeding through.</p><p>“You’re <i>sorry</i>? Stanley you told a <i>disgusting lie</i>! A lie that cost me everything, do you realize that?!” Jacob is getting worked up, but something he said strikes a chord with him. </p><p>Stan actually scoffs at him, “A lie? Really Jacob? Let’s be honest with each other. When you <i>fucked me</i>, were you lying then?”</p><p>“I lost everything because of you! Do you not understand?! My parent’s can’t even look at me without looking disgusted!” Tears had started streaming down Jacob’s face, but he seemed upset to notice. Stan regrets snapping back at him. “God Stan! They’re sending me away! I don’t want to go! I’m losing my home, my best friend, and the love of my parents!” He’s just crying now, “It hurt enough when I lost you!”</p><p>Stan doesn’t know when he started crying too. Jacob just looks so <i>broken </i>, he doesn’t deserve any of this. How dare his parents not love him just for who he is. He wants to hold Jacob, to kiss it better, but he can’t. So instead he tells Jacob the truth.</p><p>“You never lost me Jacob.” </p><p>He’s looking at him confused, spurring him to continue, “Even after you punched me, you still had me. I was just angry, I’m sorry.” He’s crying just as hard Jacob is now, “I just, I just love you Jacob and it pained me to see you with someone else.”</p><p>Jacob goes completely silent for a moment. </p><p>“You loved me?”</p><p>Seeing as he has nothing to lose, “Yes, I love you.”</p><p>He wants Jacob to tell him the same, that they’ll get through this together. That Jacob loves him too, and even if Jacob is going away, they can still be together. He doesn’t want to lose him, and he didn’t realize how badly he didn’t want that until right now, sitting in the car with him.</p><p>But this is the night his heart completely shatters. </p><p>“You can’t love me,” that was not the response he was exactly expecting, “Stan you can’t love me because I can’t love you.” Ah, there it is. </p><p>Like a petulant child he cries out, “Why not? Why can’t you love me? Don’t try to tell me I was nothing, that what we had didn’t mean anything! I know you felt something! I know it, Jacob!”</p><p>“Because Stan! It’s fucking wrong! Being a faggot is wrong! It’s a sin!” The way he states it, he knows that Jacob has had that beat into him. “I can’t be gay Stanley! And I can’t-don’t love you!”</p><p>Coming here was a complete mistake. </p><p>“Get out.”</p><p>Jacob actually sounds surprised by his sudden change, “What?”</p><p>He’s gripping the steering wheel tightly, trying desperately to ground himself. “I said get out!” Jacob is trying to say something else, but he doesn’t want to hear it, “Get out! Get out! Get out!”</p><p>He chances a look at Jacob, Jacob just looks at him defeatedly before going to open the passenger door, “I’m sorry.” It’s small and broken. Just like who they both feel.</p><p>Stan composes himself again, “I hope- Just have a nice life Jacob. I’m sorry.”</p><p>“Me too.” And with that, Jacob exits his car.</p><p>He starts to drive away the moment the door is closed, peaking into his rear view mirror to watch Jacob walk back to the house.</p><p>His heart is in a million pieces and he doesn’t know how long it’ll be till he’s ‘okay’ again, but he knows this is the last time he’ll ever see Jacob Thrombey.</p><p><b>A/N: </b>

Let&rsquo;s just stick with the happy ending, yes?

</p>
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!DISCLAIMER! </b>I am not a wheelchair user and this story is not written out of any malicious intent, it&rsquo;s simply an idea I&rsquo;ve been wanting to write for. That being said, if any wheelchair users finds something, ANYTHING, offensive in this story, please comment and let me know. I will promptly change it. This story is written for joy and not to make anyone feel some negative way. With that being said, I hope you enjoy :)

<br/></p><p>-</p><p>William Stephen Denbrough would like to consider himself a normal seventeen year old guy. And for the most part he is.He keeps up to date on social media, hangs out with his friends (well, <i>friend</i>, Eddie), and has normal, healthy hobbies.</p><p>He’s also an excellent painter and writer. Growing up, his teacher used to boast about his stories, everyone telling him he was sure to grow up into a well published author. As he grew though, his stories got better but they also got darker. A horror writer is what he aspires to be now, finding control over his demons when they’re bled onto paper. His parent’s stop reading his writings after they took a particularly nasty turn, a story about a murderous child eating clown. Bill doesn’t mind too much.</p><p>While his writings are dark, his artwork is always filled with life. The desk by his window is filled with portraits and drawings of the world he sees outside his window. Sketches of neighbors walking their dog and kids riding bikes pile share the space on his desk with sketchbooks upon sketchbooks with pages ripped out and haphazardly stuffed back in. <strike>Pictures of Georgie with tear stains stay buried in his bottom desk drawer.</strike></p><p>In fact, his whole room features everything he needs to cater his interests. Most people his age would consider themselves jealous. The once garage that had since been converted into a spacious room for him, even with a built-in on sweet bathroom. Bill needs a lot of room to get around comfortably, and his parents wasted no expense for his comfort. </p><p>A gaming setup featuring a widescreen t.v. and the latest consoles that would have any teenage guy foaming at the mouth is placed in front of his queen size bed. Two whole book cases overflowing with his favorite works. He’s proud to say he’s read every book on them. Twice. An easel with his latest work in progress; his best friend Eddie, fanny pack and all. Jars of paint and finished and unfinished works alike are scattered around it.</p><p>His walls mainly adorn posters of famous baseball players. When he was younger he and his dad would play catch and go to baseball games every chance they got. Some of his favorite days as a child was spent cheering on whatever their favorite team of the season was in a hot stadium, right beside his dad. His dad and him had hopes of him becoming a famous baseball player as well. They were always talking and practicing for him to try out for the middle school baseball team, starting early. That was all before. </p><p>Yes, Bill was a normal teenage guy with amazing parents who went above and beyond for him.</p><p>Except, there was just <i>one</i> small detail.</p><p>He was paralyzed from the waist down. Wheelchair bound for the rest of his life.</p><p>Well, his doctors would argue with that last part. ‘There’s always a chance!’, he’s heard that statement too many times to count since the accident. There was always going to be a ‘chance’ he’d regain feeling in his legs, but after seven years, Bill doesn’t have any hopes. The only reason Bill still goes to physical therapy is because it would break his mom’s heart if he didn’t at least put on a show of attempting. And after everything she’s been put through, it’s the least he can do.</p><p>After the accident, his parents took him out of public school. The accident caused him to miss the last half of sixth grade year, he had no chance to catch up. And because he had other medical complications (his kidney’s hardly work for shit and he’s had four major surgeries on his spinal cord), it was just easier for him to homeschooled. A decision he was perfectly fine with. He still had Eddie.</p><p>Eddie was his only source into the outside world. His best friend since kindergarten, the only friend that stuck around after everything, the one who visited him all his countless times he was in the hospital. Who constantly still visits him almost every weekend, and comes over during the week so they can work on school work together. </p><p>Homeschooling also allowed him to spend some time with his mom, since she was his ‘teacher’. They endured through grueling math and boring history and science, but they both shared a passion for literature. They’d stay huddled up on the sofa together, pouring over works from Shakespeare to Edgar Allan Poe. His mom’s favorite author, William Golding, was one they spent a lot of time on. He once asked if he was named after the man, to which his mom only laughed. </p><p>So yes, he was perfectly fine with being homeschooled, <i>preferred</i> it even. So to say the least, he was a little upset when his dad announced the summer before junior year that he’d be attending Derry Pubic High.</p><p>His mom and him tried to fight the decision, but his dad has always been a stubborn man. “A boy his age needs some friends besides his parent’s Sharon.”</p><p>“He has Eddie! There’s no need to make him go, he does fine here.”</p><p>“Having one friend isn’t necessarily healthy! What if Eddie decides to branch out? Leave him behind in the dust? He’s going to school and that’s the end of discussion.”</p><p>His mom could only shoot him a sympathetic look, the damage was done. He would be attending classes in the fall.</p><p>Which was fastly approaching. In a week he’d be the new school freak. He can see it now, no one will actually see <i>him</i> , they’ll only see the <i>chair</i> . The school was already making accommodations for him, building in a makeshift ramp by the stairs and putting the special desks in all his classes. Kids only know him as the kid who’s paralyzed with a dead little brother. He’ll be the talk of the school. The kid that had to leave school after his accident. The idea of people oogling him and whispering when he shows up the first day fills him with dread. </p><p>Eddie though, he was absolutely ecstatic that Bill was coming to school with him. When Bill first told him about his dad’s decision, Eddie immediately began prattling off. </p><p>“It’s not so bad Bill! The kids are shit but there’s a few cool ones I hang out with!”</p><p>“Just wait till you meet Mike and Bev! They’re total sweethearts but their relationship is so sweet and soft it’ll make you gag.”</p><p>“Oh, there’s also this kid named Ben who’s really good at art too! I’ll introduce him to you.”</p><p>“Make sure to bring a pack lunch  because the school food is hot fucking garbage and I’m pretty sure the lunch ladies don’t wash their hands. Do you know how gross that is?!”</p><p>Bill almost kicked (ha, kicked) him out the door. Almost.</p><p>The thing about Eddie is unlike almost everyone else he’s ever come across (besides his parents), Eddie has never just seen the <i>chair </i>. Eddie never looks at him with unfeeling sympathy or that Bill is broken and helpless. That Bill needs to be taken care of. Eddie only ever sees <i>Bill</i> , still looks at him with the same eyes he did on that day on the playground when they were five and Bill punched some kid for bullying Eddie. The punk had actually <i>spit</i> on him and proceeded to laugh with Eddie launched into a panic attack over germs. Bill had no problem putting the kid on his ass, and the two have been inseparable ever since. Despite the chair, Eddie still looks at Bill like he’s some hero. He just hopes Eddie&rsquo;s school friends can see past the chair also. </p><p>And Eddie being Eddie, knew Bill was apprehensive about everything. So he had the bright idea to drag Bill to the ice cream parlor the two frequently visit together and introduce him to his boyfriend, Stan. He wanted Bill to be reassured that not only did he have Eddie, but he also had Stan.</p><p>Now Bill didn’t have a strong opinion on Stan yet, the two have only been dating for the summer and Bill hadn’t had a chance to meet him, but in all their instagram photos Eddie posts of the two, Eddie’s smile is absolutely <i>radiant</i>. That has to count for something. And so far so good, when Stan met Bill he gave him a firm handshake and discreetly wiped his hand on the side of his pants after. Bill still saw, but didn’t really mind. His hands are rough with calluses, which he tries to avoid by wearing gloves, and always sweaty due to the chair. </p><p>And that&rsquo;s how he finds himself observing the two at Eddie and his table, waiting on their orders. Eddie is rambling about something, probably the upcoming school year, while he studies the spoons provided for them. Bill and Eddie have been here multiple times, the owner knows them by heart, so he knows the spoons are clean. But old habits die hard and who is Bill to judge? </p><p>He watches as Eddie passes the spoons wordlessly to Stan, who in turn takes out a handkerchief from his pocket to wipe the spoons down in three consecutive neat circles. He passes the spoons back to Eddie, who inspects them and deems them clean before setting them back down the napkin. That’s when their relationship clicks in his brain, and he’s smiling, happy Eddie has found someone so perfect for him. </p><p>“What do you think Big Bill?”</p><p>“What d-do I think of whuh-what?” Eddie’s question completely snaps him out his thoughts.</p><p>“Of your classes? Eddie tells me you’re taking advanced english?” Stan is smiling warmly at him, over focused on keeping eye contact. Probably not trying to glance at the chair, most people are like that when they first meet him. He prefers this though to the people who only want to talk about his accident and can’t stop looking at the chair. </p><p>Bill shakes his head, “Uh yuh-yeah. English was alway muh-my favorite subject with muh-my m-mom.”</p><p>“Oh, that’s really sweet, do you know what period you have it? I’m also in advanced English. Maybe we have it together?”</p><p>He racks his brain trying to remember, “I’m pruh-pretty sure I have it at t-the beginning of the day.”</p><p>“Oh me too!” Stan is smiling brightly at him, obviously pleased with this information. Bill gives him a small smile back.</p><p>“Oh you two are no fun. I have Ms. Laterfield for trigonometry first thing in the mornings.” Eddie wrinkles his nose in disgust, lips pulled into a pout.</p><p>Stan lightly laughs at him before putting his arms around his shoulders, Eddie’s pout dropping immediately under the arm of his boyfriend. “Don’t envy Bill and I too much, heard through the grapevine that Richie is in that class also.”</p><p>“Ugh Richie Tozier. Pretty sure that Trashmouth never shuts up. Nevermind, I’ll take Ms. Laterfield.”</p><p>Before Stan can reply, Bill is interjecting, “Ruh-Richie Tozier? Didn’t you d-date him?” He can vaguely recall Eddie dating some guy with that name back in their freshmen year. All he ever did was complain about how loud and obnoxious he was and Bill could never figure out why they were dating in the first place. The relationship didn’t last long if he remembers correctly. </p><p>Eddie’s face instantly heats up with embarrassment, “It was almost three years ago Bill! We had nothing in common and the only reason we ‘dated’” he makes finger quotes to prove his emphasis, “was because we were the only out guys in the school at the time. I’d hardly call that mess of a person my boyfriend.”</p><p>Stan’s laughing at his outburst and Bill knows for a fact he wouldn’t be able to get away with laughing at him. “Now don’t be too harsh on him, he can be funny once in the blue moon.”</p><p>“Yeah when he’s not spewing out garbage.”</p><p>“B-but that’s why he’s called the truh-trashmouth right?” He means for his question to come off completely serious, but Stan and Eddie start laughing.</p><p>He wants to interject, ask them more about this supposed trashmouth, but the ice creams arrive and they’re still smiling at Bill, the last bit of their laughter dwindling down. So he just shrugs his shoulders and smiles back before digging in. Sending up a silent prayer to whoever’s listening that he can easily make friends like he has with Stan. </p><p>This year was going to be interesting to say the least. </p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> NEW FIC ALERT ! Thank you for reading! It&rsquo;s rated M for mature because I&rsquo;m not sure if I&rsquo;m going add smut into later chapters (when the characters are adults) or not. Let me know what you think? Comments give me fuel! Also this story will be updated more after I finally finish my other stories so bare with me on updates&hellip;And if you wanna comment any ideas or stories you want to see explored with this premises please let me know !</p><p><b>Taglist:</b> If this is a story you’d like to be tagged for, please lemme know :)</p>
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</p><!-- more --><p>The next morning was absolute Hell.</p><p>Stanley had never experienced a hangover before, because well, he’s never been drunk. So he didn’t know to have a water bottle and aspirin waiting on his bedside table, or to expect serious cottonmouth. Being hungover he learned as he knelt by the toilet in the early morning hours, was absolutely miserable. Why the hell did anyone drink ever? He’d much prefer smoking, there’s no horrible after effects.</p><p>Despite his brain feeling like it was dipped into a fryer and then used as a football, he remembered everything crystal clear. Much to his annoyance. He remembers Miles pressing up against him on the dance-floor, remembers how he welcomed it (albeit he was wishing Miles was someone else), remembers Jacob wrenching him away from Miles. God, he especially remembers the feel of Jacob’s skin underneath his knuckles.</p><p>Why the Hell did Jacob just stand there and let it happen? He obviously had no qualms about hitting him as he recalls bitterly. Jacob could have easily defended himself, could have easily but Stanley on his ass in front of all those people.</p><p>Fuck, those people, who he knew took video. Brownsville was a small town, word of what happened has probably already spread to everyone in a five mile radius. Stanley doesn’t even have to check his phone to know that. </p><p>He called Jacob <i>gay</i>, in front of everyone. Rumors are sure to spread, fuck he really hopes Jacob’s parents don’t hear anything of it. With a pit in his stomach, he knows they will. He should be pissed at Jacob, he <i>is</i> pissed at him, but he really hopes Jacob finds a way to cover his ass with them. With everyone.</p><p>Finally expelling the last of his demons into the porcelain bowl, he stumbles over to the sink to wash out his mouth. Sleep sounds great. Sleep for the rest of the weekend sounds great. </p><p>With that in mind, he makes his way back to his bed when he hears a knock at the front door. Dammit, it couldn’t be any earlier than eight, who the hell is at his door? Don’t they know Stanley has a day of sleeping and moping planned out? </p><p>Audibly groaning, he makes his way to answer the door. </p><p>It’s Syd, why the hell is it Syd.</p><p>She’s still in her pajamas, obviously being in a hurry to get to Stan’s. She’s even barefoot.</p><p>“You look like shit.”</p><p>Classic Syd.</p><p>Laughing dryly (he really doesn’t feel like dealing with her rudeness right now), “Yeah, well you know, peer pressure and all that.”</p><p>Syd just brushes past him into the house, making her way immediately to where his room/basement is. Just come on in? </p><p>Following her down into his own bedroom, she’s pacing the room, stopping when she sees him walking down the stairs. “You know some stupid kid took a video of you beating the shit out of Jacob, (he suppresses a grimace) I gotta say Stan, didn’t know you had it in you.” She’s smiling kinda like a proud parent for a moment before some dark thought obviously crosses her mind, smile dropping immediately. “Stan, are you okay?”</p><p>He wants to fucking laugh in her face. Is he okay? He beat the guy he <i>loves</i> to a pulp last night because-, why did he do that? Probably the combination of the fact that he was drunk, jealous of Lexie, and Jacob was being an ass. Also because he <i>finally</i> fucking accepted the fact that he loves the bastard. </p><p>“Stan?”</p><p>Fuck that’s right, he’s supposed to be answering her question. He’s still very hungover. “Yeah, Syd. I’m fine.”</p><p>The look on her face says she doesn’t believe him. “Are sure? You know, you kinda outed yourself to the whole school.”</p><p>“I’m gonna go throw up again.”</p><p>He quickly returns to the position he was in just moments before, heaving his guts out. In all his worries over outing Jacob, he completely forgot he inherently outed himself to the school. Not that he really cares what they think of him, but he really doesn’t want to deal with getting picked on more than he already is.</p><p>Syd follows him in there and awkwardly pats him on the back as he finally starts to settle down. “You know me and Dina got you right? We’re still here for you Stan. Not going anywhere.”</p><p>Despite her flaws, Syd is his best friend. And he does love her. If Syd, the town&rsquo;s secret superhero (he’s still tryna win the battle on that one), is still there for him, then he’ll be alright. Who needs pretty face Jacob anyways? </p><p>Running a hand through his damp curls, he smiles at her, “Wanna get high?”</p><p>Syd looks relieved, “Only after you brush your teeth dumbass.”</p><p>They spend the day smoking and laughing. Dina drops by with pizza and kisses for Syd, but mainly to make sure they don’t do anything stupid before she has to leave for plans with her family. John Mulany comedy specials play in the background for them to laugh at when they decided to pay attention. But most of the time was spent by Syd insisting  she set him up a tinder. If he was a little more high, maybe he would have agreed. </p><p>Stan stayed off his phone completely, even though he could see the screen blowing up with notifications. He knew it was kids from school, more than likely calling him a faggot and other small minded things. Not that he really cared. </p><p>Somehow day had turned into dusk, when a pounding knock came from his front door. </p><p>“Not it!”</p><p>“It’s your house Stan.”</p><p>“Fine.”</p><p>He trudges up the front door yet again.</p><p>Remembering suddenly that he is indeed ‘out’ to the town, he has a sickening feeling that it’s flaming dog shit. He’d expect no less from the wonderful people of Brownsville.</p><p>But instead of a ‘bomb’ when he opens the door, he gets a very, <i>very</i> tired looking Miles. Who instantly perks up the moment he sees Stan.</p><p>“Fucking finally! I thought you were just going to leave me to waste away out here,” he doesn’t have time to contemplate how dramatic Miles is being before he’s reaching through the threshold to grab him by the wrist, “Now come on. We got shit to do.” </p><p>He manages to drag him out the door, halfway towards a super fancy looking car before his brain finally catches up with him. This is wrong, where the hell is he taking him? What does he mean they have ‘shit to do’? Also he’s still in his pajamas and he shouldn’t be going anywhere. Also also, Syd is still in his basement. </p><p>The last thought spurs him to yank his wrist out of Miles’s hand. “I’m not going anywhere with you. What the hell?”</p><p>Miles is real quick to turn back on his heel to face him. Looking super annoyed. What the hell does he have to be annoyed about? “Will you just come on? I don’t have time for this shit.”</p><p>“You had time to come pounding on my front door.”</p><p>Miles actually <i>groans,</i> “Look Stanley. Will you please come with me? For Jacob?”</p><p>That gets a laugh out of him, “For Jacob? Are you being fucking serious?!” He looks ready to punch him for daring to yell at him but Stan doesn’t care, “Why would I do anything for that asshole?!” </p><p>“Because of everything he’s had to deal with because of you!” Stan starts to walk back into his house, he doesn’t care that Jacob is having a hard time and he doesn’t much care for Miles yelling at him either.</p><p>That is, until Miles says something that stops him in his tracks, “He came out to his dad last night! Do you fucking care about that?!”</p><p>“He did what?” He must not heard Miles right, surely there’s no-</p><p>“Last night, after he got home. His dad had already heard of the fight, of how yelled at him about not accepting he was gay.” Miles lets out a hollow laugh as it looks like he’s remembering something unpleasant, “He demanded that Jacob refute it, tell him that you were lying. Stan, Stan he couldn’t do it.”</p><p>Tears are welling up his eyes, when the hell did that happen? In his mind’s eye, he can see Jacob’s dad yelling at him, and Jacob, with his bloody and bruised face just staring blankly at him. He wants nothing more than to protect that bastard. “What happened? Where is he?”</p><p>“What do you think? He called Jacob a<i> faggot</i> and kicked him out,” He doesn’t miss how Miles spits out the slur, “He’s currently moping in my guest room. He hasn’t gotten up and fuck, I don’t know what else to do except bring you to him.” </p><p>Any reservations he had about following Miles immediately goes out the window. He has to see Jacob. Jacob needs him. </p><p>But Syd, fuck, she’s still in his basement. </p><p>Stan nods towards Miles and tells him to hold a minute. Turning around only to see Syd standing in the doorway, a small smile on her face. </p><p>“Go get your man Stan.”</p><p>Stanley hugs her, which she actually returns, before he’s following Miles into his fancy car. He doesn’t even care that he’s out of place, still in his pajamas. </p><p>On the way over, Miles fills him in on what else has happened. The video of Stan beating the shit out of Jacob is everywhere, and everyone knows about it. Jacob apparently ran out of fucks to give and posted on his twitter, “Yes I’m gay, bite me.” Stan can’t help but feel a little proud of him. </p><p>Lexi and his ‘relationship’ is officially and obviously over. It ended when she rushed at Jacob, fretting over him after their fight, only for Jacob to shove her away and tell her to leave him alone. She pouted and stormed off, which Miles had found hilarious. </p><p>They finally pulled up to a house so big it could be a school. Stan tried, and failed, not to seem a little dazed by the extravagance of it, Miles rolling his eyes as he dragged Stan through the literal mansion. He was brought to a stop in front of, presumably, the guest bedroom. Which Miles just casually opened without knocking. </p><p>The room was quite plain, mainly just harboring a king size bed and t.v. which was playing on mute in the background. </p><p>On said bed was a Jacob sized lump, and a little girl who looked no older than nine chatting very animatedly next to the Jacob lump. Long brown hair, and scary looking eyes, he could tell immediately that she must be Miles’s little sister. </p><p>“Flora, leave him alone.”</p><p><i>Flora</i> stopped her chattering, smiling when her eyes landed on Stan. He smiles awkwardly back at her.</p><p>“Oooo, who’d you bring home Miles? Who is that?!” She asks excitedly, her eyes never leaving Stan. He can see some mischievous plan being concocted in her brain. </p><p>Her question gets the Jacob lump to move and all of a sudden the blanket is pushed down and he’s staring into the same emerald green eyes he fell for all those nights ago. </p><p>Jacob looks like shit. </p><p>Despite being in bed probably all day, it doesn’t look like he’s gotten any sleep. The bruises and the gashes on his face are yellow and purple, tainting his pretty boy face. Hair sticking out in different directions. The cherry on top, his eyes are red rimmed and puffy, as if he’d been crying.</p><p>They’re staring each other down, and he can feel his heart racing, he feels like he’s about to suffocate. </p><p>He can faintly hear Miles demanding Flora to get out, and the resounding whine that comes from her. Miles must win out because suddenly Flora isn’t occupying the space on the bed and Jacob and he are the only people left in the room.</p><p>The resounding silence is almost too overwhelming. Where do they go from here? What does he say? Fuck, what is Jacob going to say? He must still be pissed at him right? If he was Jacob he would still be mad at him. Why is he just sitting there looking-</p><p><i>“St-Stanley.”</i></p><p>Jacob proceeds to breakdown. </p><p>That&rsquo;s all it takes for him to cross the distance of the room, and crawl on the bed to pull Jacob into his arms. Who quickly latches on to Stan, grasping his shoulders tightly as if he’s scared Stan is going to push him away as he<i> sobs </i>into his chest. Stan holds him just as tightly, he has the same fear.</p><p>Jacob’s sobs eventually quiet down into pathetic whimpers, Stanley’s heart breaking. Tears are staining his cheeks as he presses kisses into his hairline. Jacob murmurs something unintelligible against his chest. </p><p>“What was that?”</p><p>Jacob shakily pulls himself away from him, looking him in the eyes. He looks so <i>broken,</i> and Stan resists the urge to pull him back in his arms. “I’m so sorry, I shouldn’t have hit you. I’m just so sorry. It won’t happen again, I’m sorry.” Jacob’s face crumples and he’s sobbing again.</p><p>Stan does then pull him into his arms, trying to sooth him by cooing at him, telling him it’s going to be okay. Jacob did punch him, but didn’t Stan pay him back for that last night? Any anger he felt towards Jacob, any hurt caused from what he did, has melted away. He knows rationally that maybe he should still be upset with Jacob for everything, but Stan has always been too forgiving for his own good. </p><p>“Ya know, I think I’m the one who should be saying sorry.”</p><p>He pulls back from Stan to look at him like he’s crazy, “What for?”</p><p>His fingers go up to trace the gashes and bruises on Jacob’s face, who instinctively flinches back. Pains of guilt trace their way through his heart. “I don’t know if you’ve seen your face, but it looks like you were in some shady fighting ring. I didn’t know I could punch like that.” He says the last part lightly. “You should’ve put me on my ass Jacob.”</p><p>Jacob doesn’t see the humor that Stan is trying to convey and only shakes his head seriously. “I’ll never lay a hand on you, you don’t know how mad I was at myself last time.”</p><p>“Good, because now I know I have a decent punch. Better watch out for me, I’m a real vigilante right here.”</p><p>He knows he succeeds because while Jacob has never been a big smiler, he sees the humor glint in his eyes. “You reek of weed.”</p><p>“Yeah? Well I’m surprised you don’t. Haven’t had the best go of it lately have you?”</p><p>If it was anyone else, they would find that joke in poor taste. But it’s Jacob, and he actually cracks a small smile. “I take it that Miles filled you in about how the rest of my night went.”</p><p>“Just a lil.” He wants to ask if he’s okay, but he’s obviously not and he would just find Stan’s question pointless. So instead he says, “You’re gay.”</p><p>“Yeah, I guess I fucking am.”</p><p>“Took you long enough to admit it.”</p><p>Maybe it’s because they’re both so emotionally drained, or maybe it’s because Stan’s still a little high. Or maybe it’s because he has <i>missed</i> Jacob so much, and Jacob missed him, they both break into a fit of laughter.</p><p>Every time their laughter starts to die down, all it takes is them looking at each other for it to start back up again, laughing at the ridiculousness of all of it. Stan actually falls onto Jacob, clutching his sides. Jacob wraps his arms around him as he falls back on the bed, he finds comfort in the rumble from Jacob’s chest. Stan looks down at him, for the first time realizing how close their faces are. </p><p>“Hello.” He can feel a blush creeping up on his cheeks.</p><p>Jacob smiles up at him, absolutely <i>radiant,</i> and Stan is thinking how even despite the bruises, Jacob is so <i>beautiful,</i> as he leans up to connect their lips. The kiss is hesitant at first, as if almost a question. To which Stan answers by immediately kissing back, tasting the saltiness of the tears. </p><p>This kiss is nothing like their first one. That one was rough and demanding, this one is soft and he dare say, <i>loving.</i> It feels like this is the moment that makes something more, and he wants nothing more than to tell Jacob how much he loves him. But he knows Jacob isn’t ready to hear that, not yet. Some day he’ll be able to confess his love, and he knows Jacob will confess his, but not today. Maybe tomorrow. </p><p>Jacob breaks the kiss, placing a peck on Stan’s nose, “Hello.”</p><p>Stan rests his head into the crook of Jacob’s neck, and relishes in it when Jacob’s arms tighten around him. “What do you plan to do now? I don’t think Miles wants you stinking up his guest room forever.”</p><p>“Fuck Miles, he danced with my man last night,” It sounds serious but he knows Jacob is joking, kinda. “Meg moved into some apartment, she texted me today and offered me the second room. Didn’t think she cared for me that much honestly.”</p><p>“Yeah well, she thought you were some conservative nazi.”</p><p>“Are you assuming I’m not one anymore?”</p><p>Stan props himself on his elbows so he could see his face, looking down at him incredulously. Jacob is just smiling mischievously back. He gets a slap on the chest from Stan for his cause. His hand goes behind Stan’s head and he gently pulls him down for another kiss. </p><p>He knows Jacob has a long way to go, that it’s going to be an uphill battle. Jacob may never be completely okay with his sexuailty, but as long as he’ll have him, Stan plans to help him through every self loathing battle he’ll face. </p><p>This time Stan is the one to break the kiss, kissing all the blemishes on Jacob’s face, for the first time ever being allowed to dote on him. </p><p>“Please don’t go away again.” </p><p>He sounds so pleading and sad, Stan stops his assaults of kisses to look him in his eyes. “I’m never going away again Jacob.”</p><p>Jacob pushes up so he’s sitting straight up, Stan having to straddle him to accommodate the new sitting position. This time when they kiss, it’s charged up. As if they’re two long lost lovers reuniting. Stan supposes in some way they are. </p><p>Jacob’s hands are starting going under his shirt, tracing his ribs, when Stan lets out a small moan. It’s been a moment since someone touched him like this, and now he has his Jacob doing it. </p><p>“Don’t you two dare do something that’ll cause me to explain stuff to Flora later!” comes through the door.</p><p>Jacob pulls back, looking annoyed and his hands still under Stan’s shirt, “Go away Miles!”</p><p>Stan laughs, “Sounds like we have an audience.”</p><p>“Yeah, I know. Wanna go back to your place? We both could use a shower.” Jacob already starts kissing under Stan’s chin, causing him to be dazed for a minute.</p><p>“Yeah let&rsquo;s blow this popsicle stand.” Stan launches himself off the bed so he misses Jacob’s ‘I can’t believe you said that’ look.</p><p>He still grabs Stan’s hand as they make their way to the door, and Stan’s heart is <i>full.</i></p><p><i><br/></i></p><p><b>A/N: </b>Honestly, I wasn&rsquo;t going to end this fic on a happy note &hellip; but I didn&rsquo;t want to be mean to the people who have stuck with this since it started. I actually have the alternate ending typed up, lemme know if anyone is interested in reading that. It doesn&rsquo;t end happy though haha&hellip;</p><p><b>Taglist</b>: <a href="https://tmblr.co/ml4oyDXQigA7XYAMpYYaG3Q">@fiantomartell</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m3nFkrojWs555q_3p6zxP-Q">@van-just-van</a></p>
Tags: janley, jacob thrombey, stanley barber, stan barber, ianowt, I am not okay with this, Knives Out, miles fairchild, The Turning, syd novak

Post id: 627675619084451840
Date: 2020-08-28 07:01:56 GMT
Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/627675619084451840/bite-bromance
Slug: bite-bromance
Reblog key: 1Nxd7ViB
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Title: Bite Bromance
Body: <p>So I know I’ve said Miles and Jacob are best friends in Bite, but I really haven’t gotten a chance to display that in the story like originally planned. So here’s some headcannons that are cannon to the story, really just an inside look to their friendship.</p><!-- more --><ul><li>So these two became friends after Miles beats up some kid at school for stealing his apple-juice when they’re like seven, Jacob witnessed the whole thing and found it amusing so he kinda just started hanging out with him</li><li>Miles accepted it, Jacob was the only kid he didn’t seem to weird out</li><li>They kinda just became inseparable after that</li><li>Jacob and Miles just understand each other, they understand each other’s dry sense of humor and ‘weird’ ways</li><li>That being said, Miles is not the biggest fan of Jacob’s super left views, but accepts that that’s how he was raised</li><li>Even if he hates it</li><li>They have a mutual understanding to not talk politics, which is a big deal for Jacob because when he was a preteen that’s all he talked about</li><li>But he makes the exception for Miles</li><li>When Miles joined the football team, Jacob was surprised</li><li>The private school’s football team played with the public schools one, which Jacob at the time considered horrendous </li><li>Miles only joined to piss Jacob off, Jacob thinks so highly of his lacross team</li><li>“You run around a bunch of sticks.”<br/></li><li>“At least we don’t tackle each other like a bunch of heathens.”<br/></li><li>They also smoke a whole lot of fucking weed together, Miles stealing it usually from his nanny’s stash</li><li>Miles knew he was gay pretty much his whole life, and was relived when Jacob never talked ‘girls’ with him</li><li>He never suspected Jacob of being gay&hellip;</li><li>Honestly not gonna talk too much about that because it’ll spoil the last chapter</li><li>Anyways</li><li>Miles told Jacob he was gay, and much to his surprise, Jacob just said ‘okay’</li><li>He kinda thought Jacob was an alien, no way Mr. resident Homophobe was okay with his best friend being gay</li><li>But he decided not push his luck and that was that</li><li>Jacob never once treated him differently</li><li>Although he did judge him a little when Miles confided in him that he had a crush on Bradley</li><li>“I honestly thought you’d have a little more taste than some Tom Brady wannabe.”</li><li>“I know I’m a football player, but I’m too gay to know who that is.”</li><li>“Are you serious.”</li><li>They two have gotten into some serious fights growing up, but it always ends with them moving on the next day</li><li>Also Flora has a crush on Jacob which Miles finds super annoying</li><li>They’re best friends and that’s never going to change</li><li>Miles makes Jacob more social, more open to ideas that haven’t been drilled into his head by his family</li><li>And Jacob has always been Miles’s rock, always keeps down on Earth</li></ul><p>Aight these kinda just turned into ramblings, whoops. Anyways, Miles originally had a much bigger part to play in Bite, but I decided to use him in my other fic, Defending Miles. Ironically shipped with the other Jacob (Barber). Hope this let you see what their friendships is like !</p>
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Body: <p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/25699474">Ao3</a></p><p><b>A/N:</b> A oneshot I’ve been wanting to do for a while. It took me forever and honestly I’m not happy with it bur oh well</p><p><b>Rating:</b> M</p><p><b>Summary: </b>Richie isn&rsquo;t okay. He&rsquo;s the furthest fucking thing from okay. Bill feels the exact same after the fight with their final battle with Pennywise, so isn&rsquo;t it only natural for them to come together? To grieve the people they love together? It&rsquo;s easier to cry into a pair of arms instead of a cold empty bed. Basically this fic allowed to me to cry over Reddie and Stenbrough while shipping Bichie. Loosely based on the Never Say Never by The Fray</p><!-- more --><p>The other Losers were surprised, to say the least, when Bill and Richie came out as a couple to the public three years after fighting IT a second time, three years after the Losers lost Eddie and Stan. </p><p>It was quite a controversial story in the media, big time comedian Richie ‘Trashmouth’ Tozier who has never had a serious relationship randomly to start dating the famous horror author Bill Denbrough, who had just gone through a nasty divorce a year prior. Celebrity news outlets ate it up, every interview they had on their respective projects always came with questions about their relationship. Both of them were thankful when the shock and questions finally died down. Especially Bill, since he has always been a private person when it came to interviews.</p><p>The two seemingly inconspicuous lovers told the Losers first before announcing, out of courtesy. Ben and Mike were confused at first but nonetheless accepting. They figured it was good that Richie and Bill had each other, always kinda worried what spending much of their life alone would do to them. Beverly hugged them and they both tried to not see the knowing look in her eyes, she could see right through them.</p><p>Richie and Bill were happy, that’s all that matters. So what if they weren’t exactly who the other wanted? It’s easier to curl up and cry in the warm arms of another then on a cold lonely bed. A person who understands the ache that will forever reside in their souls, the ache for the person they were supposed to be with. At least that’s what they concluded.</p><p>Yes, they were happy together. Their hearts still hurt though, at the idea that neither of them were as happy as they were supposed to be.</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;</p><p>After that horrible summer, Richie and Bill spent a lot of time together. Richie opened his home to Bill when his divorce started. Richie was there for Bill when he explained that he just couldn’t stay with Audra. It wasn’t right, he didn’t truly love her and it wasn’t fair to her.</p><p>Bill made sure Richie didn’t go crazy in the confines of his empty home, kept him sane. Being forced to remember every painful detail of that fucking clown, of what IT did to Eddie, it felt like enough to drive him mad. </p><p>Bill was the one person Richie felt like he could truly talk about Eddie with, and how much his loss hurt him. The others and Bill knew that Richie was grieving Eddie differently than they were, but Bill was the person who <i>really</i> got what Richie was going through. On more than one occasion did Richie find himself sobbing into Bill’s chest, tearily mumbling about how he should’ve saved Eddie, how he <i>loved</i> him. Bill never asked questions, he understood. Richie never had to explain himself to Big Bill.</p><p>It was on one of those nights, after many rounds of scotch and bourbon, that would change their entire relationship. Richie found himself yet again in the comfort of Bill’s arms. Bill was whispering soft reassurances into his graying hairline as Richie had the front of his shirt twisted in his hands as he relied on Bill for support.</p><p>“I should have seen the fucking clown! I should have pushed Eddie out of the way! God- <i>fuck</i>, I should have done something!”</p><p>Bill’s arms tighten around Richie, knowing there was nothing he could say that could convince Richie otherwise. They were all there, all of them are at fault for Eddie’s death. Well, except for <i>Stan,</i> he wasn’t there. <strike>He left Bill</strike>. He feels just as responsible for Eddie’s death as Richie, if not more. Wasn’t it his little brother that started all this? Wasn’t it him and his delirious idea of revenge that ultimately caused Eddie to lose his life?</p><p>No matter how many times he’s tried to tell Richie this, explain it, Richie just violently shakes his head and says, “It should&rsquo;ve <i>been me</i> Bill.” </p><p>It took Bill a while to realize that Richie meant it should’ve been him who died down there instead of Eddie.</p><p>Richie cries harder, hiccuping out, “B-Bill please let me tell you something.”</p><p>He looks down at the grown crying man in his arms, confused, “Yeah Rich, what is it?”</p><p>Richie takes a deep breath, a vain attempt at trying to compose himself, “I j-just need to get this off my chest, <i>I just need to tell someone,</i>” Another breath in, “I’m ga-”</p><p>&ldquo;I know.”</p><p>“What?”</p><p>He pushes back to look at Bill, expecting Bill to shove him away, call him a<i> filthy queer</i> like Bowers used to. To completely reject him as a person.</p><p>Instead he gets Bill staring down at with big blue eyes filled with nothing but love and <i>understanding</i>. Bill actually pulls Richie closer to him.</p><p>“Rich I know. I’ve known for a while. I’m pretty sure the whole Losers Club knows too.”</p><p>He doesn’t understand, the whole group knows? Yet they still love him? Bill knows, and yet he holds him close?</p><p>Bill senses Richie’s confusion, “It’s okay Rich. It’s okay that you’re gay. We love you.”</p><p>Richie’s confusion is swept away as he smiles a smile he doesn’t really feel, “How could you guys have guessed? Here I thought I was being elusive as shit.”</p><p>Bill has a small smile on his face, “Rich you’ve never dated a girl and you’ve spent the better part of the last few months crying into my arms over-”</p><p>He stops himself before he says<i> his</i> name but the damage is done. Richie, who had finally started to calm a little, looks like he’s about to break down crying again. </p><p>“I’m sorry,” he feels guilty looking at Richie. The former jokester looks sad and <i>lost</i>, it pained him. </p><p>“I loved him you know? Not just like friend love or whatever the fuck, I loved <i>loved</i> him.” Tearing are silently stream down his face as he <i>finally </i>tells someone the secret he’s kept hidden since childhood.</p><p>Bill doesn’t look surprised in the slightest, he knows the pain that Richie is experiencing, “Yeah, Rich I know that too.” He hates just how much he understands the hell Richie is going through. Because losing Stan is putting him through it too.</p><p>Maybe it’s because Richie’s boarding wasted, maybe it’s because he’s so emotionally raw and depleted, or maybe it’s just because Bill is still looking down at him like he loves him, that he’s not at all disgusted by him that causes him to act on his next impulse.</p><p>He kisses him.</p><p>Overall it’s a pretty decent kiss. Even if it’s filled with salty tears and breath that reeks of alcohol. Maybe that’s why Bill decides to kiss him back, or maybe it’s because he too can feel so <i>painfully </i>alone at times. </p><p>Richie feels like he can almost laugh. Here he is kissing ‘Big Bill’, who’s actually kissing him back! The warmth radiating down from him feels too comforting for him to question the significance of it, not questioning why Bill is kissing him back when he’s assumed he was straight for his whole life. It would be in the morning when they’re still curled up in each other’s arms when Richie learns that Bill has a few escapades with men in his past. He’ll miss the pained look in Bill’s eyes when he admits this too. </p><p>The two broken lovers find themselves that night kissing each other with everything they have left in themselves. </p><p>Leading to the bedroom, their clothes gradually start to come off, kissing the pale expanses of each other’s skin. Trying not to feel guilty at the fact that they secretly yearned for another. Sinful sounds filled the room and for a moment, just a moment, they think that maybe they can be happy again.</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;</p><p>Sleeping together becomes the new normal for them after that. It’s just another form of comfort. Easier to wake up panicked from a nightmare, a memory, to someone who’s ready to hold you and whisper soft things to you. Becoming a couple was just a logical progression in their life.</p><p>That didn’t lessen any love or pain Richie felt for Eddie. The pain was just more manageable now with Bill, and he had someone he could actually talk too about his love for his hypochondriac. If Bill ever felt any resentment towards Richie for so obviously still being in love with Eddie, he never showed it. If anything, Richie would dare say his love was encouraged by Bill.</p><p>He still had bad days, when the pain of losing Eddie felt just a little too unbearable, where he just wanted to crawl in on himself and drink himself to death. But Bill was there, he gave Richie the push to keep moving forward.</p><p>Bill was as sturdy was a rock, and Richie needed that. He needed someone to lean on. It was almost surprising how <i>little</i> Bill had actually broke down after the fucking clown. Yes, he had nightmares as well that Richie would have to calm him down after, and yes he cried for Eddie. Almost as much as Richie did, Eddie was Bill’s best friend.</p><p>Curiously though, Bill never cried for Stan. Not once. </p><p>Richie did cry for Stan. Multiple times. He lost his best friend.</p><p>A few months after Derry, after Bill had settled into his home and Richie finally felt stable enough, he made a point to go out to Atlanta. To see Stan and the life he built. Richie extended an offer for Bill to fly out there with him, only for it to be turned down. Bill claimed he was too busy writing the ending to his new book, and Richie just accepted the excuse. Figured maybe<i> seeing</i> Stan’s grave would be too much for Bill. <strike>Eddie’s grave was the fucking sewer</strike>.</p><p>The trip was nice enough and even heartbroken, Richie could understand why Stan fell for Patty. She made Richie feel very welcomed in Stan’s home, they spent his trip exchanging stories about Stan. Richie supplied her with stories of their childhood, since Stan never told her anything of it. The clown made him forget. In return, Richie got stories about adult Stan which made him realize he was right. Stan was still the best even as an adult.</p><p>When he returned from his trip, Bill didn’t want to hear anything of it. Especially anything about Patty. In the end, Richie just chalked it up to Bill grieving his friend.</p><p>That conclusion was completely blown out of the waters almost a year and a half later, around four months into their relationship. </p><p>They were at a park near their home, a bright and sunny day in LA. Bill had started some new diet routine that included walking two miles and because Richie was dating him, he too had been dragged into it. </p><p>Richie was going off about some heckler at his last show, how the guy just didn’t understand good comedy, when Bill stopped dead in his tracks. His breath was hitched and he was staring very intently across the path, towards where the trees were. </p><p>When Richie followed Bill’s gaze and had found what or <i>who</i> had caused Bill to stop so abruptly, he felt out of breath himself. </p><p>It was Stan.</p><p>Well it wasn’t but this man looked exactly like <i>adult</i> Stan. Dark neatly trimmed curls, clean shaven face with simple glasses sitting atop his nose. He even was dressed like Stan. Pressed khakis and a sweater that looked old enough to be his grandma’s tucked in. One thing stood out that made Richie question that maybe this guy <i>was</i> Stan. He was <i>fucking </i>bird watching.  It was easy to tell with his binoculars in his hands as the not Stan scanned the trees and had what appeared to be a field guide sitting in his lap. </p><p>“Richie g-go on without me. I’ll meet you at the house.”</p><p>Bill broke Richie from his analysis of not Stan, head whipping around to look at him. His face was completely unreadable but his gaze was still set on the man on the bench. Surely Bill didn’t think this guy was Stan right? Sure they’ve seen a lot of fucked up shit, but there was no way that guy was Stan.</p><p>“Bill you know thats-”</p><p>“I said go on home Rich.” He didn’t give Richie a chance to reply as he made his way towards the man.</p><p>Richie kinda just stood there dumbfounded for a moment, unsure of what to do. Does he go home and let his boyfriend talk to some stranger that looks like their long dead friend? Someone he thinks his boyfriend <i>thinks</i> is said dead friend? Or does he awkwardly approach them now when Bill just made it clear not to follow and be in trouble with said boyfriend?</p><p>Bill had approached the man, and they were both smiling at each other. He couldn’t hear what they were saying, but the man smiled and scooted over, gesturing for Bill to join him. Which he did without any hesitation.</p><p>Idly Richie wonders if Bill is going to cheat on him but realizes he’s dumb for even thinking that. Seeing that his boyfriend is in no danger from not Stan and still a little confused about what exactly is happening, Richie makes his way home. Bill should be home soon anyways and he can clear up any confusion he has. </p><p>Bill doesn’t come home. </p><p>It’s almost three a.m. and Richie is panicking on the phone with Bev, trying to figure out how to report a grown ass adult missing when Bill finally comes stumbling in through their front door. </p><p>Wasted.</p><p>Bill manages to trip over their glass coffee table, shattering it. He’s left sitting in the mess and  looking at the glass embedded in his hands when Richie tells Bev a quick goodbye and that Bill is home. Without Bev he feels at a loss for what to do. He’s never seen Bill like this. So drunk that his hands must be hurting as blood pours from them and he doesn’t even flinch as he tries to clumsily pull the glass out of his hands. He almost calls Bev back. Almost.</p><p>“H-hey Big Bill, you really had me worried there for a moment,” he tries to joke out.</p><p>Bill doesn’t even notice Richie talking as he’s still trying to pull the glass out his hands, the blood turning his fingers slippery. </p><p>Richie grimaces as he gets down on his knees, pulling Bill’s bloody hands into his own. “Come on, let’s go get you cleaned up.” Only then does Bill look up. His eyes are clouded over and he looks like he’s <i>seeing through</i> Richie. He hates it.</p><p>He stands and pulls Bill to his feet, guiding him to the bathroom. Pushing Bill till he sits on the counter, Richie pulls out their first aid kit and sets to work about cleaning his hands. Bill has yet to say anything and doesn’t respond to any of the jokes Richie attempts. Even the one about him having to beat up someone at the bar because they made fun of his bad book endings. Eventually he just goes quiet also, allowing the silence to suffocate him.</p><p>Finally he gets Bill’s hands bandaged up and cleaned, and is quite proud of his work if he says so himself. Running his hand through his hair, he steps back to admire his handiwork. “Well that should do it. I think I did a pretty good job there. Of course not as good of a job as Eddie would have done,” he laughs as his heart tightens with pain before stopping and adding, “or Stan.”</p><p>That seems to be what finally breaks Bill out his drunken trance, “No.”</p><p>“What do you mean ‘no’?” Richie has never been more unsure of what was going through Bill’s mind. Bill looks like he’s about to break down crying and this whole situation was so un-Bill like. He never goes out and gets wasted without Richie and he’s always so vocal about what he’s thinking. And he sure as hell doesn’t go and talk to strangers randomly. <strike>Even if they look like their dead friend. </strike></p><p>This all started with the notstan in the park. “Bill what the hell happened in the park?” He has a lot more questions but figures that’s a good one to start with. </p><p>He doesn’t answer, looking like he’s too busy trying not to cry.</p><p>“Bill please, talk-”</p><p>“He wasn’t Stuh-Stan.” </p><p>What? Bill knew that when he went to talk to the man on the bench right? He looked a lot like him, but there was no way he was HIM. No matter how badly Richie himself wanted him to be.</p><p>“Bill, you knew that right? I could have told-”</p><p>“Yes I know!” He jumps back Bill’s sudden shift in tone. It doesn’t look like he notices that though, “I kn-know it wasn’t Stan R-Richie. I just, I just,<i> really wanted him to be.</i>” The dam has broken and tears now streak his face, Richie reaches out to grab Bill’s shoulder in what he hopes is a reassuring matter. Even if he’s still super confused about what exactly is happening. “The more I t-t-talked to him, the muh-more I realized he was <i>nothing</i> like Stan. He keeps his b-bird book messed up and un-unorganized and he doesn’t use pr-pr-proper grammar, and he just wasn’t him!”</p><p>Bill jumps off the counter and collapses in Richie’s arms, sobs finally overtaking his body. Richie awkwardly runs his fingers through his hair, trying to calm him down. Bill who hasn’t shed a tear over Stan is having a meltdown because a guy that looked like him wasn’t him? What the fuck? Was this Bill’s idea of some sort of sick joke?</p><p>“Okay Bill, I really need you to fucking clarify this right now? What&rsquo;s a big deal about some man looking like our dead friend?”</p><p>This just causes the grown ass man, his boyfriend, in his arms to sob harder. Okay, wrong approach maybe.</p><p>He pulls Bill back so he can look him in the face, he’s never seen Bill look more broken. <strike>Except for when he lost Georgie.</strike> “Please, please tell why this is affecting you so much. I don’t understand.”</p><p>Bill makes feeble attempts to calm himself, managing to croak out, “Eddie.”</p><p>“What about Eddie? What does he have to do with anything?” Now he’s just more confused. </p><p>“Eddie R-Richie, Eddie.” Richie is still giving Bill a confused look as he sighs, “Richie, Stan is muh-my Eddie.”</p><p>Oh.</p><p>OH.</p><p>Realization starts to set in. The fact that Bill has refused to talk about Stan. <i>To talk about Patty</i>. Memories from his childhood start to pop up in his mind, the times he wasn’t paying attention to Eddie as a kid, watching Bill grow further away from Bev after she moved and closer towards Stan. How the two seemed to become inseparable. Maybe if Richie wasn’t so paranoid as a kid of people suspecting him of being queer, he would’ve started to wonder about them.</p><p>For once in his life, Richie is a loss for what to say. So instead he just pulls Bill closer to him, hugging him tightly. He hasn’t been the only one in this relationship wishing for another. That doesn’t make him feel any better to know that his boyfriend is as broken as he is. </p><p>Bill starts to break down again against his chest, tearily mumbling out, “I didn’t even get to say goodbye.” </p><p>That&rsquo;s what causes Richie to start crying. </p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;</p><p>So yes, they don’t get to live their lives with the ones they feel like they’re meant to be with. But they do have each other. They do have someone who loves them, someone that helps the ache in their souls and keeps them from feeling lonely. More importantly they have someone who <i>understands.</i>  </p><p>Bill and Richie are quite content to spend their days together, waiting to see Eddie and Stan in the next life. Who cares if no one else gets it.</p>
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Round four is here and kinda short, I’m sorry! As always a reminder, Stan is nonbinary in my Poly!Losers Universe</p><!-- more --><ul><li>Eight years pass, eight years without their sweet Ben, their loving Trashmouth, and their fiery Bev</li><li>The remaining Loser’s keep each other going, they learn to talk about their passed family without wanting to break down crying</li><li>They visit their graves under the Oak tree often, they keep their empty chairs at the dinning table, and they curl up together on their Alaskan king size bed, missing the three others that are supposed to be there</li><li>The next loser passes suddenly, too suddenly</li><li>It’s Stan</li><li>Mike was the one to find them, they were in their office, face down on the floor</li><li>Heart attack </li><li>Mike is holding them when Bill and Eddie finds him</li><li>Eddie immediately breaks down</li><li>He knew something was wrong with Stan, that they had been feeling chest pains that morning</li><li>He should’ve pushed them to go the hospital or something, but Stanley insisted that they were fine</li><li>He shouldn’t have listened to them</li><li>It’s Bill who has to bring Mike back to them, since he keep saying “They’re fine, just call an ambulance, they’re gonna be fine.”</li><li>It’s Bill who has to hold Mike back when the coroner takes Stan with them</li><li>Bill is the one who has to stay strong this time when they bury Stan, Eddie already missing the person who understood him the most and Mike missing the person who gave him serenity and calmness</li><li>It’s after Stan is buried, their favorite flowers adorning their grave, the star of David engraved on their headstone, that Bill breaks down</li><li>He loves his losers, they’re all equally his partners, but Stanley was the person  he dated first, they were his<i> first </i>love, and he can’t believe they’re gone</li><li>Eddie completely understands what Bill is going through, having gone through the same thing when they lost Richie</li><li>Mike picks flowers from his garden and together the three of them bring fresh flowers to the other’s graves as well</li><li>Mikes makes a joke about how Stanley is probably already scolding Richie</li><li>They laugh, but their heart’s not in it</li><li>They lost Stan so suddenly, it’s just the three of them now in their old age</li></ul><p><b>A/N:</b> 
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</p><!-- more --><p>Stanley wishes he could say his and Jacob’s relationship blossomed. He wishes he could say that their secret ‘relationship’ became thrilling and mysterious and your basic ansty forbidden love often found in teen romance novels. Wishes he could say that Jacob having a ‘girlfriend’ doesn’t make him burn with jealousy, the feeling burning under his skin like a wildfire trying to consume him every time he thinks of her touching Jacob. He wishes he could say all those things.</p><p>The truth of the matter, Jacob’s little girlfriend, ‘Lexie’, is putting a huge strain on whatever kind of relationship they have. Not that she knows that, all she knows is that Jacob likes to smoke with his ‘dealer’, and that’s why he’s always at Stanley’s house. </p><p>Too many times when they’re <i>busy</i> , has she called Jacob’s phone incessantly. Too many times has Stanley had to hear Jacob call her ‘baby’ only to turn around and call Stanley the same pet name as he’s on his knees. It’s driving him insane.</p><p>What makes it worse is that fact he knows they’re having sex. The way she clings to him at parties, kissing his neck, trying to lure him away. It takes all of Stanley’s willpower not to march over there and pull her off of him. The only reason he doesn’t, he knows he’ll lose Jacob if he does. That’s not something he’s ready for yet.</p><p>He knows, logically, he should cut his losses and part ways from Jacob before he gets hurt anymore. Logically, he knew he should stop himself caring for Jacob. But the thing was, Stanley was not a logical person. At all. He can’t help how he feels towards Jacob, despite the pain he’s being put in, he’s too enamored with him to care&hellip;at least at first. </p><p>Jacob was over again, and they were laying on the floor, sweaty and panting, staring up at the floor. He looks over at Stanley, making eye contact now. Jacob has an almost determined look in his eyes as he reaches over and pulls Stanley into his arms, causing him to yelp out.</p><p>He pulls Stanley so that he’s forced to lay his head on Jacob’s chest, his arms encircling Stanley. Almost like he’s making sure Stanley won’t run away.</p><p>He hates to admit how <i>right</i> this feels, the warmth of Jacob’s bare chest adding to warmth of the blush on his cheek. How nice Jacob’s arms feel around him, how he relishes in the possessiveness of it. An act like this in the beginning was unheard of, Stanley would never imagine Jacob being the one to <i>pull Stanley</i> in for post sex cuddles.</p><p>Bitterly he knows Lexie is to thank for this. Jacob has been a lot more attentive as of late, a lot more <i>caring</i>. He’s probably worried that Stanley will leave him in the end. That information, the fact that he cares about Stanley leaving him, is enough to keep him around. </p><p>As much as he wants to just stay in Jacob’s arms, especially since the lull of sleep is tugging at him, he’s sweaty and gross and needs to be wiped down. “Jacob I have to get up. I feel gross.”</p><p>“In a minute,” Jacob sounds like he’s about to fall asleep himself, the low rumble of his chest making his own eyes droop.</p><p>“I’m really gross, lemme clean up really quickly.”</p><p>Jacob’s arms tighten around him, “In a minute Stanley,” his words sounding final. Stanley’s too tired to fight it, finally losing his battle to sleep.</p><p>Stanley doesn’t know how long they sleep for, only that he’s woken up by the sound of Jacob trying to sneak out. He also notices that Jacob must’ve taken his blanket off the couch and tucked it around him.</p><p>Propping himself up his elbows he’s watching Jacob pull his shoes, already dressed.</p><p>“What are you doing?”</p><p>Jacob jumps when he hears him, whipping his head around to face him. He’s not necessarily the nicest person, but he’s never snuck out on Stan before. He feels a little hurt that he actually was trying to sneak out.</p><p>“I have a date with Lexie, just go back to sleep Stanley.” The bastard actually has the audacity to reach over and caress Stan’s cheek.</p><p>Stanley yanks his face away from his hand, ignoring the pained look in Jacob’s eyes that he tries to hide, and checks his phone. It’s eight at night, much too late for a date. </p><p>“Pretty uh, late for a date don’t you think?” His tone comes out more bitter than he intends it. </p><p>Jacob, of course, immediately gets defensive. “It’s only eight. Besides we’re not going out.”</p><p>“But it’s a date?”</p><p>He can’t look Stanley in the eye anymore. That&rsquo;s a bad sign. “Her parents aren’t home and she asked me to come over.” He actually looks like he’s fucking embarrassed. The bastard.</p><p>Jealousy starts to once again blossom in his chest, “Oh, so you’re going over to fuck her.”</p><p>“Shut up Stanley.” It&rsquo;s a warning but he’s too mad to listen. Too hurt. Jacob doesn’t get to come over to his home, sleep with him and make him think that he actually cares about him, just to go off and fuck Lexie after. Sneak out like Stanley is just some easy lay. </p><p>“Don’t tell me what to do. You know sometimes I wonder how you get it up for her-”</p><p>“Stanley fucking shut up!” </p><p>“No! Tell me Jacob, does it make you feel like a <i>man</i> when you’re balls deep in her?! Does she have any idea that you’re not even attracted to her?!”</p><p>Jacob is glaring at him now, but turns around, storming towards the stairs. Nu uh, he’s not getting away this easily. </p><p>“Does fucking her help you convince yourself that you’re not fucking <i>gay</i>?!”</p><p>Everything that happens next is a blur. Physical pain emerges from his right eye. Jacob is standing in front him, his face of anger quickly turning into one of instant regret. Instinctively Stanley falls to ground and cowers.</p><p>Jacob punched him.</p><p>He’s cradling his face and he feels wet tears. When did he start crying?</p><p>“Stanley I’m so fucking sorry. I’m so so sorry.” He reaches out, presumably to pull him into his arms. He immediately scurries out of Jacob’s reach.</p><p>“Leave.”</p><p>“Stanley, come on, I’m so sorry,” It sounds like he’s crying too now. Not that Stanley can tell, he can&rsquo;t look at him.</p><p>“Jacob, leave. Now.”</p><p>“Pl-please, come on. I’m sorry. Tell what I can do to make it better, please Baby. Please don’t make me go, I’m-”</p><p>“Jacob just fucking leave!” he sounds braver than he feels, adding a “Please,” weakly.</p><p>Jacob stalls for a moment, clearly waiting desperately for him to change his mind, before finally giving up and making his way up the stairs.</p><p>They didn’t talk for a whole month.</p><p>Meg tries to reach out to him a few times, either because she found out something happened or because she just wanted to hang, it didn’t matter since Stanley ghosted her each time. He’s fucking done with the Thrombey family.</p><p>He’s spent most of his time now with Syd and Dina. Syd hasn’t said anything along the lines of ‘I told you so’, and he’s pretty sure he has Dina to thank for that. Dating Dina has made Syd a nicer person, at least her love life is going well.</p><p>He hasn’t even gone to a party, has made any new deals. The idea of running into Jacob, seeing him with Lexie, it makes him feel physically ill.</p><p>Because despite everything, despite being <i>punched</i> by Jacob, he’s in love with him. That’s the most fucked up thing of the whole situation. Somewhere along the lines, between the sneaking around, the secrets, Stanley fell in love with him. </p><p>So it’s safe to say he’s less than thrilled when Bradley corners him at school, practically demanding he attend some big ‘bash’ this weekend because he&rsquo;s the only dealer in town. He would’ve told him to go to hell, but he needs the extra cash. His dad has completely stopped paying for anything concerning him, and just his job at the bowling alley isn’t cutting it.</p><p>That’s how he finds himself sitting on the very same couch where he first saw Jacob. A fact he tries to ignore. </p><p>Like that night, he’s making bank. The private and public school kids buying most of his supply, happy to have their dealer back at the party. He is smiling and being his charming self even though he’d rather be anywhere else.</p><p>It doesn’t take before his supply is actually gone. He hasn’t seen Jacob yet and since his supply is gone, there’s no reason for him to be there. No one at this party is actually his friend anyways. </p><p>He’s almost to the front door when he spots him. Jacob is looking down at his phone, alone, but he must feel Stanley’s eyes burning into him as he looks up. He watches Jacob go from surprised, to uneasy, to hopeful. Anyone else looking at him would’ve just seen a bored expression, but Stanley has grown very good at reading him.</p><p>Jacob looks like he’s about to walk over to him, his phone dropping to his side, before Lexie is running up behind him. She throws her arms around him and almost topples Jacob to the floor, who looks very annoyed by her presence. She can’t tell as she’s giggling wildly, obviously intoxicated. </p><p>He turns around and walks as fast as he can away from them, away from the exit. Navigating through the hoard of drunken teens, he’s almost to the backdoor when he feels a hand clap down on his shoulder, stopping him.</p><p>Part of him is expecting, <strike>hoping</strike>, it’s Jacob, only to be surprised when it’s Miles.</p><p>“Hey there pretty boy, where ya heading?” His breath reeks of alcohol and he’s a little too close for Stanley’s liking.</p><p>He’s never really had an opinion on Miles, except that he’s very jealous of his wild curls. Why can’t his curls look like that? Besides that, he’s Jacob’s best friend, but he seriously doubts Miles has any clue about what was happening between Jacob or him. </p><p>So he just smiles back, “Just tryna get out of here, sold my whole stash. Sorry if you were looking to buy.”</p><p>“What? You can’t leave yet! The party is just getting started!” He says with a wicked grin, “Here, take a drink. Have some fun.” He states as he passes Stanley the red solo cup he’s holding.</p><p>The drink just looks like juice, but he can smell how strong it is. A few of these and he’ll be drunk for sure. Hell, maybe that’s exactly what he needs. For all his days stoned, he’s never gotten drunk. And that sounds much more enjoyable instead of going home and moping over Jacob.</p><p>So he takes the cup and immediately takes a sip, the alcohol burning all the way down as Miles smiles like the Cheshire cat. </p><p>“Fuck,” he resists the urge to cough. Stanley Barber will not cough because some teen made jungle juice. He has too much dignity for that. He takes another sip.</p><p>He loses track of time and how much he drinks. Each cup being matched by Miles, both of them effectively getting wasted. Being drunk is fucking amazing, why hasn’t he tried this before? </p><p>Eventually he makes his way to the makeshift dance floor, Miles right behind him. He feels loose and completely unburden. Something he hasn’t felt in a hot minute. He actually leans into Miles when he feels him close up behind him, swaying his hips a lil extra when he feels Miles’s big hands on them.</p><p>A sober Stanley would’ve felt embarrassed by the position he was in. He doesn’t dance at parties, dancing is reserved for his basement when he’s trying to hype himself up. Miles starts to mouth at his neck and he feels absolutely <i>exhilarated. </i></p><p>That is, until he feels Miles ripped away from him.</p><p><i>“Jacob what the fuck man?!”</i></p><p>In his drunken haze he makes out Jacob shoving Miles away. He looks<i> pissed.</i></p><p>Miles is yelling something at Jacob, but he’s not paying attention to him anymore. His attention is now all on Stanley.</p><p>People are staring at the three of them, whispering breaking out among the crowd. Jacob doesn’t pay them any attention as he grabs Stanley’s arm, hard. Before he knows it, Jacob is dragging him through the crowd, leaving behind a still yelling Miles.</p><p>He’s never seen Jacob this pissed, even more pissed than when he confronted Stanley’s dad. His fight or flight is starting to kick in finally and he’s trying to pull his arm from Jacob’s grip. Who doesn’t relent in the slightest.</p><p>“J-Jacob let go of me,” he slurs out. </p><p>He keeps dragging Stanley through the house, to the near deserted backyard before he finally lets go of him.</p><p>“What the fuck was that Stanley?!”</p><p>Oh no. That’s not how this is gonna go. Jacob doesn’t get to yell at him, act like Stanley is the one who did something wrong after all the bullshit he has put Stanley through.</p><p>“I w-was having fun! Why the f-fuck does it matter to you?!”</p><p>The crowd of teenagers from inside start to gather on the back porch to watch, not that either teen notices. </p><p>“So you go and dance like some, some <i>slut</i> on my bestfriend?!”</p><p>Stanley throws the first punch. Right across Jacob’s pretty boy face.</p><p>Jacob recovers quickly and they’re stuck staring at each other in shock, neither believing that Stanley just did that.</p><p>So he does it again. And again. And again. </p><p>“Fuck you Jacob!” <i>Punch. </i>“Fuck you for making me care about you!”<i> Punch. </i>“Fuck you! Do you know how happy we could’ve been,” <i>Punch.</i> “If you just admitted you were gay!” <i>Punch.</i></p><p>He doesn’t know how many blows he lands, not realizing that Jacob is just standing there and <i>taking it</i>, before someone is finally pulling him off of him.</p><p>“Come on man, he’s had enough.”</p><p>It’s Miles.</p><p>He feels like he’s waking up, feeling extremely sober as he looks at Jacob kneeling on the ground. When did he get down there? As if for the first time, he notices the pain in his knuckles, notices the bruises starting to form on Jacob and the blood dripping from his face until his sweater.</p><p>Miles pulls Jacob to his feet, watching Miles support most of his weight. The whispers of the crowds make it into his ears and he looks up to see practically the whole party on the back porch, phones out, filming the whole thing.</p><p>For once in his life, Stanley Barber runs.</p><p><b>A/N:</b> 

One more chapter left ahhhhh I don&rsquo;t know if I&rsquo;m ready for this to be over. Also, bless Miles.
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</p><p><b>Warnings: </b>

Heavy use of F-slur and internalized homophobia. Not beta read.</p><!-- more --><p>Jacob felt very, <i>very,</i> royally annoyed.</p><p>In the span of a day (an afternoon really) he had met and<i> punched </i>his soulmate in the face, had a panic attack so severe is caused him to dry heave, had his soulmate practically carry him back to his dorm so he could take care of him, and before leaving said soulmate’s dorm; Jacob had managed to make him sad enough to bring up unlinking. </p><p>So it’s safe to say, all he really wants in this moment, is to fucking sleep. To wake up and start over again tomorrow. Who cares if it&rsquo;s only four in the afternoon? He feels so emotionally exhausted that he’s pretty sure he’ll sleep till morning anyways.</p><p>But instead, here he is, in a tiny cramped office on a very uncomfortable purple couch that smells like his grandma’s house, across from a lady who’s supposed to be his therapist, but could easily pass as a rejected eighties hippie.</p><p>To make matters even more annoying, this is their first session and she sounds exactly like <i>Dr. Vogel</i>. That stupid therapist he had to deal with during the trial. God did he hate her, and all reminders of her.</p><p>There’s nothing fucking wrong with Jacob besides the fact that he’s a fucking faggot like Ben always said he was, something Ms. fucking Otis can’t seem to comprehend. And that he likes murder porn, but let&rsquo;s be honest, that&rsquo;s the least of his concerns right now.</p><p>“Now Jacob, are you sure your soulmate being a boy is the only reason you’re unsure of him?” She asks, peering up from behind her big bright blue glasses, pen and notebook in her hands.</p><p>For what it’s worth, she seemed to know exactly what to ask to get him talking. Walking in, he had no intention of speaking about Miles or anything about his soulmate. But, thirty minutes in, she had gotten to him open up like a can or worms, spilling everything that has happened since he’s gotten to this school concerning Miles.</p><p>He thought for a moment before deciding to answer. Yes his soulmate being a guy was an issue. Right? The thing is though, even before finding out who his soulmate was, Jacob was nervous of all the emotions that went into meeting them. He was scared that he wasn’t going to be able to feel them, that there was something truly wrong with him. That he was going to have to spend his whole life faking the intense, immediate love people feel for their soulmates.</p><p>The smell of weed and musky cologne from the hoodie he was still wearing, reminds that <i>he did feel that love</i>. Yes, he didn’t understand it. Yes, he ran when he first saw Miles. Yes. he did punch Miles. But there was no denying it, Jacob loves him. It doesn’t make any sense, and in fact it’s completely irrational and out of character for him, but he just wants Miles. There’s nothing wrong with him. He met his soulmate, and like everyone else, he fell in love with them immediately.</p><p>Ms. Otis clears her throat, reminding him that he has yet to answer her question.</p><p>Shaking his thoughts, “It actually is just that. I’m scared, I’m scared of what people are going to say when they find out I’m really a faggot.” It feels so strange to be honest with this woman he just met, but who else is he going to tell? </p><p>She didn’t even flinch at his use of the slur, “And who exactly are you scared of thinking that?”</p><p>“I don’t know. Just people.”</p><p>“Now Jacob, you have to be more specific than that.” She’s leaning forward in her chair now, really looking at him as if the answer is on his face.</p><p>He has to swallow the lump he didn’t realize was forming in his throat, “My parents I guess.” It was true, he put them through so much with the trial, the information coming to light that he was being bullied and being called a faggot was not something his dad handled very well. It upset him, and how would he feel if he found those accusations were all true?  </p><p>“Now Jacob, it seems like your parents love you very much. Please tell me one logical reason that you think they’d judge for the gender of your soulmate? They know you have no choice when it comes to that.” Yeah, of course, it sounds all simple when she says it. </p><p>“He just wouldn’t want a faggot for a son, I just know.” His annoyance seeps into his tone, but he doesn’t really care.</p><p>“So your concern is only for what your father thinks of you?”</p><p>Dammit.</p><p>He chooses to stay silent and finds great interest in the motivation pictures behind her graying head, avoiding eye contact. </p><p>“Jacob.”</p><p>She even has the stupid ironic poster of a cat hanging in a tree, of fucking course.</p><p>“Jacob!” </p><p>Okay that startles him. His attention is back to her, who despite her small outburst, is still composed. She’s still looking at him expectantly, still waiting on her answer.</p><p>“I’m not sure how he’s going to react. I, I, already put him through so much with the trial. I don’t want to risk disappointing him more.” Damn her and her ability to get him to speak. </p><p>“Well, in my professional opinion, I don’t believe he’ll be disappointed in you Jacob. In fact, these experiences you’re facing with your soulmate, they make you human. And with your history, I believe he’ll actually be proud. It’s at least worth a conversation don’t you think?” </p><p>Jacob’s thankful when she doesn’t bring up his mom. And annoyed she’s making valid points.</p><p>“Yeah, I guess.” Maybe telling his dad won’t be the worst thing. </p><p>—————————————————————</p><p>Despite what his therapist and him talked about, Jacob can’t bring himself to tell his dad when his calls that night.</p><p>Instead, he lies and gives him what sounds like a basic rundown of his school days. (Even though he’s yet to complete one, Miles was right, the teachers didn’t care and didn’t report him missing.)</p><p>Once he was off the phone with his dad, Miles had texted him telling him to come eat lunch with him and his group of friends tomorrow. He barely managed to type out ‘okay’ before he passed out against his pillow. Emotions are too exhausting. </p><p>—————————————————————</p><p>The first two classes of the day pass by quickly, the chill of anxiety creeping up on him as he walks towards the lunchroom.</p><p>He was so tired last night he didn’t even think of exactly how Miles had gotten his number. When he texted and asked this morning, Miles had clarified that Freddy had given him Jacob’s number. Neither of them were too sure how Freddy had Jacob’s number in the first place. Miles and him also agreed to just play it off like they were first meeting each other. Miles had told Jacob that they don’t have to tell anyone about their soulmate connection until he was ready. If he was ever ready. Jacob was thankful for that even though he knew it was killing Miles.</p><p>After making his way through the lunch line (going to a private school did have its perks, they were serving some sort of fancy soup and salad), he slowly made his way to their lunch table. </p><p>The table seemed to be engrossed in their own discussion, Will practically shouting at Aiden over what sounded like a video game. Syd and Jane are sitting next together and he can tell they’re holding hands under the table, something he smiles at. Richie and Freddy on the other hand are much more open with their affection, Richie basically having dragged Freddy into his lap, Richie’s chin tucked over Freddy’s shoulder as he yells with Will at Aiden. </p><p>Miles is sitting next to Aiden, the seat on his other side vacant. He of course, is the first one to notice Jacob approaching. He immediately smiles up at him and Jacob can feel a blush rising in his cheeks.</p><p>Before he can say anything, Aiden has also noticed his arrival.</p><p>“What the fuck man?”</p><p>Jacob’s eyes immediately snap over to him, worried that for some reason there’s about to be some confrontation. He has done anything wrong against Aiden, so why would he be angry with him? It seems like Jacob can manage just to piss people just by existing though.</p><p>The anxiety is back and it doesn’t help that everyone at the table is looking at him now.</p><p>Jacob is staring at Aiden, expecting him to cuss him out. Instead he’s surprised when Aiden says, “When you fuckers had said you guys found my doppleganger, I didn’t think you actually fucking meant it.” </p><p>The table breaks out laughing and Jacob feels a little at ease. </p><p>“Oh please! You guys just as much the same as me and Miles do!” Richie playfully directs at Jacob, missing Miles’s pointed glare in his direction. </p><p>“But you guys do look alike!”</p><p>“Shut up Will.” It’s the first time Miles has spoken. It’s directed at Will but his eyes are solely on for Jacob.</p><p>“Miles be nice to Will, he’s fragile.” Will makes a squawk at Jane’s comment, to which she ignores before continuing, “Come sit down Jacob. Come meet Miles and Aiden.” Jane is smiling at him and he’s appreciative for her kindness.</p><p>He takes his seat in the only empty chair, which was next to Miles. Who is very obviously trying to hide his smirk, and failing.</p><p>“This is Miles, and the asshole that looks like you is Aiden,” Jane supplies, still smiling.</p><p>Aiden doesn’t hear her comment as he, Richie, Will, and Syd are back in a very heated discussion over COD. </p><p>Essentially being forced to look at Miles now, he looks up at him, muttering out a “Hello.”</p><p>Miles for his part is looking at him with a pointed tooth smirk. “Hey Jacob.”</p><p>A blush quickly heats up his face, something Jane doesn’t notice before she joins the other’s conversation (taking her girlfriend’s side of course) and neither of them see Freddy’s knowing look. The information that Richie and Freddy know of their predicament momentarily slipping his mind. </p><p>When the other’s attention is finally off of them, Miles talks to him with a hushed voice laced with curiosity, “where’s my hoodie?”</p><p>The blush that barely has dissipated comes back in full force, being reminded that he slept in it last night. It was too comforting for him to take it off last night, the smell of Miles lulling him to sleep. Not that he’s going to admit it.</p><p>“It’s in my dorm room.”</p><p>“Cool, maybe I can come get it after classes? If you’re up to it, maybe we can even hang out a little?” Miles seems confident, the way he’s smirking, but his eyes seem anxious. Like he’s afraid Jacob is going to reject his proposal for hanging out. Not that Jacob has done anything to prove him otherwise. </p><p>This breaks his heart a little. “Yeah, that sounds cool.”</p><p>Miles is confidently smiling at him now, before his brows furrow. He nudges Jacob’s tray towards him, “Make sure you eat okay?”</p><p>God will the blush on his face ever fucking leave?</p><p>Jacob nods and is about to take his first bite of salad before Aiden’s voice cuts him off, “Hey handsome look alike, you coming over to Freddy’s tonight for COD? We can do a battle of the dopplegangers!” </p><p>“Me and Miles and would obviously win dumbass!” Richie argues. </p><p>“Yeah okay sure Tozier.” Aiden bites back. He’s looking back at Jacob expectantly.</p><p>Miles speaks for him, “I already told Jacob that I’d help him catch up on classes after school.” He’s looking at Jacob, “Coming halfway through the year sucks ass doesn’t it?”</p><p>Bless Miles.</p><p>“Yeah it sorta does,” he nods his head in agreement. To which Aiden groans, frustrated.</p><p>“Fine whatever. Didn’t know you two were already so close. Are we still meeting up to smoke later tonight?”</p><p>“Yeah asshole. If Richie doesn’t smoke it all before we get there.”</p><p>Richie is dragged out of the conversation he was having with others when he hears that, “Hey! Syd helped! Don’t completely blame the trashmouth!”</p><p>Freddy chuckles as he kisses Richie’s cheek, Syd shrugging her shoulders completely guiltless. This group of friends seems so strange, and Jacob already sorta feels like he belongs here. They’re all outcasts, just like him.</p><p>Freddy speaks next, sending the group into another roar of laughter, “Okay guys leave Rich alone. Besides, is no one going to address the words ‘Mike’s property’ written across Will’s arm?”</p><p>Will squeals and hurries to cover his arm, causing all hell to break loose at their table.</p><p><b>A/N: </b>

Okay the lunch room scene killed me to write and that&rsquo;s why this update took forever whoops. Also because this is my least popular series.

</p>
Tags: miles fairchild x jacob barber, jacob barber x miles fairchild, jacob barber, miles fairchild, The Turning, Defending Jacob
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<blockquote><p>this is a stenbrough commission I wrote for <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m30VA2XQRR-i624ouxj120g">@angrysimplist</a> !! thank you so much for commissioning me!!</p>
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<p>Bill Denbrough had always been a zero or one hundred kind of guy. He was either super mellow and in his head, or he was so intense it could make even his closest friends shut their mouths. Whether he was off in some other world or focused on one person, whatever held his focus had all of his attention. </p>
<p>This week, he’d been a little too in his head, inattentive. He’d been busy, and he’d had some new story ideas, which kept his attention off of his boyfriend for far longer than Stan could handle. To make matters worse, they had agreed to spend their Friday night at a bar with their friends when all Stan wanted was to get Bill alone, to get his tunnel vision back on him. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/624363237376393216/tunnel-vision" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p></blockquote>


<p>I had this commissioned (angrysimplist is my side blog) and I just have to say thank you so much for writing this ! It’s everything I could’ve wanted and more 🥺</p>
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Round three is here and this one is extra sad, I’m sorry! As always a reminder, Stan is nonbinary in my Poly!Losers Universe

</p><!-- more --><ul><li>The house is quieter without the Trashmouth making them laugh</li><li>The bed is a little colder with out their Haystack keeping them warm</li><li>The remaining losers grow closer and visit their two loved ones out under the oak tree pretty often</li><li>Bev is strong for her boys, even though she’s facing a battle of her own</li><li>She got the news three months before Richie passed, but kept it to herself because of everything that was going on</li><li>She has dementia</li><li>She kinda figured it was coming, her grandmother had it and it’s genetic </li><li>And being in her late fifties, that’s typically when people get it</li><li>She knows the other losers need to know, but they just lost Richie, and she doesn’t want to break their hearts even more</li><li>Eddie figures it out though</li><li>Even in his grieving, he notices all the tell tale signs of dementia in Bev, and how she’s been more closed off than usual</li><li>He doesn’t approach her about it, let’s her tell them on her own, and when she tells them about her diagnoses six months after losing Richie, he’s the first one to hug her</li><li> Bill is <i>angry</i> </li><li> Not at Bev, but how he’s losing his family members and he’s absolutely helpless against it</li><li>Bev kisses him and calms him down, which he does because she needs him right now</li><li>They all help Bev with memory tricks and all four boys stay up all night doing research</li><li>It reminds them of when the seven of them would stay up in the library studying all night for college, they all feel pained at the memory</li><li>Eddie, like he was with Richie, is in charge of Bev’s medication, even trying some herbal options he heard helps with the brain</li><li>Bill and Mike are the two she goes to when she can’t remember a memory clearly, those two always help her remember</li><li>Stan is the most help, they create memory games for Bev to play, since she always likes a challenge</li><li>All these things help, but she still gradually gets worse</li><li>She’s helping Mike with the chickens one day, and the hen she always favored named Dixie, who Bill named, she cries when she realizes she can’t remember her name at all</li><li>Mike holds her</li><li> A few months later, their daughter comes over, and Bev has to ask Stan who she is, she didn’t remember who own daughter</li><li>She never forgets the losers though, old memories yes, but never them</li><li>Not even Ben and Richie </li><li><strike>It’s almost as if it’s some supernatural force</strike></li><li>Two years after her diagnoses, she’s laying in bed between Mike and Eddie, whispering to herself</li><li>She saying she can hear Ben and Richie calling to her</li><li>Mike and Eddie share look before Eddie gets up to get Bill and Stan, who were still in the living room</li><li>That night, curled up in bed with them, Bev passes away</li><li>Bev is put to rest with Ben and Richie under the oak tree, finally getting to see Haystack and Trashmouth again</li><li>The remaining loser’s hearts hurt, but thankfully they’d have an eight year break before they lost another loser</li></ul><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> 

Who’s gonna be next?? If anyone wants to write an actual story based on these I’d love you forever, but if you take ideas from this please give creds ! More to come

</p>
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Body: <p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23408833/chapters/61474045">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/622756069189517312/bite-chp-6">Chapter 6</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/626859233749729280/bite-chp-8">Chapter 8</a></p><p><b>Warnings:</b> Mentions of toxic masculinity and a very very brief instance of learned abuse behavior from a victim</p><p><b>A/N: </b>This is not beta read, but I’m actually quite happy with how this turned out</p><!-- more --><p>A month has passed since the incident with Stanley’s father. Who doesn’t even acknowledge his existence when he is home, not that Stanley cares.</p><p>Syd knows about Jacob now, and by proxy Dina does too. Neither of them agree and they both think Stan is just going to get his heart broken. Stanley doesn’t care about that either. He tries to hang out with them more now though, tries to be a better friend and not ignore them, like he has been.</p><p>Immediately after the confrontation with his father, Jacob was acting different. He was almost acting <i>boyfriend-like </i>towards Stan. He was so delicate with him after, soft kisses and whisper assurances that Stan was pretty, that he was <i>good.</i></p><p>It was a complete one eighty from how he had been acting towards Stanley, and Stanley basked in his attention. Even if it was still behind closed doors, Stanley could live with that. Their relationship was evolving, they were becoming more. Jacob was actually starting to open up to him, they were having actual conversations!</p><p>About two weeks after Jacob was over and they were smoking, Stanley’s dad wasn’t there, back on the road again. They were both pretty high, laying on the floor staring up at the ceiling, sweet comfortable silence.</p><p>It was Jacob that broke the silence surprisingly, “My dad is making me join the lacrosse team again this year.”</p><p>Jacob hardly ever talks about his family, except when he talks about how annoying Meg is. Stan disagrees with that. From what he can piece together, Jacob’s relationship with his parents, especially his dad, is not super ideal. </p><p>“Running around with a bunch of sweaty guys, sounds like a fun time.” He doesn’t personally see what the big deal is, it’s just lacrosse. He knows Jacob has played since middle school, he pays attention when Jacob talks.</p><p>“That’s not the point.” </p><p>Jacob still can’t tell when Stanley is being sarcastic. Propping himself up on his elbow, Stanley looks down at Jacob, who is staring up intently at the ceiling, eyebrows furrowed. His emerald eyes hold so much emotion, and it was in that moment that Stanley could tell that Jacob was trying to communicate, it just wasn’t as easy for Jacob as it was for Stan.</p><p>He really wants to run his fingers through Jacob’s hair, whisper reassurances to him like he does for Stan, but even now that would be crossing a line. Jacob still isn’t good at receiving affection. </p><p>“Then what is it? Do you not want to play anymore? I thought you enjoyed it?”</p><p>Jacob looks over at Stan suddenly, seeming to study his face. He gently grabs his chin and pulls him down for a sweet kiss. Stan is still trying to get used to this, these kisses are a lot different then the possessive ones Jacob used to give him. Although, these still feel like Jacob is claiming him, just softer.</p><p>When he pulls back he speaks, “He wants me to be more of a <i>man</i>. I think he thinks I’m turning into some sort of sissy boy. I feel like I have to use a game I used to love just to prove to him I’m not a wimp.” The word <i>gay</i> burns in the air and they both know it.</p><p>“You shouldn’t let him make you not enjoy things. Besides, fuck him and his toxic idea of masculinity.” Stan can’t believe Jacob’s dad was trying to make him not feel <i>man enough</i>. </p><p>Jacob looks at him a moment longer before laying his head back down to continue brewing up at the ceiling. “I don’t know. I know I’m not some fucking sissy boy, but he seems to think so. He thinks Miles is a bad influence on me.”</p><p>Miles? That’s right, he came out as gay recently. Stan would be lying if he said he wasn’t a little scared that Jacob was going to leave him for Miles, they were best friends after all. It’s reasonable to think that maybe Jacob harbored a crush on the scary looking teen at one point, not that Stan could ever ask Jacob this. That would be speaking the unspoken truth, that Jacob was gay, and that was one like Stan dared not cross. </p><p>“Yeah well you’re dad should know that Miles is way out of your league anyways. I mean have you seen him and his cheekbones? As if you could ever land someone as hot as that.” He jokes instead. </p><p>It was a risky joke but it seems to pay off as Jacob laughs. “Yeah well, I’m pretty content right now anyways. Also Miles is too high maintenance for me to deal with.”</p><p>Stanley doesn’t have a comeback, Jacob just admitted that he’s ‘content’ with Stanley which is as good enough as love confession. Wait a second, love? Stanley feels so fucking screwed.</p><p>“Yeah you just wish you could get a Miles,” he replies. He’s thankful Jacob isn’t looking at him, the smile on his face is too big and dumb probably.</p><p>“Totally Stanley.”</p><p>That was two weeks ago, and a few days after Jacob pretty much just disappeared.</p><p>He wasn’t at the last two parties, and he hasn’t showed up on Stanley’s doorstep randomly like he has before. There was no new posting to his social media, which was the most unusual thing about all of this, and all of Stan’s texts went unanswered. He thought about just showing up to his house to make sure he didn’t die or something, but the idea of one of Jacob’s parents answering the door deterred him from that idea.</p><p>He would go to Syd and Dina but he really doesn’t want to deal with their “I told you so’s.”</p><p>Thankfully, Meg was supposed to be hanging out with him today and he was practically chomping at the bits, hoping to find out any information on Jacob. Where the fuck did he go?</p><p>The moment Meg showed up at his house, he had her in the basement with a lit joint in her hand. Maybe if she was high, she wouldn’t think too much about Stan asking questions about her ‘nazi’ cousin. </p><p>Turns out, Stan didn’t even have to ask as Meg was ranting about Jacob the moment she had a high running through her veins.</p><p>“You won’t believe what that alt-right troll has been doing! He finally started dating that little goody two shoes Lexie and Stanley the noises! <i>The noises!</i> That comes out his room when she’s over! It’s obvious what they’re doing, but his parents don’t seem to fucking care. They’re not the ones who have to share a wall with him!” She proceeds to a very bad exaggerated imitation of moaning, “Oh Jacob! Yes! Tell me more about fascism!”</p><p>Girlfriend.</p><p>The word is burning in his mind and Stan feels like he’s going to puke. That’s why Jacob was fucking ignoring him? To play pretend as some girl&rsquo;s boyfriend? He would be heartbroken but instead he’s just angry. What? Jacob all a sudden wants to be the perfect son? What the fuck was Stanley even to him? Why does everyone he cares for never love him back? He becomes even angrier when the stupid L-word makes a reappearance in his mind. </p><p>Meg must sense his anger, “You good Stan?” She offers the almost finished joint out to him, “Need another hit?”</p><p>He takes the joint from her, immediately taking a hit, “Yeah I’m fine.”</p><p>“Okay dude.” Stanley ignores the look she’s giving him, like she’s starting to figure something out she doesn’t need to know.</p><p>The next time he sees Jacob, Stanley is not okay.</p><p>He’s not okay at all.</p><p>It’s at the next party, Bradley’s party. He showed up late because his stupid car had a flat tire, and his signature baby blue blazer that gives him all his confidence got stained so he’s just in a stupid T-shirt.</p><p>When he finally stumbles through the door at the party, he’s annoyed to see that his usual spot on the couch is filled with a bunch of private school jocks. So he goes in search of another place to sit down, only to come across a sight that shatters his heart.</p><p>He’s made it back to the staircase where there’s a bunch of teenagers sloppily making out, and among them is fucking Jacob and his ‘girlfriend’ Lexie. She’s got him pressed against the wall and looks like she’s having the time of her life kissing Jacob, running her hands up his arms, very obviously trying to get her tongue in his mouth. And Jacob? He’s just kinda standing there like a dead doornail, his hands resting on her sides, as if he’s resisting the urge to shove her away. He also has his fucking eyes wide open so of course he sees Stanley the moment he’s in view.</p><p>They hold awkward eye contact for a moment, Lexie happily licking away at Jacob’s lips, oblivious. Tears are in his eyes and they start to spill over as he shoves his way through the horny crowd of teens up the steps.</p><p>Running down the hall, he flings himself into the first empty bedroom he sees, thanking the benevolent forces in the universe it’s empty. Closing the door, he tells himself that he is not about to cry at Bradley fucking Lewis’s party. That being said, he’s leaning against the door, silent tears rolling down his face. He feels so fucking stupid, why is he even upset? It’s not Jacob was his boyfriend, it’s not like he just caught Jacob cheating on him. It sure feels like Jacob is cheating on him though if the ache in his chest is any indication. </p><p>There’s gentle knocking at the door, and he knows it’s Jacob.</p><p>“Go away,” He manages to croak out.</p><p>“Come on Stanley, open the door.”</p><p>“No! Go back to <i>Lexie!</i> ” He does mean to spit out her name like that, like it’s venom, but it just comes out that way. </p><p>“Stanley open the door. Now.” He sounds mad, what the hell does he have to be annoyed about?</p><p>Still sniffling, Stanley opens the door. Jacob has a stern look on his face that crumbles the moment he sees Stanley’s red rimmed eyes. He walks into the room and closes the door, looking like he’s at a loss for words.</p><p>So Stanley speaks instead, “What do you want? Just go back to Lexie. You had no trouble ignoring me for two weeks for her.”</p><p>“Cut the crap. She’s not who I want and you know that.”</p><p>“Then why are you with her?!” He should probably keep his voice down but he doesn’t care. For all he knows Lexie could be listening right outside the door.</p><p>“Stanley my dad accused me being gay! I had to do something, he would’ve kicked me out! Dating Lexie was the only choice I had!” Jacob has never yelled at him before and Stanley shrinks back on himself, away from Jacob.</p><p>Even if that’s the reason, it doesn’t lessen the hurt. Jacob ignored Stanley and that <i>hurt</i>. Seeing him kissing Lexie <i>hurt</i>. Stanley automatically braces himself for the blow that is sure to come, ready for the punch. That’s what happens after people yell, they punch.</p><p>Instead of the blunt force of knuckles across his face, fingers grip around his wrist and he’s being dragged into Jacob’s arms. Jacob is hugging him?</p><p>“I don’t want to lose you because of this.” </p><p>Stanley is crying and he’s getting tears and snot into Jacob’s cashmere sweater, who doesn’t seem to care. “I’m, I’m not yours to lose.”</p><p>Jacob pulls Stanley back so that he can look him in the eyes, hazel meets emerald, and Jacob looks ashamed. “Stanley please,” Jacob pleads.</p><p>“Jacob…” </p><p>When Jacob kisses him, he resists the urge to push him away. The fact that Jacob’s lips taste like cherry lip gloss serves as a reminder that he was just kissing that girl, and almost enough to make Stanley shove him away. But if he does that, there will be no coming back. That’ll be it, they won’t come back from that. No matter how hurt he is, he still doesn’t want to lose him.</p><p>So instead, Stanley kisses him back. His tear-tracked cheeks press up against Jacobs who he realizes has his own set of tears. Jacob sighs into the kiss when he realizes Stanley is kissing him back.</p><p>Jacob breaks the kiss, “Look this won’t be easy, I’m not going to lie. But Stanley please, <i>please</i>, bare with me. I won’t go away again, I promise.”</p><p>Stanley should say no, he should walk away. This will only result in heartbreak. Although he’s known that from the very beginning hasn’t he? That didn’t stop him before. </p><p>“Okay. Okay Jacob. I believe you.”</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> 
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Body: <p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23801731/chapters/61213615">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/622786189953531904/scandalous-chp-3">Chapter 3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/634004921224740864/scandalous-chp-5">Chapter 5</a></p><p><b>Warnings:</b> NSFW, and S word used like once, basically plot and porn</p><p><b>A/N: </b>Not beta read this time</p><!-- more --><p>“But <i>Billllll</i> she’s really cute and I think you should give her a chance. Have I ever steered you wrong before?”</p><p>“Yes, I duh-dated you.”</p><p>Beverly then proceeds to (understandably) hit him upside the head. “Because we worked through all our issues, and you’re my best friend now; I’m going to pretend you didn’t just say that.” She pulls her phone out of her back pocket, presumably to show him pictures of the person of the week she’s decided Bill would be good with.</p><p>“Look at her! Her name is Audra, and you can be on a date with her tonight! I’ve told her all about you and she’s <i>interested.</i>” She says as she thrusts her phone is his face, forcing him to look.</p><p><i>Audra </i>was, admittedly, pretty. Dark brown hair, tan skin, golden eyes, Bill wasn’t blind. Slumping back in the booth, his annual midweek brunch with Bev has yet again turned into a ‘Let’s get Bill a date!’ game. “O-okay. Give me her nuh-number. I can’t go on a d-duh-date tonight but maybe I’ll text her.” He’s got to relent to some extent, Bev is really insistent when she sets her mind to something. Taking his phone out he passes it to Beverly, who excitedly takes it from him.</p><p>Bev tried (and failed) to conceal her excitement as she made a contact for Audra on his phone. Passing it back to him, her face turns into a look of curiosity, “What’s got you all tied up tonight Big Bill?”</p><p>“I’m guh-getting extra help from Pr-Professor Uris on his cal pr-project.” He was most definitely not getting help from his professor tonight, if anything, he’d be the one<i> helping.</i> Bev didn’t need to know that. Or the fact that Audra’s number is going to die in his phone.</p><p>“For someone so bad at math, you’re such a teacher’s pet.”</p><p>“You have h-him too, you know how hard his club-class is. And I am not a tuh-teachers pet!” Bill averts his eyes from Bev, focusing on drawing shapes in the leftover syrup from his pancakes with his fork.</p><p>“Mhm, be careful Bill, or his husband Peter may think you’re his side piece or something,” She jokes, (if she only knew) brightly smiling. Meanwhile Bill’s blood runs cold.</p><p>“How do you know h-his husband’s nuh-name?” The question comes out more accusatory than he means to and Bev looks immediately taken back. His face softens, “It’s just a l-little weird that you kn-know that.”</p><p>She regains her composure, “Yeah well, Professor Richie (who Bill knows is her music theory professor and <i>insists </i>on going by his first name) is a blabber mouth. He’s always talking about <i>Stan</i> and his husband Peter. Why does it matter so much to you anyways?”</p><p>Bill remains silent, he’s too jealous to reply. He knows he shouldn’t feel jealous, in fact it’s absurd for him to even feel that way. He knows that Prof-<i>Stan</i> is married, but that doesn’t make the fact that now he knows his husband’s name any easier to stomach. He’s the unknown homewrecker, the one being cheated with, not on. Still, he is a selfish young adult, he wants Stan all to himself.</p><p>Bev breaks him from his thoughts, “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you have a crush on him,” she says with a smug smile over her cup of coffee.</p><p>He can only huff out a “Shut up B-Bev.”</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&ndash;</p><p>He’s still trying to shake off the cold feeling of jealousy in the pit of his stomach when he’s opening the door to Stan’s office that evening. He’s the one have sex with Stan tonight, not Peter. Probably.</p><p>Though he’s disappointed when he opens the door to see Stan at his desk, piles of paper meticulously placed in stacks, Stan obviously in the middle of grading papers. He doesn’t even seem to hear Bill enter the room.</p><p>Sighing, Bill sets his bag down by the door. It’s later in the evening so no students will be coming by. Stan still doesn’t hear Bill even when he walks up behind him, too busy making angry red marks across a paper. Leaning down, Bill starts to lightly kiss to up Stan’s neck, muttering out a hello.</p><p>“Bill? I thought I texted you not tonight. Fuck, must’ve slipped my mind,” Despite his words, Stan runs a hand through his curls and leans his head back, giving Bill more access to his neck.</p><p>“Well I’m huh-here now,” He nips lightly at Stan’s ear, causing his breath to hitch.</p><p>“Billy I’m running behind on grading these papers. I really can’t tonight.”</p><p>Bill is not deterred, he can always change Stan’s mind. Starting to massage Stan’s shoulders, which are quite tense, “Wh-what did I make?”</p><p>Stan huffs out a laugh, “I gave you seventy three. I had to go back and correct some of your answers. You need to at least make it look like you’re attempting in this class.”</p><p>“Why would I do th-that? You always huh-help me out, let me return the f-f-favor.”</p><p>Bill yelps as Stan spins around in his chair suddenly and pulls Bill down on him. He scrambles awkwardly for a minute till he’s finally straddling Stan’s lap.</p><p>“Now Bill what did I just say?” He runs a hand through Bill’s hair and down his neck, giving it a quick, brief, squeeze before letting it rest against the growing tent in his  pants.</p><p>“Th-that you’re ruh-running behind on gr-grading p-p-p-p-” Fuck, his stutter always get worse when he’s turned on.</p><p>“Come on, spit it out Billy,” Stan says with a squeeze of his hand.</p><p>“That you’re running be-behind on grading p-p-p-papers.” His hips push themselves closer of their own volition into Stan’s hand, his cock already starting to throb with how hard it is.</p><p>“That’s right. And now you just had to get me all riled up,” for emphasize Stan grinds his hips up so that Bill can feel how hard he is along the curve of his ass, “Now I still have to grade them Billy, the question is, can you be a good boy?”</p><p>“Yuh-yuh-yes sir! I can be g-g-g-g-good!” God, if Stan doesn’t stick something anywhere in Bill, he feels like he might just explode. </p><p>“Good, now go prep yourself for me.” With that, Stan is guiding Bill to get off his lap.</p><p>Bill practically dashes (God, he’s so desperate for it) to his bag on the floor, pulling out lube and a condom. When he turns around, he is annoyed to see Stan yet again back at his desk grading papers. What the hell? He’s supposed to be done grading papers and putting his dick in Bill. <i>Now.</i></p><p>He can’t even find it in himself to be embarrassed when he whines out, trying to recapture Stan’s attention. Who doesn’t even look up when he responds, “I told you to prep yourself Billy.”</p><p>Oh yeah, Bill forgot about that. Him and Stan have done a lot, <i>a lot</i> of things, but something about tonight feels new. Almost hesitantly Bill removes his pants and underwear, toeing off his tennis shoes. Stan still doesn’t look at him. Huffing, Bill continues to remove his shirt, now standing completely naked as he squirts some lube onto his fingers, warming it up. </p><p>Once warmed up to his satisfaction, Bill reaches behind to circle his hole with his middle finger. Normally he would tease himself, make a show of it. He’s touched himself plenty of times in front of Stan before, but this time Stan isn’t even looking at him. Also he’s too fucking horny just tease himself so he has no complaints when he plunges the first finger in all the way to his knuckle, biting his other hand to muffle his moans. </p><p>Starting to slowly finger himself, not taking very long before his pointer finger is joining inside him, he starts to get annoyed. Annoyed because here he is trying to be sexy and moan as loud as he dares, and Stan still won’t fucking look at him. And annoyed because he knows how to finger himself, but Stan always does it way better. God, that man has ruined his sex life forever. </p><p>When he starts to scissor his fingers he gets lost in the feeling, closing his eyes, thinking about the fact he’s preparing for something much more enjoyable. The third finger goes with no resists and at that point Bill is fucking his fingers in and out of him.</p><p>“Such a slut aren’t you Billy?”</p><p>His eyes snap open to look at Stan, who’s staring at Bill like he’s the most delicious thing he’s ever seen. Bill can feel his body blushing when he notices Stan palming himself over his khakis.</p><p>“Come here.”</p><p>Bill doesn’t hesitate, eagerly rolling the condom on Stan’s cock once he frees it, Stan’s underwear and khakis being pushed down to his mid thigh. He’s reading to straddle him again like before, when Stan suddenly takes charge and turns Bill around, pulling him down on his cock, Bill’s back to his chest.</p><p>The stretch feels so painfully good and Bill’s in complete bliss, feeling so<i> full .</i> He’s waiting for Stan to start pounding into him like he usually does, he never leaves Bill waiting. But, then a few moments pass, and nothing, nothing happens. Bill’s just resting on Stan’s cock, which is nuzzled right up his prostate.</p><p>Frustrated, Bill starts trying to grind on him, each wiggle of his hips causing Stan’s dick to jab his prostate sending jolts of pleasure through his body. Stan is quick to stop him though, gripping his hips hard.</p><p>“I thought you said you were going to be a good boy Billy?” Stan runs a hand through Bill’s hair, which was starting to become damp with sweat.</p><p>“I-I-I-I-I am?” Bill thinks he is, but he doesn’t really know what Stan wants from him. This is new territory.</p><p>Stan smacks Bill’s thigh, causing him to yelp. “No you’re not. Good boys sit still and be a good cock warmer while their professor finishes his work.”</p><p>Oh , that’s what they’re doing.</p><p>“I’m sorry s-s-sir, I’ll be guh-guh-good.”</p><p>“I know you will Billy, or you won’t cum.” That’s exactly what Bill doesn’t want, and he whimpers at the idea of it. He can be good, he can stay speared open on Stan’s thick cock while he finishes his work.</p><p>The task proves to be more difficult when Stan starts back to grading, leaning over him to access the papers. Bill desperately wills himself to stay still, to be good for Stan. But his cock so achingly close to where Bill wants him, and everytime Stan minutely rolls his hips, which has to be on purpose mind you, and makes Bill want more than anything to grind back on him.</p><p>No, Bill can be a good boy. He will get to cum. </p><p>What feels like hours pass by, in reality it’s only ten minutes, but Bill is <i>dying</i>. His whole body is sweating, his cock is <i>throbbing </i>with the need to release, and at this point he’s nothing but an incoherent whimpering mess. </p><p>But he hasn’t moved, he’s still a good boy.</p><p>Stan must be getting fed up himself, as he’s angrily marking the papers now, seeming in a rush to finish. Finally the last paper is graded, Bill sees it’s a sixty nine hilariously enough, and Stan is finally fucking him. </p><p>He grabs Bill’s thighs and lifts just enough so he’s ramming into Bill’s prostate each time, and fuck, this is going to be over too quickly. Bill is letting out little “ <i>Uh uh uh uh’s </i>” as Stan grunts in his ear. He can faintly make out utterances of “Such a good boy”.</p><p>Bill cums first of course, his body finally giving in to the pleasure, his orgasm cresting over him in pure bliss. His cum shoots onto his thighs and he feels utterly blissed and fucked out. </p><p>When he tightened around Stan, that seemed to make him cum as as well, because when Bill finally comes out his post orgasm bliss, Stan is leaning back in the chair, panting. </p><p>Neither of them make any move to move from their spot, Bill falling back against Stan with him still inside of him.</p><p>They sit there for a minute, regaining their composure. Stan kisses Bill’s forehead before he climbs off Stan, grimacing at the sudden loss of him.</p><p>Bill pulls his clothes on, thankful they used a condom tonight so he doesn’t have to walk back to his dorm with cum dripping out of him. <i>Again</i>.  </p><p>Stan ties off the condom and picks up the wrapper, sticking them both in a styrofoam cup that must’ve contained his coffee earlier, before throwing away the incriminating evidence. It’s only then that Bill notices Stan was still wearing his wedding ring. <i>Huh</i>. </p><p>He’ll think about the significance of that some other time, right now he still feels great from his orgasm.</p><p>Stan is still standing as he walks over and wraps his arms around his neck. He smiles to himself when Stan is quick to reciprocate his hug, pulling Bill closer to him.</p><p>“You did so good Billy, you’re always so good for me.” Stan punctuates his praises with kisses to Bill’s face.</p><p>Bill laughs, “You muh-made me w-w-work for it enough.”</p><p>“Still so good for me.” With that Stan kisses Bill.</p><p>The kiss is simple and sweet and Bill sighs into it as he runs his hands through Stan’s hair.</p><p>Neither of them hear Stan’s office door open.</p><p>Stan hears the intruder first, jumping away from Bill like he’s suddenly hot to the touch. Bill looks at Stan confused, only to see his attention isn’t on Bill.</p><p>It’s on Professor Blum who’s standing by the door looking like she may pass out.</p><p>Bill feels like he’s going to be sick.</p><p>“Patty I didn’t kno-”</p><p>“Just be quite Stanley.” Professor Blum has regained some of her composure and is glaring daggers at Stan’s head. This can’t be happening, Bill can’t lose Stan.</p><p>What’s going to happen now? Does Bill get expelled? Does Stan lose his job? Does she think Stan forced Bill? All she saw was a kiss but they both still look kind of disheveled and a college professor won’t have any problems guessing what they were just doing. Fuck.</p><p>Bill opens his mouth, to say what he’s not sure, but Professor Blum cuts off him before he has a chance.</p><p>“You. You need to leave. Now.” She’s not glaring at Bill like she was Stan, but the look she’s giving him definitely tells him not to question her right now.</p><p>Hopelessly Bill chances a look at Stan, who looks like he can’t believe this is happening right now. Bill can’t believe it either. Stan isn’t looking at Bill still, he’s currently locked in a staring contest with Professor Blum and Bill can practically see the unspoken words bouncing between them.</p><p>Defeatedly Bill grabs his bag from the floor, shuffling out the room. He can feel tears welling up in his eyes, and can’t look back at Stan as he runs through the door, dry sobs escaping his throat. </p>
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Body: <p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/621698051599433728/loserss-club-deaths-17">Part one</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/624226512987717632/loserss-club-deaths-37">Part three</a></p><p><b>A/N:</b> <b></b>Round two is here, who’s gonna go? Warning from last time, even though these are headcanons, they can get pretty angsty. In my Poly!Losers universe, Stan is NB so heads up. Also this one made me cry so uh yeah</p><!-- more --><ul><li>The losers get four years to adapt to Ben’s death <br/></li><li>They learn to happy again</li><li>On their marriage anniversary, they light a candle for Ben and visit him under the oak tree, knowing he’s right there with them</li><li>They have family dinners and no one comments on the seventh empty chair</li><li>They have four years of almost normalness before everything goes to shit again</li><li>It’s Richie</li><li>Richie had always had a terrible cough, but none of them ever thought too much of it</li><li>Even Eddie, he always assumed, like everyone else, Richie’s cough was due to years of smoking cigarettes</li><li>A nasty habit that him and Bev both quit together when Bev got pregnant the first time</li><li>Richie quit with her to help motivate her, and he wanted to quit anyways for their child</li><li>That was over twenty five years ago</li><li>Now his cough had been getting progressively worse, Eddie and Stan both urging him to get it check out</li><li>But Richie just brushed it off, saying he was just getting older</li><li>Eddie and Stan believed him, because besides the cough, Richie seemed to be in perfect health</li><li>That is until he’s doing a show one night and goes into a coughing fit, coughing up blood and passing out right on stage</li><li>Lung cancer; stage four</li><li>They were all in the hospital room when the doctor gave them the news</li><li>Mike and Stan were sitting off to the side, holding each other for comfort</li><li>Bev was curled up in the bed with Richie, and Bill was sitting beside him, holding his hand</li><li>Eddie was practically in the doctor’s face, asking about treatment options</li><li>The other losers didn’t have the heart to tell him to back off</li><li>Chemotherapy was an option, but in reality would just make the remainder of Richie’s life miserable</li><li>Which the doctor estimated to be six months, max</li><li>When the losers got home, Richie was quite</li><li>The jokes had stopped</li><li>They all thought that maybe he’d start drinking again, he didn’t</li><li>He became a husk of his former self</li><li>Richie spent a lot more time out at Ben’s grave, and could be spotted having conversations with him</li><li>A month went by like that, till it was Eddie that snapped</li><li>Richie was laying himself in their Alaskan King Size bed, staring into space when Eddie went off on him</li><li>The other losers were there, they heard Eddie cry about how all this sucks, but that Richie isn’t dead yet so he needs to stop acting like it</li><li>That they need him to be here with them, especially when he won’t make it to the end of the year</li><li>That seems to stir Richie out of his depression, and he starts making an effort to spend his time with his loved ones</li><li>Bev and him watch every raunchy comedy they can find, determined to find the worse one</li><li>They also smoke weed to which Stan and Eddie get mad over</li><li>But Richie is already dying, and weed helps with the pain so they muffle their complaints</li><li>Richie starts helping Mike around the house more, spending more time outside with him and the farm animals</li><li>Richie has always been Mike’s little cooker helper, but he’s even more so now, delighted when most nights Mike is cooking his favorite meals</li><li>Bill takes a break from his writing during these months, and him and Richie do literally anything everything</li><li>Like I mean Richie is scrolling through Instagram and sees someone’s vacation photos from the Grand Canyon and mentions about he’s always wanted to go there; Bill is booking the trip before he can finish talking</li><li>Or there’s some new stupid internet challenge trending Richie wants to try? Bill is right there with him</li><li>With Stan, Richie goes bird watching with them</li><li>That’s something he typically doesn’t do, finds it too boring, but now a days with his aching body, he finds it quite peaceful</li><li>Stan is happy to spend that special time with their lover</li><li>Eddie, Richie just relaxes with Eddie</li><li>Eddie is the one Richie can cry too, and Eddie just holds him</li><li>Sometimes they spend hours wrapped in each others arms, comforting each other</li><li>Richie also makes sure to spend time with his kids and now four grandchildren</li><li>Richie is four months into the six when he’s moved to hospital permanently</li><li>That only lasts a week before his health takes a dramatic decline</li><li>They all seem to know his time is drawing near one night, when the six of them are crammed into his hospital room</li><li>They’re all crying, Richie too, but he’s going on and on about how he’s going to get Ben all to himself, that they should be jealous</li><li>He passed away that night surrounded by five of his great loves</li><li>They bury him next to Ben underneath the oak tree, another piece of their heart buried</li><li>Their house starts to feel a little too big for the five of them</li></ul><p><br/></p><p>A/N: 

 Who’s gonna be next?? If anyone wants to write an actual story based on these I’d love you forever, but if you take ideas from this please give creds ! More to come

</p>
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Body: <p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23801731/chapters/60763579">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/620989204568080384/scandalous-chp-2">Chapter 2</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/623873675051122688/scandalous-chp-4">Chapter 4</a></p><p>A/N: No smut this time ! Actual story development, what ?! But a warning, this chapter does mention infant death&hellip;</p><!-- more --><p>Stanley has always been a reasonable, predictable man. He was always excellent with numbers so it made sense for him to grow up to work them. Originally wanting to be an accountant, he changed his mind and decided to be a calculus professor, finding joy in teaching what he loved. Numbers, like him, are reasonable and predictable.</p><p>When his college sweetheart Peter asked him to marry him after they graduated, it made sense to say yes. Peter and him were good together, at least in the beginning. Peter was charming, and he understood Stan’s peculiar tendencies. He never questioned it when Stan would have an urge to completely scrub out their fridge at one in the morning, in fact he’d stay in the kitchen and keep him company. Peter was good, he was enough.</p><p>They’ve enjoyed fourteen years of solid marriage. Or at least they both pretend it’s solid, when in reality there have been cracks in their foundation for a few years now. Ever since the accident.</p><p>Stan never thought he’d want kids. They were messy, loud, and gross. Everything Stan resented. But Peter wanted kids, he&rsquo;d always wanted to be a father. Stan knew this when he married Peter, but just assumed that Peter would eventually move on from the silly notion of kids.</p><p>Until five years ago when Peter started really pushing for it. They were both thirty four so it wasn’t like they were getting any younger. Peter really liked the idea of surrogacy, even brought home some brochures on it, like it was just some vacation.</p><p>But Peter was good, he knew Stan well. He made a fancy dinner, bought Stan’s favorite expensive wine, and put on the water works about how he wanted to be a father, how he knew Stan would make a great dad too. Who was Stan to say no to that? Maybe if the kid was raised by them, they would turn out <i>neater.</i></p><p>So they picked out a surrogate, a real nice girl named Sarah, donated two semen samples and waited. The idea was for their surrogate to take both samples, that way they wouldn’t know who the biological father was. Not that it mattered much to them anyways.</p><p>Sarah tested positive for pregnancy after just the first time. Peter was thrilled, and Stan himself felt a little giddy. They were going to have a kid, a new adventure in their life. Eddie and Richie had become parents a year before, having adopted a little girl named Myra. Parenthood did them both wonders, who was to say it wouldn’t for Stan?</p><p>One of their four bedrooms in their home was turned into a nursery. They spent a whole evening together painting it yellow, Stan painting birds on the walls. The first time they heard the baby’s heartbeat, it was so unreal. Hearing the heartbeat of a little human they were going to take care of, it almost made Stan cry. Almost. It did make Peter cry.</p><p>They had a gender reveal party. Eddie was the only one who knew the baby&rsquo;s gender, and had cake custom ordered. It was cheesy, but Stan and Peter held hands as they cut into the cake, revealing a pink inside.</p><p>He can still hear Richie over the cheers from their friends, who was holding little Myra, “Looks like you’re getting a little girl cousin to torment sweet pea!” Eddie took Myra from him, and kicked him in the shin, which caused Myra to giggle.</p><p>Everything was going great. Not only were they having a little girl, who they decided to name Eva, their marriage felt renewed. They were back to having regular sex, Peter even letting Stan top occasionally. They were going on dates, and it felt almost like they were back in college again, trying to impress each other.</p><p>They were hosting a dinner with their friends when Peter got the call. Richie was chatting with Patty and Andy, and Eddie was watching fondly as Stan was playing the piano, Myra sitting next to him watching him play in awe. His last thought before Peter came back in the room upset, was that he couldn’t wait to teach his Eva to play.</p><p>The world stopped when Peter came back from that phone call. Their surrogate had lost the baby. Their baby girl who was supposed to be born two weeks from then. There was some complication with the umbilical cord, it got wrapped around her neck and strangled her to death. Their surrogate was too far along, their daughter was born as a stillbirth. They had a funeral for her that same week.</p><p>Nothing was ever the same after that. Their marriage quickly started to crack. By no fault of either party, they just grew apart. The room that was supposed to become a nursery remained untouched. In fact to this day there still boxes of unopened baby items that will never be used just sitting in there. The birds Stan painted still look down into a crib that will never hold a sleeping child. Stan likes to pretend the room doesn’t exist, it’s just too painful of a reminder of what could’ve been.</p><p>Stan has brought up divorce twice since then. In his eyes, there’s no point in them being married. They’re more like roommates now. He can’t even think of the last time they had sex. Every time they kiss, it’s mechanical, like it’s just a learned movement. Their conversations never consist of anything deeper than how the weather is. Peter only texts him when he has to leave for work, which considering he sells medical equipment, is a lot. Each trip seems to take a little longer than the last.</p><p>At the mention of divorce though, Peter is quick to shut it down. So instead they do marriage counseling every Wednesday. And Stan fucks his student.</p><p>He should feel guilty, and on some level he is, but he’s too enamored by Bill to care. The distance between him and Peter is too great to mend, and he finds himself lonely. Honestly he wouldn’t be surprised if he found out Peter had someone on the side as well. And the idea doesn’t even bother him.</p><p>Bill who he knew from the moment he laid eyes on him, that he was special. He was <i>exceptionally</i> bad at math, and his stutter would always get worse when Stan called on him to speak in class.</p><p>He knew Bill was attracted him immediately, the way the boy would blush profusely when Stan leaned over his desk to look at his work, the way he could never quite keep eye contact with his professor, or when Bill always seemed to be the last one leaving his class, giving him a second look over his shoulder as he exited.</p><p>There’s a huff of air that draws Stan out of his thoughts; as he looks down fondly at the aforementioned boy sleeping soundly in his arms. Bill apparently can’t hold his scotch, and only had one thing to say about the variety Stan had him try; yucky. A sentiment towards something he loves he would typically take offense too, but with Bill, he just laughs.</p><p>In Stan’s thinking, he had stopped running his fingers through Bill’s hair, who even in his sleep, had taken offense too. Smiling, he continues. Bill sighs and tries to snuggle closer to him. God, what was this boy doing to him.</p><p>Stan looks over at the nightstand and sees his wedding ring right where he left it. Every time he wears it, it feels like an anchor, tying him down to a dying marriage. The relief he feels when he takes it off, like a plastic bag had been removed from his head, he can breath again. Also, out of guilt. It’s easier to not feel guilty over cheating when he’s not wearing the ring.</p><p>Bill never questioned it. In fact, he never mentions the fact Stan’s married. He guesses he should be alarmed at Bill’s lack of caring about their situation, Stan being his <i>married</i> professor, Bill just a college freshman.</p><p>Stan never meant for it to get this far. If you would’ve told Stan a few months ago that he’d be cheating on his husband with one of his students, he would’ve thought you were crazy. But here he was. He couldn’t help it, Bill was just too delicious.</p><p>Stan had caught Bill smoking weed outside the dorms. He had stayed later than usual, having to grade some tests. His walk back to his car took him right by the male dorms, which Bill was toking up right outside on the steps. This had only been a week into classes starting, and Stan would come to learn that Bill was smoking due to a stressful first week.</p><p>Bill had looked up at him all doe eyed, like he was actually scared Stan was about to reprimand him. Instead Stan simply raised an eyebrow at him, as if to say ‘really?’. Bill simply and very timidly held the joint out to him, offering a hit. He looked so surprised when Stan took him up on that offer.</p><p>Stan was surprised he took him up on the offer, but accounted it to the fact that he was going on two weeks without so much as a kiss from Peter.</p><p>They were both high when Stan kissed him. Bill looked so pretty in the moonlight, and was hanging on to every word Stan was saying, kissing him seemed like the most natural thing in the world.</p><p>Stan didn’t have to second guess his actions for too long before Bill was kissing him back, hungrily. Their kiss was <i>hot,</i> and everything Stan needed. He’d been touch starved for so long, he didn’t realize just how badly he missed the intimacy.</p><p>He had Bill wrapped around his finger from that moment moving forward, and Stan <i>relished</i> in it. What he didn’t like to think about, was that it was the same for Bill. He has just as strong a hold on Stan as Stan has on him. Stan would leave Peter for him in two seconds if he asked. Thankfully he hasn’t and it doesn’t look like he plans on it. Stan has mixed feelings on that.</p><p>What he has with Bill is impulsive and kinda messy, and everything Stan doesn’t do. Maybe that’s why he’s so attracted to it.</p><p>Sleep tugs at his eyes, as he cuddles closer to Bill. Bill sighs in contentment and Stan chooses to ignore the fact that he’s possibly falling in love.</p>
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</p><!-- more --><p>Oh Shit.</p><p>OH SHIT.</p><p>FUCK.</p><p>Those were the only words Stanley was able to process in that moment, he was so fucking screwed.</p><p>“I said what fuck do you think you’re doing boy! I didn’t raise my son be some fairly faggot!” With that Stanley’s dad came bounding down the rest of the stairs, immediately heading towards him, looking absolutely revolted at the sight of his own son.</p><p>Stanley was able to spot Jacob against the opposite wall, now with pants on, watching with an unreadable expression before his dad’s first punch came down across his face. Pain danced in his vision as blood erupted from his nose, soaking his chest.</p><p>Yelping out in pain, his hands immediately went to shield his face, crouching down on himself. He was still embarrassingly naked, feeling completely vulnerable. “Dad, don’t! Let me ex-!”</p><p>He was cut off as his dad kicked in the ribs, he could feel his breath being kicked out of his body. Bruises were sure to blossom soon, and he was a little worried that his dad cracked one his ribs, they were <i>hurting</i>. His dad grabbed onto his curls and yanked him up to make Stanley look him in the eyes. The smell of cigarettes wafted into his face as he held a hand to his nose and his ribs, cowering. Once his dad got going, there was no stopping him. He felt so stupid, his dad wasn’t supposed to be home for another three days he thought.</p><p>His dad raised his fist again, gearing up for another punch. “You sum fucking fag now boy?! Fucking <i>your boyfriend</i> in MY HOUSE?!! You think I’m gonna just let you do that you fuckin-”</p><p>Stanley was dropped on the ground, looking up in disbelief as he watched Jacob shove his father up against the wall, face first, pinning his arms against his back.</p><p>“What the fuck?! Let me go you fucking queer!” His dad struggled in Jacob’s grip, to no avail. Apparently middle age drunkard strength doesn’t hold up against season teenage lacrosse player strength.</p><p>Jacob shot a look over at Stanley, as if to assess his damages. He could’ve sworn Jacob almost looked guilty. Jacob turned his attention back to Stanley’s dad, and Stanley watched the look of maybe guilt be replaced on his face with anger.</p><p>He’s never seen Jacob angry before. Annoyed sure, plenty of times. Actually he typically looked annoyed, but never angry. And Stanley could feel the anger flowing off Jacob in waves right now.</p><p>Jacob moved to grip both of his dad’s hands in one of his, Jacob’s now free hand coming up to yank on his hair. His dad was still trashing against the wall, cursing wildly. “Let go of me faggott! I’m gonna beat the shit out of both of you! Stanley you-!”</p><p>“You touch him again and I’ll fucking kill you.”</p><p>It wasn’t a threat, it was a promise. He couldn’t believe he just heard Jacob say that, only able to stare up dumbfound at Jacob. Jacob’s attention wasn’t on him still, too focused on Stanley’s dad.</p><p>Who did not take lightly to what Jacob just said. “What the fuck did yo-!”</p><p>Jacob slammed his head against the wall, effectively cutting him off. His dad cursed as his own stream of blood started flowing from his nose. “I said, touch Stanley again and I’ll fucking kill you,” his voice was too impossibly collected for what was going on.</p><p>“You think I’m just gon-!”</p><p>Jacob slammed his face against the wall again, his dad groaning out in pain. “Shut up. If I find out you laid another hand on him again, you’ll regret it. Do you understand me, you piece of shit?”</p><p>Stanley’s dad had no rebuttal this time, choosing to remain silent. Jacob pulled his head back again, acting as if he was about to slam it once more, “Do you understand?!”</p><p>“Fucking fine! Whatever faggot!” Like the coward he is, his dad crumbles. Stanley has never seen his dad looked scared in his life, but he finds himself enjoying his dad being the one scared of getting beat for once. A nice role reversal.</p><p>“Good.” Jacob turns and tosses his dad towards the stairs. He trips and looks up at Jacob, as if gauging if he can get a punch in. Jacob is still staring him down so he must decide against it as he scrabbles up the stairs, muttering about a ‘bunch of fags’.</p><p>Jacob’s attention is immediately on Stanley once his dad has slammed the door behind him. He picks up and Stanley’s discarded boxers and shirt, handing them to him as he crouches down beside him. He’s looking at Stanley like he thinks he may break, and Stanley really doesn’t like that look on him. Stanley can’t keep eye contact as he pulls on his clothes.</p><p>Jacob takes his own shirt, his fancy Ralph Lauren shirt, and holds it to Stanley’s nose, which is still bleeding profusely.</p><p>Stanley just lets him clean him up, his chest still aches from where his dad kicked him. He still feels vulnerable, Jacob was never supposed to see something like that. Where the hell are they supposed to go from here? He winces every time Jacob presses down a little hard on his nose and ignores the pained looks on Jacob’s face.</p><p>“I think it’s broken.” Jacob has cleaned up most of the blood and is now studiously examining Stanley’s nose.</p><p>He can’t help but hollowly laugh, “it wouldn’t be the first time he’s broken it.”</p><p>Jacob tenses up, “I’ll kill him Stanley, I will.”</p><p>A smile tugs at the corners of his mouth, “Don’t worry about it, for real. I’m used to him and his bullshit.”</p><p>Jacob doesn’t seem comforted by his answer but ignores it, “We need to get you to a hospital or something. Your nose needs to be reset.”</p><p>“I can always just go to Syd’s. She’s had to reset my nose before.”</p><p>“Syd? Isn’t she the weird lesbian you had a thing for?” Stanley tries not to take too much pleasure from the jealous venom that spits from Jacob’s words. Syd probably wouldn’t be too happy if she knew Stanley was spilling all their (well almost all) secrets to someone she considered to be a new age nazi. So maybe he talks a little too much when he’s high, he never would’ve guessed Jacob was actually listening.</p><p>“You mean the girl I lost my virginity too? Then yes.” He couldn’t help it, he likes seeing the jealous look on Jacob. It reassures him there’s feeling behind whatever they have going on. If anything, what just happened proved Jacob definitely had feelings for Stanley. “But no, she’s just my best friend. Who happens to live right down the road.” He can’t let Jacob brew for too long.</p><p>Stanley tries to stand up, only to have to sit back down when pain shoots up his chest. His ribs really fucking hurt. Jacob sees and gently pulls him to his feet, pulling his arm across his shoulders. Stanley can still smell weed and Jacob’s cologne wafting off him, now mixed with the metallic smell of blood.</p><p>“Thanks, my ribs hurt like a bitch.”</p><p>Jacob is staring down at his feet, “I’m sorry.”</p><p>“Wh-what?”</p><p>Why the hell is Jacob apologizing?</p><p>“I’m sorry Stanley, I should’ve done something the moment he came in. It’s all my-”</p><p>“Jacob shut up.” There is no way Stanley is going to let Jacob apologize for something that was completely out of his control. It’s not his fault Stanley has a sorry excuse for a father. “You didn’t know about my dad. There’s nothing for you to apologize for.”</p><p>“I should’ve intervened after the first punch though! I just fucking froze up like some coward. Stanley I’m sor-”</p><p>Because Stanley was a little emotionally drained and really hated how sad Jacob looked, Stanley kissed him to quiet him. The kiss was simple and sweet and nothing like the normal kisses they share. Jacob still had his eyes open when Stanley pulled back.</p><p>“Shut up Jacob.”</p><p>He only nods in response.</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&ndash;</p><p>The walk to Syds isn’t as awkward as Stanley originally thought it was going to be. Him and Jacob must have looked like an interesting pair walking down the street. Jacob, still shirtless, supporting most of Stanley’s body weight, who was still only dressed in a t-shirt and boxers. Thankfully nobody seemed to be out.</p><p>Knocking on the door, Stanley was relieved to see that Syd’s mom’s car wasn’t there, and Liam opened the door.</p><p>“What happened to you? Did you get into some fight again? Syd says that bad,” Liam didn’t seem surprised to see two disheveled teenagers on his doorstep, it’s a common occurrence.</p><p>“Hey Liam, tell me Syd is home,” Stanley smiles down at him.</p><p>“Of course she is, not like she goes out much,” Liam directs to them, he’s staring Jacob down too. Like he knows Jacob is not like them, smart kid. Stanley can feel Jacob fidget uncomfortably beside him. Liam just shrugs before yelling over his shoulder, “Syd, Stanley’s here! He’s also got some shirtless guy with him!”</p><p>Stanley hides his chuckle as he watches Jacob’s face turn beat red.</p><p>A moment passes with no answer, causing Liam to yell out again louder this time, “SYD! STANLEY IS HERE LOOKING LIKE HE GOT INTO ANOTHER FIGHT!”</p><p>Finally they hear movement on the stairs, followed by Syd muttering. “Liam will you stop yelling so loud, gonna bring the wh-”</p><p>She stops short as she sees them in the doorway. Her eyes are immediately on Jacob, and Stanley can read her like an open book. She’s angry, she thinks Jacob did this to him. Jacob must sense this too, because he becomes super tense next to him.</p><p>Syd opens her mouth, probably to yell at Jacob, but Stanley stops her before she gets a chance. “He didn’t do it Syd.”</p><p>Her eyes snap to his face, looking to see if he’s telling the truth. Stanley simply says, “Dad.”</p><p>A look of understanding washes over her before she’s reaching out, practically yanking Stanley from Jacob’s grip, dragging him to the bathroom.</p><p>They stop at the bathroom door, stopping so she can look up at Jacob, who had followed them to the door. “You wait in the living room.” She nods to the couch, where Liam had returned to, watching cartoons.</p><p>Her and Jacob maintain eye contact a moment, Syd daring Jacob to challenge her on this. Jacob relents and shoots Stanley a look that says he really doesn’t want to leave his side. Stanley smiles at Jacob, and that seems to be the encouragement he needs to go join Liam on the couch.</p><p>Syd pulls Stanley through the bathroom door.</p><p>She works diligently, setting his nose. He yelps out in pain when she gives him no warning, but there’s nothing but silence besides that. A very, <i>very,</i> awkward silence.</p><p>Finally after she gets him fixed up, she leans back, scowling down at him. He has the faintest feeling he&rsquo;s about to be scolded by his mother.</p><p>“Stanley, what, what are you doing?”</p><p>He can’t keep eye contact with her, but smiles anyways. They both know it’s fake. “Whatever could you mean Syd?”</p><p>She huffs out at him, annoyed by his act of playing dumb. He doesn’t care. If he explained his relationship with Jacob to her, she wouldn’t understand. She’d tell him that he’s too good for Jacob, to break it off. But Stanley doesn’t want to break it off. Somewhere along the way, he developed feelings for the moody teenager, and he’s not ready to let them go. He knows this only ends in heartbreak. Even if Jacob has feelings for him, it looks like Jacob is never going to be comfortable enough in his sexuality for them to properly be together.</p><p>But right now, he knows Jacob wants to keep seeing him, and that’s good enough for him. He finds it funny how much his stance towards Jacob has changed in just a month.</p><p>“Stanley you know what I mean. You’re messing around with fucking Jacob Thrombey. The same guy Dina said was a literal nazi.”</p><p>He tries to drone her out, which she must notice.</p><p>“Listen to me! He’s not a good person. Not even a decent one. Find someone else to have a quick fuck with, anyone but him.”</p><p>Okay that stung a little. “You don’t know anything about him! So he’s a conservative? Maybe if you’d actually talk to him then you’d be able to tell that’s due to parental influence more than anything. He’s not some monster! He’s the one that stopped my dad just now! That’s a whole of a lot more than you ever fucking done!”</p><p>Syd looks at him hurt, but he’s too mad to care. How many times has she had to clean Stanley up after his dad took his anger too far? How many broken noses has she had to reset? It’s worse when they both know she has the power to stop him.</p><p>Now Stanley has never blamed her, or expected her to do something about it. This was his burden to bear, but he’s not okay with her ragging on Jacob, when he has actually done something to stop it. It only took Jacob once of seeing the abuse to do something.</p><p>Syd takes a deep breath before composing herself, “Listen Stan, I just don’t want to see you hurt. That’s it. Just be careful okay?”</p><p>“Fine, whatever Syd.” He goes to stand up, wincing at the pain in his chest. Syd moves to help him but he brushes her off, “I’m fine Syd.” He shuffles through the door, Syd right behind him.</p><p>In the living room, Jacob still looks awkward, Liam trying to talk to him. Jacob is giving small short responses like always, but his eyes light up when he sees Stanley walk back into the room. He smiles back at him.</p><p>Maybe, just maybe, everything is going to be okay.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> 

So originally the scene with Stanley&rsquo;s dad was over 1500 words and it was a lot darker. I had to change it for the sake of my own sanity. Sorry if it seemed like I kinda just skimmed over the scene. As someone who has personally dealt with homophobic and nonaccepting parents, this scene took me longer to write because it was upsetting. But it&rsquo;s over now ! On to the next chapter !

</p><p>

Also p.s. I know I said before that Miles was going to have a side story in this, I decided to use Miles in another one of my Stories where is Miles x Jacob Barber. It&rsquo;s called Defending Miles if you wanna check it out :) Miles still will be a character in this story, he just won&rsquo;t be getting a side plot.

<br/></p><p>Tags: <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/ml4oyDXQigA7XYAMpYYaG3Q">@fiantomartell</a></p><p>Lemme know if you wanna be added to a tag list !</p>
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I’ve barely seen this idea brushed upon in Poly!Loser’s Club fics, so I thought I’d start a headcanon series on it. These will be set in my Poly!Loser’s Club universe. This first one is the longest because it sets everything up. Also side note, Stan is NB in this universe<br/></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/622791570709725184/loserss-club-deaths-27">Part two</a></p><p><b>Warnings:</b> Even tho they’re headcanons, they still pretty angsty in some parts</p><!-- more --><ul><li>So as the Losers get older, they start to retire around the age fifty, wanting to live the rest of their lives in peace</li><li>The kids start to take over their business, one son takes over Beverly’s fashion business, one son takes over Ben’s architecture business, the last son takes over Eddie’s pharmaceutical one, and their daughter tries to take on Stan’s accounting business</li><li>Tries too because Stan still insists they’re in charge and the she works for them</li><li>

They let them think that

<br/></li><li>

Mike never really wanted a career, always was more of a homemaker, so he doesn’t really ‘retire’

<br/></li><li>

Although he does have more help around the house now that they’re home most of the time now

<br/></li><li>

Bill and Richie are the only ones who don’t ever really retire

<br/></li><li>

Bill has no plans to stop writing and Richie promises them he’ll be telling shitty jokes until the day he dies

<br/></li><li>

They know they’re all aging but a conversation about burial preferences and wills don’t come around till Bill’s incident

<br/></li><li>

And by incident I mean he has a heart attack one day when him, Bev, and Eddie were getting frisky

<br/></li><li>

He ends up in the hospital but he’s okay, just a big baby

<br/></li><li>

All of his partners are in the room, and once Richie sees that Bill is just fine, he won’t stop making jokes about how Eddie and Beverly almost killed Bill with sex </li><li>Once they get Bill home, they finally sit down and discuss what would happen if one of them did die suddenly or when they eventually pass</li><li>

Mike tells them he doesn’t care what happens to his body, but he’d like stay with them </li><li>That seems to be everyone else&rsquo;s opinion also, they want to stay together even after death</li><li>

It’s Beverly’s idea for them to all be buried under the giant oak tree in the backyard </li><li>When they all got married and moved into their home that Ben designed, he made sure to have it built on a big piece of private land</li><li>It’s not too far away from the city, but far enough were there’s nothing really around and Mike can have some room for his chickens and sheep</li><li>Yes Mike is still a major animal lover as an adult and he keeps some farm animals</li><li>The oak tree was a tree the planted when they first moved out here, a commemoration of sorts</li><li>

So that’s the plan the seven agree upon, being buried together under the tree </li><li>They didn’t think they’d have to act on the plan less than a year later</li><li>

It’s sweet Ben who was the first one to go

<br/></li><li>

Every morning Ben goes for a run on the almost always quite road outside their home at the crack of dawn </li><li>Eddie typically joins him but that morning he was wrapped up in the arms of Stan and opted to be lazy for once</li><li>He regrets that decision for the rest of his life</li><li>Because if he was with Ben, then Ben wouldn’t have had earbuds in, they’d be chatting like they normally would</li><li>

Ben would’ve heard the car spinning out of control behind him instead of his ears being clouded over with the sounds of New Kids on the Block</li><li>Ben wouldn’t have been hit and smashed into a fence post by the drunk driver if Eddie would’ve gone with him</li><li>

The Losers were gather around their dining table, Richie was bringing out the breakfast that Mike was cooking when they heard a knock at the door

<br/></li><li>

At this point Stan was a little nervous about the whereabouts of Ben, they knew the schedules of their Lovers, and Ben was typically back from his run by this point </li><li>But Stan kept their worries to themselves as Bev was busy gushing over pictures of their new and first grandchild, and they didn’t want to upset anyone with their unnecessary worries</li><li>

Ben probably went for a longer run, that’s all </li><li>That didn’t stop Stan from being the first one to answer door</li><li>

Or at least tried too, Bill had already beaten them

<br/></li><li>

It was police officers at the door, their hats taken off and pressed to their chest </li><li>Stan couldn’t hear them, the world had already blurred out</li><li>But they saw Bill’s face, saw how it went from curiosity to why there were police at their door fall to complete devastation</li><li>Stan didn’t even realize they were screaming until the rest of Losers came running into the living room, seeing and hearing what was taking place</li><li>

Bill closed the door and got the information they were going to need, where to call to plan to funeral

<br/></li><li>

Beverly broke, hysterically sobbing, she sounded so broken </li><li>She was in complete denial, saying it had to be someone else that got hit, Ben would walk through the door any minute</li><li>

He was only 54, that’s too young to die, they had only had their first grandchild born two months ago! There still so much life for him to live

<br/></li><li>

Richie just pulled her into his arms and she sobbed into his shoulder, he himself had tears in his eyes; his Haystack was gone </li><li>Eddie had already begun beating himself up over it, crying as he went up to hug Bev and Richie</li><li>Richie wrapped his arms tightly around the both of them, feeling as if he needed to protect them</li><li>From what? He didn’t know, one of the worst things that could have happened, happened</li><li>Stan made their way over to join the hug, thinking about how their family would never be whole again</li><li>Bill went into the kitchen to make the necessary phone calls and call their children, he had to stay strong and get what needs to be done, done</li><li>

He has to take care of his family, it’s what Ben would’ve wanted </li><li>Only when Mike joins him in the kitchen and pulls him into a hug does Bill finally cry  </li><li>

The next few days and the funeral blur by for them

<br/></li><li>They all spoke, all sharing their favorite intimate moments they had with Ben, their hearts broken</li><li>Ben is the first one to be put to rest under to oak tree</li><li>

The kids end up staying with them for a while, having to take care of their parents </li><li>Bev doesn’t eat for almost a month, Eddie works out to an unhealthy amount, Stan can be found sitting inhumanly still for hours on end lost in their mind, Richie drinks even though he tries to hide and all his shows for the next month he ends up canceling, Bill locks himself in his study trying to write though all that happens is him staring blankly at his computer screen, and Mike cleans the entire house over and over trying to find things to keep his mind busy</li><li>

But at night, they all curl up in their Alaskan King size bed and hold each other tightly, mourning for the person who’s supposed to be taking up the extra space </li><li>Nothing goes back to normal but they do try to heal and be happy again, they all know that&rsquo;s what sweet Ben would’ve wanted</li><li>

They all can found outside visiting Ben under the oak tree, sometimes together or in pairs, or by themselves

<br/></li><li>

They all have conversations with him, and sometimes they can almost feel still feel his presence </li><li>They start become happy again and welcome two more grandchildren into the world</li><li>Until four years later they lose another member of their family</li></ul><p><br/></p><p>A/N: Who’s gonna be next?? If anyone wants to write an actual story based on these I’d love you forever, but if you take ideas from this please give creds ! More to come</p>
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heavy use of the F-slur, descriptions of a mental break down, and internalized homophobia

</p><p><b>A/N:</b> This a real whump</p><!-- more --><p>“What the fuck man?!”</p><p><i>Shit oh shit oh shit oh shit</i></p><p>Jacob still has his fist raised in the air, right where it made an impact on Miles’s face. He can’t believe he just did that, what the fuck is wrong with him? Who punches their soulmate in the face? It’s not Miles’s fault that he’s boy, not his fault that Jacob’s a faggot. He feels like shit and already regrets it. His throat is closing up and he’s already sweating, fuck.</p><p>Miles is leaning against the counter, holding his already bruised face, muttering incoherent curse words under his breath. God, looking at him makes him feel even worse. There’s no way Miles is gonna love him now. Wait, love? Jacob feels like he’s going to be sick.</p><p>Miles looks up at Jacob, his face has an indescribable expression on it, but he can make out a look of hurt underneath the curly haired boy’s eyes. They both know Miles isn’t hurting from the physical pain, but the emotional one of his soulmate socking him in the face. His trance breaks and Jacob runs into the stall to throw up, sputtering out stomach bile and his breakfast into the toilet.</p><p>The words “fuck up” and “faggot” are ringing through his head and he can’t get his brain to be quiet, he’s already crying. Why is he like this? Suddenly a presence joins him in the stall, Miles crouching down to rub circles into his back. He’s too overwhelmed to fight him off but can’t help but flinch under his touch, which he knows Miles is choosing to ignore.</p><p>“Get it out, come on. It’s okay. Try to breathe for me.”</p><p>It’s most certainly not okay, as Jacob is literally sobbing into a dirty toilet seat on just his second day of school. “Le-leave me alone,” he tries to croak out between dry heaves. At this point there’s nothing coming out but drool and he doesn’t have the emotional capacity in this moment to feel embarrassed. A part of him really wishes he didn’t even have a soulmate, he can’t handle this emotional toll of being a faggot.</p><p>“You punch me in the face and you’re the one who tells me to leave you alone? That’s some shitty way to meet your soulmate man,” Miles says jokingly, it’s obvious he’s trying to make light of their predicament.</p><p>Jacob’s heart just clenches and he lets out another pathetic sob. Miles’s hand tenses on his back and for a moment he thinks he’s about to pull him in for a hug. He doesn’t know if that’ll make the situation better or worse.</p><p>“You didn’t eat today,” there’s a brief pause, “that’s bad with your medication. That shit will make you feel like actual shit if you don’t eat properly with it.”</p><p>He wants to ask how Miles even knows he’s on meds, but he knows it has something to do with their stupid soulmate connection. Just like how he doesn’t even have to ask but he knows Miles enjoying horseback riding and cold rooms. It’s like random tidbits of information of his soulmate is just downloaded into his brain. Though he’s starting to suspect that maybe he knew things like this all along, even before he met Miles. He knows for a fact that Miles knows about the trial, but that is literally the least of his worries right now.</p><p>As a response, Jacob just kinda groans. He didn’t eat lunch and he has yet to stock up on food in his room, there’s nothing he can do now. At least his dry heaving has stopped but he’s still crying. He reaches over to grab some toilet paper, to wipe his mouth and blow his nose. He feels so pathetic.</p><p>“Come on. I keep food stashed in my room. You can find something to eat there.” Miles stands and starts to pull Jacob to his feet, and he just lets him. He’s too weak to put up much of a fight right now, dulling noting that Miles towers at least four inches over him.</p><p>He finds he’s actually thankful when Miles pulls his arm around his shoulder to support most of his weight. His legs are shaky and he doesn’t know if he’d be able to stand without his help. He ignores how now he can feel the supernatural warmth radiating between them.</p><p>“What about class?” he asks, his voice still hoarse, finally getting some control over his crying. He missed his last class yesterday because of Miles and it looks like he’s about to miss them again over the boy. He weakly thinks about how his dad won’t be happy.</p><p>Miles laughs and Jacob hates how much he likes the sound, “The teachers don’t give a fuck about us. As long as we’re not ruining their coffee highs they don’t even pay attention to us. They’ll probably even mark you as here.”</p><p>That&rsquo;s enough to quell any arguments on the tip of his tongue and he lets Miles guide him back to his dorm.</p><p>In no time they make it to his dorm, not having to fight a crowd of kids since lunch is still going on. He’s thankful for small miracles that they didn’t encounter anyone, he knows he looks like shit.</p><p>Miles’s dorm is a floor below his own and he unlocks it, pulling Jacob in with him. He sets Jacob down on his bed, and stands back and stares at him. There’s a furrow in his eyebrows and Jacob feels like he wants to shrink up under his intense stare.</p><p>“You got vomit on your uniform.” It’s a statement, not a question. He’s learning that Miles talks a lot like that. Stating simple truths.</p><p>This simple truth causes him to look down at himself for the first time since the bathroom and his nose scrunches in disgust. He’s right. There’s a mixture of bile and snot on his shirt and tie and he looks as gross as he feels. A truly filthy faggot.</p><p>“Sorry, I didn’t realize.” What else is he supposed to say?</p><p>Miles just shrugs and doesn’t seem bothered at all by the dirty state Jacob is in. He turns and heads to his closest, appearing to dig for something.</p><p>Jacob’s eyes stray from him and to look around him. He always tends to want to take his new surroundings in quickly. Miles’s dorm setup is a lot like his own. Three doors, one leading out, one to a bathroom, and one to the closet. A desk, bed, dresser, and a tv set pretty much in the same places as the ones in his room. There&rsquo;s a bookshelf overflowing and he can’t make out the authors. The room seems to be dosed in the color black unlike his dorm, black bedspread and dark posters on the wall. There’s guitar in the corner and Jacob finds himself inexplicably yearning to hear Miles’s play.</p><p>His attention back on the dresser, he actually stands and wobbles over to get a better look, starting to feel a little more calm. There’s a huge terrarium and he can’t tell what&rsquo;s in it, though he knows it’s a tarantula. There’s also a framed photo, the only framed photo in the room, of Miles and a young girl who shares his same mischievous glint in the eyes.</p><p>“I see you’ve met Aranea.” Miles is beside him now, looking at the terrarium, “She’s sleeping right now or I’d get her out.”</p><p>“Is that the spider you always draw?” The question comes tumbling out his mouth before he can stop it.</p><p>Miles is staring at him intensely now, a look of smitteness, “Yeah that’s her. She’s the second most important girl in my life,” He’s nodding towards the girl in the photo now, “right behind Fl-”</p><p>“Flora.”</p><p>He already knows that, just like he knows the two are closer than most siblings are. Miles is smiling at him now, and the violent words of “faggot” swirling around his head are momentarily turned down. Almost.</p><p>“Soulmate bond thing is fucking weird right?”</p><p>“Yeah you can say that.” That causes Miles to let out a laugh and for a moment Jacob lets himself be proud of being the one who caused it. He notices that Miles is holding a big black hoodie in one of his hands.</p><p>He notices Jacob’s gaze on the object in question and holds it out to him, “It’s for you to wear if you want. Unless you like wearing a school uniform with vomit splatters on it, who am I to judge?”</p><p>Not being someone who enjoys that type of thing, he takes the hoodie from him, and looks at him expectantly. He’s not changing in front him, his face is already heating up just at the thought.</p><p>Miles finally takes the hint and turns around, not before complaining, “Really? Come on. Oh, fine whatever.”</p><p>He takes his tie and button up shirt off, leaving him in just his white undershirt. He decides to take that off too since he’d sweat through it in the bathroom. The hoodie is all black with a white font on the front saying, “Silence,” in bulky letters. Pulling it on, it completely smothers him and it’s kind of embarrassing how much he likes the smell. Weed and undertones of a musky cologne, just like how Miles’s smells. He really is a faggot and he feels tears momentarily threatening to break over again.</p><p>Instead he just says, “Okay you can look now.”</p><p>Miles turns around and with one look at Jacob he’s smiling his too big smile again. “It completely covers you, it’s cute.”</p><p>His face is heating up and he doesn&rsquo;t look Miles in the eye anymore. The first pulses of a headache vibrate in his head, no doubt a symptom from not eating and how emotional he got earlier. Would his mom believe him if he said he’s had two breakdowns in two days? Or is that too human of him for her to accept?</p><p>Seeming to remember the exact reason he brought Jacob here, Miles walks over to his desk and pulls out a bag of potato chips and Nutter Butters. “Here, it’s junk food but it’ll be better than nothing on your stomach. And you need to drink water too.” He goes to the minifridge to pull out two cold water bottles.</p><p>Miles sits on his bed and looks up at him when he’s made no move to join him, still standing awkwardly by the dresser. “You gonna just stand there or what? Come eat, Jacob.”</p><p>He hesitatingly makes his way to the bed, sitting as far as he can from Miles, grabbing a Nutter Butter. The sugar tastes good and hopefully it’ll help fight his growing headache.</p><p>“Those are your favorite right?”</p><p>Jacob merely shakes his head, he really doesn’t feel like small talk right now. Small talk will lead to them talking about the fact that they’re soulmates and ‘destined to be together’ and that’s a conversation he doesn’t feel like he’s in the right headspace for.</p><p>“It’s amusing. I don’t like them but the nanny sent me some in my last care package from home. I was gonna throw them out but something told me to think better of it.”</p><p>God, please don’t bring up the soulmate thing, is the only Jacob can think right now.</p><p>That must show on Jacob’s face because the next thing Miles says is, “Look man, I don’t understand your issue, and I’m not going to pretend to. All I know is that I met my soulmate and you fucking punched me in the face. We need to talk about this eventually because we can always go get unlinked.” He’s staring at Jacob, trying to read him, “But we don’t have to talk about it right now. But we will, you can’t avoid it.” There’s evident irritation in his voice.</p><p><i>Unlinked.</i></p><p>He was so caught up in the idea of him being his worst fear, a faggot, that he completely forgot about that. Being unlinked from your soulmate is so taboo and it hardly happens, most soulmates are truly perfect for each other. But in cases where a soulmate is abusive or a criminal or just because the universe fucked and made two people who should be soulmates, soulmates, you can get unlinked. It’s a difficult medical process that requires pills and can take a year to fully work, but once done you feel no romantic or sexual desire towards your soulmate. The downside is you don’t feel that towards anyone so people who get unlinked tend to live a lonely life. Would Jacob rather be lonely then be gay? He’s not sure.</p><p>“Okay. We will talk about it. Eventually.”</p><p>Miles perks up a little bit, “Cool.”</p><p>An awkward silence starts to feel the room and he thinks he can hear his own heart beating. The need to break the silence gets to Jacob first, “I have a therapist appointment after classes, I should go and head back to my dorm. My dad will be upset if I miss it again.”</p><p>“Because you locked yourself in your dorm yesterday. That’s why you missed it.” Jacob winces. “Yeah, you don’t want to miss it again.” He’s silent for a moment, “Do you want to come over after class tomorrow to play COD? I have it here and I know you missed hanging out with everyone because of me yesterday.” He sounds almost apologetic and Jacob hates it.</p><p>That leads him to what he says next, “Okay, that sounds good. I’d like that.” If Miles is his soulmate, he’s gotta get used to the <i>guy.</i></p><p>Jacob gets off the bed and grabs his dirty top half of his school uniform, going to take off Miles’s hoodie.</p><p>“Don’t. Leave it on, I’ll get it back tomorrow.” He stops him.</p><p>“Are you sure?”</p><p>“Yeah, and like I said, you look cute in it.”</p><p>He’s blushing so he looks down at his feet.</p><p>“Hey by the way, Freddy and Richie know about us. They’re not gonna say anything, I’ve dealt with it. Just didn’t want you to be blindsided.”</p><p>Fucking great. He wants to ask how they know and he also wants to freak out over them knowing he’s a dirty fag. There’s no time really for either of those things so he puts it in the ‘deal with later’ file. “Thanks for letting me know.”</p><p>Going to the door his hand hesitates on the doorknob and looks back at Miles. He’s laid out on the bed now and he himself looks exhausted. And sad. Miles doesn’t see Jacob looking at him, he’s staring up at the ceiling, and he looks so fucking sad. Tears are stinging at the corner of Jacob’s eyes.</p><p>“I’m sorry.” He barely registers he’s said it and Miles looks at him confused.</p><p>Jacob bolts from the room before he has a chance to say anything.</p><p><br/></p><p>A/N: I’m starting a tag list! If you wanna be tagged for my writing, just message or drop it in my inbox. Let me know what ships you wanna be tagged for !</p>
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Body: <h2>Bite Chp. 5</h2><p>Read on <a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F23408833%2Fchapters%2F59828293&amp;t=MDRhNTQxMWYwZTUwZTBiYWJmMDU1YzlmYzNhMjMwNjA4NTBkOTkzMyxhZGY4ZDA1NDM2YmEzYTcwNDAyMmJkODRhNTY3Njk3Y2MyNDJjYmZj">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/620420984077451264/bite-chap-4">Chapter 4</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/622756069189517312/bite-chp-6">Chapter 6</a></p><p><b>Warnings:</b> Mention of nsfw, nothing explicit</p><p><b>A/N: </b>  There&rsquo;s been about a month between this chapter and the last  </p><!-- more --><p>What was he expecting? Getting in cahoots with Jacob Thrombey, really he should’ve known better. What was it about Jacob that made Stanley so attracted to the boy? Surely it wasn’t because the quiet teenager got into his pants right? Even if it was really, <i>really, </i>good sex.</p><p>Of course there had been more times since then. The two had thankfully pulled their clothes back on, skin still slightly sweaty from their activities, when Meg had come bouncing back into the room, arms full of pizza. She had given them a strange look while the two shared their own looks that said, “That has to happen again.”</p><p>And again it has happened, many, <i>many</i>, times. Never at the Thrombey’s house again, it’s too risky. Stan feels like it’s the equivalent of having sex in a church, it’s just wrong. So Jacob comes over to Stanley’s home, where the two get high, listen to Blood Witch, and fuck. Who would’ve guessed Jacob too likes Blood Witch?</p><p>Syd and Dina both get annoyed when Stanley blows them off again in favor of hanging out with Jacob, not that they know that’s why. He does feel bad for lying to his two best friends, but they’d never understand his relationship with Jacob. Hell, he hardly understands it, though he thinks using the word ‘relationship’ is a very strong term to describe it.</p><p>Jacob doesn’t even acknowledge his existence outside the confines of his basement. Whenever the two lock eyes at a party, Jacob’s frowning. As if he’s saying, “Don’t fucking think about it Barber.” Think about what? Who knows. Maybe think about going and telling that girl off who constantly seems to be hanging around Jacob at the parties.</p><p>He asked Meg about her once when he had the other Thrombey smoking up his basement once. Her name is Lexie, and her family is old friends of the Thrombeys. Apparently the two families think it’s a good idea from them to date, Jacob’s dad always pressuring him to ask her out. “She’s a nice girl Jacob, you really should take more interest in her instead of that phone,” Meg had done a bad impression of the boy’s father.</p><p>She’s not a threat, Stanley knows that much. Jacob is always ignoring her at the parties. Stanley can’t help the smugness he feels when he knows Jacob is staring at him from across the room instead of talking to her.</p><p>But the question still stands, why is Stanley so enamored with him? He knows he wants an actual relationship. He wants the fluff and the hand holding and cutesy dates that come with one, and yet he settles for being Jacob’s dirty little secret.</p><p>It’s because he wants that with Jacob. He wants a relationship with Jacob, but that’ll never happen. Jacob won’t even cuddle him after sex, and now that they’re having sex, he’ll hardly even kiss Stanley. Jacob never talks about sex, sex just happens. He won’t even admit he’s gay.</p><p>Because that’s what Jacob is, gay. Stanley put the pieces together of that himself. Jacob isnt bisexual like him, just gay. Maybe that’s why he’s struggling so much with being it, he doesn’t have the luxury of finding girls attractive like Stanley does. Not that Jacob would ever own up to struggling with his sexuality.</p><p>There are moments however, few and far between, that makes sure Stanley comes right back to him. Sometimes it’s a look in Jacob’s eyes when Stanley opens his front door, a look that makes it seem like Jacob is happy to see him. Even if the rest of his face says otherwise. Or it’s when Stanley is talking to a rather flirty customer at a party and he can feel Jacob’s stare drilling into the stranger, displeasure displayed on his face. He likes the possessiveness that comes from Jacob, who will leave hickies displayed on his neck after to deter flirts at the next party. The idea that Jacob won’t allow himself to be with Stanley, but still very much want him, messes with his brain.</p><p>One time there was a moment in Stanley’s basement, a moment where he thought that Jacob may say something that could lead to them being <i>more.</i> They were laying side by side, facing each other, on his floor, the high of weed and post orgasm bliss thrumming through their veins. Stanley was probably smiling like some big goofball, and Jacob had reached over and carded his hand in his curls. That was the first time Jacob had ever touched him after sex. Jacob had a small smile on his face when he looked at Stanley in that moment, and for a second, time felt like it was standing still. That was also the first time he’s seen Jacob genuinely smile. He looked like he was on the verge of asking him something important, something <i>altering</i>.</p><p>And then Stanley’s phone rang, causing the moment to be lost forever.</p><p>It was Syd so he had no choice but to answer. As he picked up the call and looked over at Jacob, the boy was already getting dressed and making his way out the door. He tried not to be too sad over it.</p><p>That was about two weeks ago, and now Stanley finds himself yet again sitting on the floor (what&rsquo;s with them and floors?) with Jacob as they pass a blunt back and forth. Blood Witch playing in the background.</p><p>“I&rsquo;m paying you this time,” Jacob says before taking a hit.</p><p>He passes it back to Stanley after, “Don’t worry about it man.”</p><p>“No Stanley, I’m paying you this time.”</p><p>“You saying I need the money or something? I do just fine. I can spot a couple grams of weed.” He passes the blunt back to him.</p><p>Jacob takes a hit of the almost depleted blunt. “Then buy some actual fucking groceries, you look like a skeleton.”</p><p>“You’re a real ass you know that?” He doesn’t acknowledge that Jacob just said something that sounded close to caring about him. Last time he did that Jacob just got angry and stormed out, and Stanley is too horny for him to do that today.</p><p>Jacob just stays silent and waits for Stanley to finish out the blunt when he passes it back to him.</p><p>The moment the filter of the blunt is snubbed out in an ass tray, Jacob is on him. Stanley knows the routine by now. He’s not allowed to touch Jacob hardly. He’s made the mistake a few times, touch Jacob a little too intimately and he’ll freak out and run away.</p><p>So Stanley just lets Jacob remove his clothes and touch his body. Every move of Jacob’s hands is rough and <i>possessive,</i> and Stanley just melts under it.</p><p>Jacob is preparing him for sex and he’s too lost in the bliss he doesn’t head the front door slam. He doesn’t hear the steps coming down the stairs. Neither does Jacob as he has his face pressed against Stanley’s neck, their naked chests rubbing against each other. They both should’ve noticed the new presence in the room, felt the danger they were in.</p><p>“WHAT THE HELL DO YOU THINK YOU’RE DOING BOY!”</p><p>Like shrapnel the boys break apart from each other. Stanley looks up to see his dad standing at the end of the stairs, a look of anger and revulsion on his face.</p><p>Fuck.</p><p><b>A/N:</b> This chapter is a little on the short side, sorry ! There&rsquo;s a whole lot more to come next chapter ! Also I&rsquo;ve decided this is actually going to be nine chapters instead of six, the next chapter is not the last one.  </p><p><b>Tags: </b><a href="https://tmblr.co/ml4oyDXQigA7XYAMpYYaG3Q">@fiantomartell</a></p>
Tags: janley, jacob thrombey, stanley barber, stan barber, ianowt, I am not okay with this, knives out

Post id: 621024818356207617
Date: 2020-06-15 21:10:19 GMT
Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/621024818356207617/im-trying-really-hard-to-work-on-my-janley-fic
Slug: im-trying-really-hard-to-work-on-my-janley-fic
Reblog key: GAYu25zj
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Title: 
Body: <p>I’m trying really hard to work on my Janley fic but I keep wanting to cry about stenbrough ;-; </p><p>Just the poeticness of <i>“I swear Bill.”</i> I just, I just wanna cry over it ! I’m the dumb bitch still sad over these losers </p>
Tags: stenbrough, sam talks

Post id: 620989204568080384
Date: 2020-06-15 11:44:15 GMT
Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/620989204568080384/scandalous-chp-2
Slug: scandalous-chp-2
Reblog key: 19OwV6ir
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Title: Scandalous Chp. 2
Body: <p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23801731/chapters/59792764">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/616213758562516992/scandalous-chp-1">Chapter 1</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/622786189953531904/scandalous-chp-3">Chapter 3</a></p><p><b>A/N: </b>

Look who&rsquo;s back! I finished my other Stenbrough fic &ldquo;Kiss Me Slowly&rdquo; so now I can focus on this one. This chapter starts off as pure porn but there is actual plot towards the end ! List of kinks in the chapter are included below the cut</p><!-- more --><p>

Here&rsquo;s a list of kinks that happen in the chapter, just so you&rsquo;re not blindsided;<br/>-Choking<br/>-Degradation<br/>-Spanking (Hardly)<br/>-Overstimulation

<br/></p><p>&mdash;&mdash;</p><p>Bill is always getting himself into problems. Taking too many courses his first year that he hardly has any time to study for one, a typical freshmen mistake. Or forgetting to call his mom on her birthday so when he does eventually call her, he gets a cold shoulder. Or you know, the classic, falling in love with your super hot calculus professor because he’s your regular dick appointment.</p><p>That is exactly how Bill finds himself, on all fours, completely naked with an aching hard cock, on Stan’s bed. Stan because he insisted Bill call him by his first name because they were in <i>Stanley’s</i> home. Bill was super surprised when Stan had texted him a little over an hour ago, telling Bill to come to his house. He didn’t think he’d ever get the privilege to visit his professor&rsquo;s home, considering he was married.</p><p>But apparently Mr. Noname was out of town for the weekend, and Stan had found himself lonely. One texted address later, Bill had shown up on his doorstep like an obedient slut, and had been practically dragged up the stairs to the master bedroom, no time to even take in his surroundings.</p><p>Stan currently has three fingers tucked into Bill, thrusting them in and out agonizingly slow. Bill whines as Stan purposes avoids pressing down where Bill needs him the most.</p><p>“God, Bill you make such pretty noises for me,” Stan groans out.</p><p>“P-puh-please more, more!” Bill should be ashamed, he’s only been like this for less than ten minutes, but his cock is too swollen for him to care.</p><p>“Yeah, fucking beg for it slut.”</p><p>“Please! P-please sir!”</p><p>Stan roughly hits Bill’s prostate, who practically screams at the sudden stimulation.</p><p>“Fuck Billy, if I knew you could get this loud, I would’ve brought you home a long time ago.” Typically the two secret lovers are in Stan’s office, a place they have to be very quiet in. Bill does love the freedom he has right now, in being as loud as he wants.</p><p>“Think you’re ready to take my cock now baby? Huh? Think you’re ready to be split open for me?” Bill’s heart flutters a little at the use of ‘Baby’, Stan has never called him that before.</p><p>Bill whines again, “Please St-Stan? Please fuh-fuck me s-sir!”</p><p>“So fucking desperate aren’t you? So desperate for your professor&rsquo;s cock.” Stan removes his fingers from Bill, who doesn’t even get a chance to complain about the loss as Stan roughly shoves his cock in. Stan doesn’t waste any time as he starts a brutal pace, not giving Bill any time to adjust to his wide girth.</p><p>“Yes! Yes! Oh God, y-yes!” Bill feels like he’s being split in half in all the best ways possible, the stretch burning and pleasuring him at the same time.</p><p>Stan groans as he fucks into Bill, moans being pulled from the boy. “Fuck. No matter how many times I fuck you, you’re still so fucking tight.” Bill can only mewl in response.</p><p>“You like being fucked like this huh? Like to be used, Billy?” Stan’s words and thrusts are rough, but he runs his hand up and down Bill’s back almost delicately. Almost like he’s committing every freckle that litters his back to memory.</p><p>Bill is so caught up in his pleasure that he forgets to respond, causing Stan to bring his hand down hard across his ass, making him yelp.</p><p>“Answer me Billy. Don’t make me ask again.” He slows down his thrusts till they’re slow and teasing.</p><p>“Y-yes! I like buh-being used! Use me s-sir, I’m so cl-close!” He whines.</p><p>Stan starts thrusting a little faster, but he can tell he’s purposely avoiding his prostate. Laughing, “You want cum? You think you deserve to cum?”</p><p>“Please? Please c-can I sir? Pl-please let me c-cum!” He’s getting frustrated, if only Stan would angle his hips a little higher.</p><p>Stan halts his movement for a moment, simply saying, “Okay” before he returns to his brutal pace from before, this time hitting Bill’s prostate every time.</p><p>Fuck, he’s so fucking close. He can practically taste his orgasm on the back of his tongue. Stan reaches down and pulls Bill by his hair, so that his back is to Stan’s chest. His hand goes around Bill’s neck and he cumming with a strangled cry across the bed sheets.</p><p>“Fuck, God, Fuck. I can feel you trying to milk dry, damn.” Stan is trusting up in earnest now, his hand around Bill’s throat flexing.</p><p>The oversimluation is starting to get to him as Stan continues to fuck up into him. “H-hurts. It’s too muh-much.”</p><p>“You can take it, just keep taking my cock like that, fuck. You’re gonna make me cum so hard baby, God,” Stan’s voice sounds hazed over, too focused on finding his own release.</p><p>Bill has never been one to want to disappoint his professor and he knows he can always use the safe word if need be. Besides, with the obscene noise and smell of sex filling the room, and Stan’s big strong hand around his neck, his cock is embarrassingly getting hard again.</p><p>Stan notices this much to Bill’s dismay, laughing in the boy’s ear, “Already hard again for my cock huh? God, Billy, you’re such a whore.”</p><p>His words go straight to his very much awake dick, the overstimulation turning into pure pleasure. Bill moaning out, “Oh G-God, Fuck, Fuck.”</p><p>Moving his fingers aside on Bill’s neck, Stan bites into it, muffling his own groaning. He’s biting down hard enough there’s definitely going to be a mark. The thought only adds to Bill’s arousal. God, <i>when did he</i> become such a whore?</p><p>His second orgasm takes him by surprise, the overstimulation doing him in. His body becomes a complete putty in Stan’s arms as he continues to be used. If Stan wasn’t holding him up, he would have fallen down.</p><p>Stan finally, <i>finally</i>, cums, releasing into Bill’s body, painting his insides with his cum. “Fuck, fuck baby fuck!”</p><p>They both collapse unto the bed, panting. Stan rolls off and out of Bill, laying next to him. Bill can still feel the aftershocks of his own orgasam coursing through his body, his limbs feel like jello. He definitely won’t be moving anytime soon.</p><p>“You’re fucking great you know that?” Stan’s breathing sounds like it’s finally settling. Bill can only hum in response.</p><p>Stan gets up off the bed and disappears for a moment, Bill’s too blissed out to notice his absence anyways. The feeling of a warm cloth near his thighs brings his muggy brain a little towards conscious, causing him to let out a questioning groan from where he’s face down on the pillow. He should be the one cleaning himself up, not Stan.</p><p>“Hush, let me take care of you. You were such a good boy for me.”</p><p>And who is he to say no to that? Stan is pampering him, pressing kisses to his lower back as he cleans Bill up. Once Stan has deemed Bill clean, he wraps a cleaner blanket that he must’ve gotten when he got up around him.</p><p>Bill drifts off to sleep, face snuggled in the pillow as Stan whispers praises into his skin. The last thing he thinks off is how he must be on Stan’s side of the bed, the pillow smells just like his shampoo.</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;-</p><p>He doesn’t know how long he sleeps, and he’s a little disoriented when he wakes up. The fuzzy grey blanket that’s still wrapped around him bringing him back to his senses, and more importantly where he is.</p><p>Sitting up, he looks around the room. His <i>professors</i> bedroom. It’s a big bedroom, the whole house was big. Polished mahogany furniture, the slick sheets that Bill sits on a king size bed, it all screams ‘money’.</p><p>Where the hell is Stan?</p><p>Looking over the nightstand, there’s a note propped up with delicate handwriting written on it.<br/><i>“Meet me in the kitchen, dinner will hopefully be done when you wake. Clothes for you are on the dresser.”</i></p><p>Dinner? First Stan calls him ‘baby’ during sex, the affectionate aftercare, and now dinner? The fear that maybe this Stan’s way of ending things runs through his brain, but he quickly shuts the thought down. Maybe this is just how he acts when he’s not in the confines of the university. Bill also notes that Stan’s wedding ring is still on the nightstand, where he placed it before they began.</p><p>Crawling out of the bed, tripping at first as his limbs regain feeling, he makes his way over the dresser. What looks like a pair of Stan’s boxers and sweater is laid out for him. Bill smiles as he pulls them on, the smell that is uniquely Stan enveloping him.</p><p>Finally making his exit from the bedroom, the sound of classical music comes from downstairs. Stan would be the one to cook and listen to that. Walking through the hallway, Bill tries really hard not to look at the pictures hung on the walls. It almost feels like prying, seeing things that are not meant for him to see. Like an <i>intruder</i>.</p><p>He shakes away the thought that that’s exactly what he is, an intruder. Intruding on some poor man’s marriage, someone who doesn’t deserve for Bill to hate him. If anything the man should hate Bill, not the other way around. And he would hate Bill, if he knew what was going on. But he gets to curl up with Stan most nights, he gets a life with Stan. Bill can’t help but resent him for that.</p><p>His curiosity breaks him in the stairwell, and he looks at what appears to be a vacation photo. It’s taken at what looks like a mountain lookout, lush greenery surrounding the <i>happy</i> couple. The guy is average looking, which surprises him. He’d always think that Stan was married to some model or some other worldly beautiful human. Someone akin to looks like Stan.</p><p>Instead the guy has dirty blonde wavy hair, brown eyes, tan skin, and average build. Everything about him is average. He’s smiling, holding on to Stan, being the taller of the two.</p><p>He tears his eyes away and hurry down the rest of the stairs, now having a face to match the person he’s hurting. Bill hates himself a little bit for that.</p><p>The dining room was easy enough to find, the sounds and the smell coming from there. Stan is setting the food down, humming to the music. When he looks up he seems a little startled to see Bill standing in the doorway.</p><p>“Hey Alexa, cancel music,” the classical music stops, “Thought I was going to have to come wake you up, you were out like a rock when I left.” Stan looks at how his sweater is basically smothering Bill and is smiling, “You look cute.”</p><p>Bill ignores the blush that creeps up on his cheeks, “The smell of f-food woke me up-p.”</p><p>“Well you’re in for a treat then. I made Shrimp verde.”</p><p>His nose wrinkles, “Shrimp? Gross.”</p><p>Stan rolls his eyes, “William don’t be such a child. It’s good. Now come sit.”</p><p>The dining room is just as spacious as the rest of the house. A large dark oak table with fancy seating around it. He wanders what could a single couple need with all the seating. In the corner of the dining room is a grand piano, to which Bill nods towards as he takes a seat, “Do you play?”</p><p>Stan looks towards the piano, and his face looks almost pained, Bill regrets asking. “I did, a very long time ago.” He takes his seat across from Bill. “Now eat up, or I’ll make you sleep on the couch tonight.”</p><p>“I’m spuh-spending the n-night?” He hates how eager he sounds at the aspect.</p><p>“Considering I planned on seeing how well you can diferente between fine scotches, yes I planned on you staying. Now eat up, or none of that will happen.”</p><p>Stan wants Bill here, he wants to spend time with Bill! He doesn’t hide his smile as he tries the shrimp verde. Stan was right, it was good.</p><p><b>A/N:</b>

Thanks for reading! More coming soon; some of the other losers make an appearance next chapter

</p>
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Body: <p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23103391/chapters/59676928">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/620235854866268160/kiss-me-slowly-chp-9">Chapter 9</a></p><p><b>Warnings:</b> Angst</p><p><b>A/N:</b> This is the end boys :’)</p><!-- more --><p>The picture made it everywhere. Everyone saw it. Everyone who even associated with the frat house had the picture sent to their phone. People Stanley didn’t even know knew Bill had cheated on him so publicly.</p><p>He learned this on the trip back to the school. Eddie was nothing but supportive, saying he was there if Stan wanted to talk; he didn’t. He didn’t talk hardly for the whole trip. His heart was so shattered it felt like he was in physical pain.</p><p>Richie was mad, very much so. Stan had never seen Richie so mad. He kept saying how he was going to kill Bill the moment they were back, that he was going to pound that ‘pretty boy’ face in. He only stopped after Eddie got him to hush, seeing that the threats only made Stan more upset. Stan didn’t want Bill to get hurt. Which he felt stupid over. How can he not want the person who broke his heart not get beat up?</p><p>Because it was Bill.</p><p>The whole way back Stan’s phone kept blowing up, mainly from Bill. Messages like “<i>Baby we need to talk, that photo really isn’t what it looks like</i>,” and when the messages went unanswered, “<i>Stanley please answer me. I can’t lose you. Let me explain</i>.” Eventually Bill started calling Stan so much, he ended up putting his phone in his suitcase. He had nothing to say to him. There was no excuse that could get Stan to forgive him, no matter how much he wanted to.</p><p>There of course were messages from Bev, Ben, and Dustin. Even Patty messaged him, asking if he was okay. She was the only person he cared to respond to, telling her truthfully that he was not okay. She and him made plans to get coffee later in the week, something Stan very much appreciated.</p><p>When they got back Saturday night, Richie and Eddie begrudgingly let Stan go back to his dorm alone. Richie actually hugged him, “Stay strong Stanny. I love you man.” Stan refrained himself from crying, he cried too much in twenty four hours, and let out a watery, “I love you too.”</p><p>Stan was back in his dorm for less than an hour before Bill was pounding on his door, begging Stan just to talk to him. His cries for Stan were muffled through the door, Stan eventually pulled a pillow over his head to block him out, crying into it.</p><p>A little while later Dustin came back to their dorm room, and Stan could hear him yelling at who must have been Bill the hallway. He didn’t even know he was still out there, his pleas had died down a while ago. Bill has always been stubborn, something Stan used to admire, and probably had settled for sitting down out there. ‘</p><p>The yelling was muffled through the door, but he still caught phrases like “Shit move Denbrough,” and “If he wanted to see you he would’ve opened the door.”</p><p>The dorm locks jingles and Dustin is letting himself inside, Bill yelling out “Please Stan!” before the door was slammed in his face. Not muffled by the door, Stan could hear how distraught Bill sounded, like he too had been crying the whole time. The idea pained him.</p><p>Dustin sets his luggage down awkwardly before looking at Stan who had unburied his head from his pillow. “I can call the RA, make him leave if you want me to.”</p><p>“No it’s okay.” His voice is rough, and it surprises Stan himself how horse it is.</p><p>“Okay man.”</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&ndash;</p><p>The next morning Stan forces himself out of bed, forces himself to shower and eat breakfast, and to try and keep it down. Every action feels like he’s on autopilot, not really feeling any of his actions.</p><p>When he gets back to the dorm, he checks his phone for the time this morning. There&rsquo;s only two texts on his phone, Bill it seems finally giving it a rest. Stan doesn’t know how to feel about that.</p><p>The first text is from Dustin, letting him know he’s out for the day, to text him if he needs anything. Dustin has always been a kind soul. The second text is from Richie, and it makes his blood boil.</p><p>“<i>Hey Stan, Bill is coming over to your dorm in about an hour. Let him in, there’s more to that photo then it seems.”</i></p><p>Stan replies, “<i>No. Absolutely not</i>.”</p><p>He doesn’t even get a chance to set his phone down before Richie is texting him back, “<i>Stan I know you’re hurting, and I wouldn’t be sending him over there if I didn’t think it’ll be helpful. Just let him talk</i>.”</p><p>“<i>Richie I don’t want to see him, please</i>.”</p><p>“<i>Let him talk for like five minutes, if you don’t like what he has to say, I’ll personally come over and manhandle him out of there.</i>”</p><p>Stan hesitates. Richie would never do anything to cause Stan harm, so there must be something he doesn’t know. Something that doesn’t quite add up, something that Bill can explain. Stan trusts Richie with his life, so he’ll trust him now.</p><p>“<i>You promise?</i>”</p><p>“<i>Of course Stanny</i>.”</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&ndash;</p><p>He’s left sitting anxiously on his bed for the next hour, waiting for Bill to show up. It’s taking all his strength to keep his breakfast down. He’s about to check his phone for the tenth time in the last three minutes when he hears a knock at the door. His hands are shaking when he opens the door, his breath hitching when he sees Bill standing in the doorway.</p><p>Bill looks like shit.</p><p>His face has no color, none of his usual boyish charm that seemed to constantly emit from him. There’s bags under his eyes and he looks like he hasn’t slept a wink. The thing that really trips him up is his black eye that looks super painful. Stan can’t help but wonder who gave it to him. Was it Richie? Did he make good on his threats of violence?</p><p>“H-hey birdy.” God, his voice sounds terrible and Bill deflates even more when Stan visibly grimaces at the use of the nickname. He does however stand aside to let Bill in. </p><p>Bill sits awkwardly down into the desk chair while Stan crawls back up on his bed. The silence in the room is deafening. Only for them to both attempt speaking at the same time.</p><p>“Stan please-”</p><p>“Bill look-”</p><p>Bill laughs hollowly, and Stan resigns to let him speak first. Bill is staring intently at him, “You got your ear pierced.”</p><p>Half consciously his hand goes up to the silver pendent in his ear. If he didn’t have to clean it three times a day, he would’ve forgotten about it. </p><p>“I like it, it looks really good on you. A little bird, it’s suiting.” Stan looks up at Bill, more pointedly towards his black eye.</p><p>“You got a back eye,” He tries to say it in the same tone Bill used when he pointed out his piercing. </p><p>Bill does the same thing Stan did, his hand seemingly half consciously going towards it. “Y-yeah, this was courtesy of Richie. Thought he was going to pound my face in. Ben had to pull him off.” Stan smiles a little at the thought of Richie defending Stan’s honor. Bill continues, “Ben practically had to hold him down as I explained. Told him the truth about the photo.” </p><p>The truth? What truth? What possible explanation could Bill have? Stan just stares back at him. Taking the hint that Stan wasn’t going to reply, Bill stands up from the chair and cautiously makes his way over to Stan. He sits on the bed maintaining some distance between them, acting like Stan is some scared animal who’s gonna run off. Maybe Stan will, he hasn’t decided yet. </p><p>Bill pulls his phone out of his pocket, “Now Stan I’m gonna need you to look at the photo, plea-”</p><p>“No.”</p><p>“Stan please. Look at the photo, you’ll understand.”</p><p>“No Bill I don’t want to see the photo of you and Audra throwing yourselves at each other! I can’t!” Stan feels the tears threatening to spill over, “Please Bill, don’t make me look again.” </p><p>Bill looks as broken as Stan feels, he looks like he’s about to start crying himself. “Baby please, I promise I’ll explain. You’ve got to trust me.” His tone is pleading.</p><p>It’s Stan’s turn to laugh hollowly now, “Trust you? You want me to trust you?! Bill you fucking cheated on me the moment I was gone! Don’t ask me to trust you!” </p><p>“I didn’t cheat! Stanley I love you! I would never cheat on you!”</p><p>Bill’s admission of love looms in the air and all Stan can think about is how much of a lie it is. They’re locked in a stare down, waiting for each other to make the next move. How can Bill show up and claim that he loves Stan? That he didn’t cheat? There’s photo evidence to the contrary for crying out loud!</p><p>As to prove a point, Stan reaches and snatches Bill’s phone out of his hand, the God awful photo displayed on the screen. Bill lets out what sounds like a sigh of relief. Stan still feels like this is some sick joke.</p><p>He’s staring down at the photo, Audra pushed up against Bill, their bodies sweaty, Bill half undressed in the middle of the fucking hallway. They couldn’t even wait to get into a bedroom before they started undressing each other. Maybe if they had, this photo would’ve never been taken, and Stan could’ve lived in blissful unknowing. </p><p>Instead he’s here, looking at the photo, feeling like his breakfast from this morning was about to make a reappearance. He doesn’t see what Bill obviously wants him to see, and he just feels angry and sick as he looks at Audra touching <i>his</i> Bill. He shouldn’t even consider Bill his anymore, but old habits die hard. </p><p>“Don’t you see it?” Bill sounds hopeful and Stan doesn’t know why. It just makes him more mad.</p><p>“No Bill I don’t fucking see it. All I see is you being a typical fuck boy.”</p><p>Bill tries not to let the pain from Stan’s statement when he speaks next, “Stan please, look at my chest in the photo.” </p><p>So Stan looks closer. Even though the photo is slightly blurry, he can see that Bill’s chest is sweating and has a red tint to it, and that…..it’s missing his sailboat tattoo. </p><p>The same sailboat tattoo with the words, “He thrusts his fists against the posts and still insists he sees the ghosts” written in it. The same tattoo that Stan has idly traced with his finger tips a million times when they’ve laid in bed together. Where is it? Surely someone wouldn’t go to such lengths to photo-shop it out. Even if they did, it begs the question why?</p><p>Stan has to verify this. He wordlessly hands Bill back his phone and grabs his own, all the while Bill watching him like a hawk. Pulling up the text that first sent him the number, who never sent anything else, Stan looks at the photo on his phone.</p><p>The tattoo is missing in that one too.</p><p>What the fuck.</p><p>Bill has a hopeful glint in his eyes when Stan looks back up at him, “You see it don’t you? It’s not there, my tattoo isn’t in it.” Bill pulls down the collar of his shirt to expose the tattoo in question, as if to say it didn’t just magically disappear.</p><p>“I don’t, I don’t understand,” he replies dumbfoundedly.</p><p>“Birdy don’t you see! The stupid photo was taken last spring break, before got the tattoo! Almost a whole year ago!” Bill sounds so desperate, like he wants Stan so bad to understand. </p><p>Stan looks back down at his phone, at the photo and the unknown number, “Then why is it getting sent out? If the photo is almost a year old, why now?”</p><p>“Fucking Audra that’s why,” Bill sounds so mad, not that it’s directed towards Stan, “She tried to make a pass at me Friday night. She saw that you weren’t with me for once and I guess she thought I’d jump at the opportunity to sleep with her again. The bitch sent the photo when I rejected her in front of everyone. Even wasted, I knew you’re way better than her.” </p><p>Audra. That actually makes a lot of sense. </p><p>Bill tentatively reaches out to grab Stan’s hand, and he let’s him. He’s still trying to process everything. “Birdy I need you to look at me.” So Stan does.</p><p>He’s met with those brilliant blue eyes. The same ones that dragged Stan to kiss the owner of them at what feels like forever ago. The same ones that Stan feels like could drown in them. They look so desperate. Bill’s left one stands out in contrast to the bruising around it. Richie really got him good. </p><p>Putting his phone down on the bed, his fingertips go up to ghost over the bruise, Bill wincing slightly. “Did you even put ice on this? It looks so bad.”</p><p>“Ha, it just makes me look more manly. Never knew Richie could throw a punch that hard.”</p><p>His lips betray him as the corners of his mouth tug upward minutely, “Yeah, he can.”</p><p>Bill seems encouraged a little by Stan’s small smile, his own forming, “Stan I need you know that I could never do something like to hurt you. I was so wasted Friday night, that I didn’t even know that she sent that old photo until Saturday morning. I’m so sorry that she hurt you. Stanley,  I lo-”</p><p>“You love me.”</p><p>There’s tension in the air again, but not like before. Before it was angry and full of hurt, this time it’s filled with anticipation, with curiosity of what’s to come next. </p><p>“I’m pretty sure I’ve loved you since our first date.” Bill looks so nervous, Stan has yet to say if he feels the same.</p><p>“William Denbrough, who knew that you could be such a sap.”</p><p>“What can I say? You bring it out of me,” he nervously laughs out.</p><p>“It’s a good thing I love you too then isn’t it.”</p><p>Stan is immediately rewarded with Bill’s brilliant bright smile, the first one he’s seen today. Bill is just looking at him with so much adoration, so much <i>love</i>, Stan can feel it coming off him in waves. It almost makes him feel bashful.</p><p>Bill swallows, “So where do we go from here?” </p><p>“Just, just <i>kiss me slowly</i> please.”</p><p>And so Bill does.</p><p><b>A/N: </b>I&rsquo;m actually kinda emotional finishing this. This was my first ever fanfic, aside from like super bad youtuber x reader ones I wrote on Wattpadd when I was like fourteen. To the readers who have endured this story, thank you. I know it seemed like my writing style kept changing through the whole thing, but like I said, this was my first real story. Writing this story has really helped me grow as a writer and find my voice, or my style when it comes to it. But enough of that.Thank you so much for reading this, you guys inspired me to actually finish it. Thank you &lt;3</p>
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Body: <p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23408833/chapters/59479474">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/615701633791410176/bite-chp-3">Chapter 3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/621046013256515584/bite-chp-5">Chapter 5</a></p><p><b>Warnings:</b> Cussing and super vague NSFW mentions</p><p><b>Summary:</b> Stanley goes to see Meg at her home but ends up spending some time with Jacob as well</p><!-- more --><p>Stanley Barber was no coward. Never has been, never will be. He doesn’t get scared and he stands up to the bullies, even if it gets him punched in the face. He doesn’t let the ‘Man’ intimidate him.</p><p>So then why the hell was he so nervous to enter Jacob’s home?</p><p>Sure, it’s practically a mansion, some big ritzy home with a stone fence and two car garage. So? Stanley has been in plenty of rich people&rsquo;s homes, courtesy of him being a dealer. Hell, he was in one just like it this past weekend, when he saw Jacob again.</p><p>That was the reason right there, fucking Jacob. The stupid boy set his nerves on edge, which is saying a lot because Stanley’s typically relaxed. That stupid boy and his stupid face with his stupid sad green eyes and his stupid, where was he going with this again? Thankfully the front door opens before he can refocus his thoughts.</p><p>“Stanley! Happy you were able to find it okay, come on inside,” Meg answers, opening the door and letting him pass. He stops to take his shoes off by the door upon entering.</p><p>He takes a good look around the living room, observing that it&rsquo;s your typical upper middle class white family home. Leather couches in the living room, porcelain bowls of fake fruit, and possible fake plants decorate the room. There’s fancy paintings on the wall that if anyone who knew anything about art would be able to tell they’re prints. Hardwood floors with a big cashmere rug in the center of the room. Completing the space is a brick fireplace with a family portrait hung over it. It’s Jacob and his parents, only his mom smiling in it. He notices that Jacob’s dad has the same disinterested look in his eyes.</p><p>“It’s uh, quite a place you got here.”</p><p>“Yeah it’s nothing but a bullshit font to hide how bad they are,” and with that Meg is dragging Stanley up the stairs.</p><p>They go up the flight of stairs twice, the house having not two but three stories. On the third flight of stairs is two bedrooms and a bathroom that looks like it connects both of them. “This is my temporary room, and that,” she points to the door with a KEEP OUT sign on it, “is Jacob’s.”</p><p>The sound of music is coming from Jacob’s room, stopping Stanley in his tracks. “I thought he had church tonight?”</p><p>“The twerp claimed he didn’t feel good or something. Everyone else is gone. Now come on!” Meg practically shoves Stanley through her bedroom door.</p><p>Meg’s room is a lot like her, loud and proud. Or at least trying to be. There’s a queen size bed that’s unmade with a Macbook sitting on it, and a dresser. Those are the only pieces of furniture besides a couple of bean bag chairs. At least they’re the nice overstuffed bean bag chairs. The rest of the room is filled with boxes and there&rsquo;s some plants on the window sill. The main staple of the room is a gay pride flag thumb-tacked up her bed and Stanley realizes Meg doesn’t even play for his team. Not that he’d ever have a chance if she did.</p><p>Meg plops down into one of the bean bags, and Stanley pulls out his ‘cigarette case’ and goes ahead and lights the end of one of his joints he’s brought along. He takes a hit and passes it to Meg when she starts making grabby hands, sinking down in the bean bag next to her.</p><p>“I’m happy you came over, this house is insufferably boring sometimes,” She blows the smoke out the side of her mouth, not looking like she’s gonna bother to crack a window.</p><p>Stan takes the joint back from her, “Yeah I’d be real bored too if I lived in a big fancy house like this.” He takes a hit.</p><p>“It’s not so much the house, it’s my fucking family. My uncle is trying to get back ‘his’ publishing company, and my aunt is doped up on antidepressants. She’s like some ghost with a permanent smile. Don’t even get me started on the little nazi either.” Meg gestures to the shared wall of hers and Jacob’s room. “I think my mom is the worst though. She’s hanging around them like a leech, hoping to get any money she can. I don’t think she realizes they’re dead broke as well.”</p><p>He doesn’t want to hear that. That makes him feel bad for Jacob, someone who doesn’t need sympathy. Especially not Stanleys.</p><p>They pass the joint back and forth till it’s gone, Stanley listening to all of Meg’s crazy college stories. They both end up laying on the floor, staring up at the ceiling, reminsist of when he gets high with Syd, talking about anything and everything. They both have a pleasant high going on.</p><p>“I want pizza!” Meg declares, sitting up.</p><p>“Yeah pizza sounds great,” Stanley props himself up on his elbows. “We should order some over.”</p><p>“It’ll be quicker if I just go get it, the pizza place is right down the street.” Meg wobbly stands up, like her legs had fallen asleep. “Just stay here, I’ll be right back. Oh I’ll get bread sticks too!”</p><p>In a more sober state of mind Stanley probably would’ve insisted on riding with her, especially when Jacob is in the next room over. But instead all Stanley could think about was how soft the carpet was and how he really didn’t want to get up. So he just tells her to get pepsi also as he lets himself fall back on the floor.</p><p>He doesn’t know how long he’s just laying there, staring up at the ceiling. There’s what looks like a water spot that has been painted over and he’s fixated on it when he hears a huff from the doorway.</p><p>Stanley looks up to see Jacob standing in the doorway, his arms crossed. He looks different. His usual fancy clothes swapped for red pajama pants and a plain grey sweatshirt. Jacob almost looks normal. In place of replying, Stanley just points up at the painted over waters spot, as if it holds all life’s answers. Jacobs eye sight follows his finger up and then looks down at Stanley with an even more judgy look. Jacob walks into the room then, going over to crack the window.</p><p>“Meg’s never going to get the smell out, my parents are going to know what she was doing.” Jacob doesn’t make way to exit the room, and just awkwardly stands by the window.</p><p>“Dude I think that&rsquo;s the point.” Stanley knows he is staring at him, but he’s too high to care. Jacob makes eye contact with him and shrugs. He’s expecting Jacob to just leave, and is surprised when Jacob sits on the floor instead. He’s close enough where Stanley could reach out and touch him if he wanted too, and he kinda wants too.</p><p>Jacob’s looking at the carpet and an awkward and tense silence falls over them. Annoying him that it’s ruining his high, Stanley breaks the silence. “So uh, no church tonight? Getting too big for the Big Man?”</p><p>“Didn’t want to go.”</p><p>“Why? I thought people like you enjoyed church? It’s an excuse to dress up and play nice with all the other rich people.” Stanley’s filter is gone, not that he misses it.</p><p>“I was hoping to see you,” Jacob says it so quietly, Stanley’s not sure he heard him correctly.</p><p>“What?”</p><p>Jacob makes eye contact with Stanley again, and even though he’s stoned, it looks like Jacob is almost pained. “Nothing, forget it,” Jacob looks at Stanley’s cigarette case sticking out of his shirt pocket and nods his head towards it, “Do you have another one?”</p><p>“Yeah man sure,” Stanley found himself getting too sober for this anyways. He pulls out another joint, and lights it. The two pass it back and forth, quietly. It’s nothing like when he and Meg shared one. Speaking of who, just texted Stanley letting him know that she’s not stuck in traffic. Fucking convenient.</p><p>The silence is grating on his last nerves. Getting high is not supposed to be this stressful. It’s making him mad, and Stanley never gets mad. Fucking Jacob Thrombey. Finally he just snaps.</p><p>“Why did you kiss me? Because this is too damn tense.”</p><p>He looks at Stanley like a deer caught in the headlights, and looks towards the door. Nuh uh, he’s not getting out of this. “Jacob, why did you kiss me? What was that?” Stanley doesn’t realize he’s leaning closer to him as he speaks.</p><p>“I just wanted to. I wanted to see what it was like. It meant nothing.” Jacob is still looking at the door.</p><p>Stanley laughs, “Really? It meant nothing? Then why can you barely look at me?”</p><p>Jacob looks Stanley in the eyes, as if challenging him. “I’m not gay.”</p><p>“Never said you were.”</p><p>“I’m not gay. I’m not like you.”</p><p>“Dude I’m not gay either.”</p><p>He looks at him a little confused. “I’m bi man.” Jacob still has a look of confusion. Sighing, “Ya know, I like men and-”</p><p>“I know what it means.”</p><p>“Well okay then.” He doesn’t know what to say next.</p><p>A brief silence passes over them before Jacob mutters, “I’m not gay.”</p><p>“And would it be such a bad thing if you were?”</p><p>“Yes.”</p><p>Stanley rubs his face in his hands, he’s not getting anywhere with this guy! He’s tempted to just text Meg ‘see her later’ and get out of here.</p><p>“It wasn’t bad.” Jacob’s not looking at him again.</p><p>“What?”</p><p>“The kiss. It wasn’t a bad kiss. Is that bad?” Jacob sounds almost childlike. Dammit, Stanley feels bad again.</p><p>“No Jacob, it’s not bad the kiss was good.” Stanley says softly.<br/>“So it wasn’t bad for you either?” Jacob’s looks at Stanley’s lips, and he can’t read his expression.</p><p>“No, I actually liked the kiss man. Could’ve gone without the part of you manhandling me, but the rest of the execution was good.”</p><p>There’s a little crease between Jacob’s eyebrows, like he’s deep in thought or something. “Can we do it again?”</p><p>What the hell.</p><p>“Do what again? Kiss?”</p><p>Jacob is actually blushing, “Nevermind. Forget I said anything.” He acts like he’s about to stand up. Against his better judgment, he grabs Jacob’s hand to stop him. His hand goes instantly tense.</p><p>“Yes, we can kiss.” Jacob settles back down on the floor, and surprisingly doesn’t take his hand from Stanley’s. He just stares at him expectantly.</p><p>Taking the hint that he’s leading this time, he takes the hand not holding Jacob’s and cradles his face. Jacob is really pretty. Chestnut hair, emerald eyes, almost feminine delicate features. It doesn’t fit such a rough personality. Stanley leans in, pausing just long enough to see any hesitation on Jacob’s part, before joining their lips.</p><p>Since he’s leading, he tries to keep the kiss simple and delicate. It only takes a minute of their closed lips brushing against each other before Jacob apparently decides that’s not enough. He snakes his hand up into Stanley’s hair and tries to pull him closer. He accidentally tugs on his hair, causing Stanley to gasp. Jacob uses the opportunity to stick his tongue in Stanley’s mouth. Their mouths battle for dominance and Stanley is not too upset when he loses.</p><p>What was delicate almost sweet kissing quickly turns into sloppy making out. It’s like Jacob just wants more and it feels too good, that Stanley is just helpless to comply. Stanley finds himself meeting every demand of Jacobs. When he goes to remove Stanley’s shirt, he lets him.</p><p>He lets Jacob push him till he’s on his back, as Jacob discards his shirt as well. Falling between Stanley’s legs, their bare chests against each other, he reaches for Stanley’s belt.</p><p>All Stanley can think about as he’s about to give himself to Jacob, is that this, this is kinda gay.</p><p><b>A/N:</b> 

So uh yeah. They had sex. I&rsquo;m not writing it out, sorry guys, But I have a plan for this story so expect two more parts ! Comment and let me know what you think ! Thanks for reading :)</p><p>Tags: <a href="https://tmblr.co/ml4oyDXQigA7XYAMpYYaG3Q">@fiantomartell</a></p>
Tags: janley, jacob thrombey, Knives Out, stanley barber, stan barber, ianowt, I am not okay with this

Post id: 620405902592344064
Date: 2020-06-09 01:12:55 GMT
Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/620405902592344064
Slug: 
Reblog key: qus0NPRO
Reblog url: https://verynotalltoowell.tumblr.com/post/620403955604897792
Reblog name: verynotalltoowell
Title: 
Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://verynotalltoowell.tumblr.com/post/620403955604897792">verynotalltoowell</a>:</p><blockquote><p>tell me why all of the losers called dibs on not going into the neibolt house so bill decided to take richie and eddie&hellip;EDDIE OF ALL PEOPLE, THE ONLY ONE WHOS ASTHMATIC&hellip;bill was like 🙄🙄🙄 “eddie idc if you’re gonna have an asthma attack and stop breathing i’m not letting stanley go in there”</p></blockquote>
Tags: bill was protective of stan, but poor eddie, its kinda funny

Post id: 620403691102617600
Date: 2020-06-09 00:37:45 GMT
Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/620403691102617600/edsbrakrichie-grinning-while-meeting-strangers
Slug: edsbrakrichie-grinning-while-meeting-strangers
Reblog key: ZNASp3Hl
Reblog url: https://edsbrak.tumblr.com/post/169938527245/richie-grinning-while-meeting-strangers-this-is
Reblog name: edsbrak
Title: 
Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://edsbrak.tumblr.com/post/169938527245/richie-grinning-while-meeting-strangers-and">edsbrak</a>:</p><blockquote><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Richie, grinning, while meeting strangers:</b> And this is my ex-boyfriend, Stan</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Stan, sighing:</b> I told you to stop calling me that</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Stan:</b> I&rsquo;m his husband</p></blockquote>
Tags: 

Post id: 620248588599083008
Date: 2020-06-07 07:32:28 GMT
Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/620248588599083008/defending-miles-25
Slug: defending-miles-25
Reblog key: LFpLre2K
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Title: Defending Miles 2/5
Body: <p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24436723/chapters/59380654">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/619436145495932928/defending-miles-part-13">Part 1</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/621521448188641280/defending-miles-36">Part 3</a></p><p><b>Summary:</b> A look from Miles side and some more angsty internal homophobia.</p><p><b>Warnings:</b> F-Slur </p><!-- more --><p>Miles had always known his soulmate was someone like him. Someone who was misunderstood and a little fucked up in their own way. Someone who he could relate to. He was also aware his soulmate was a guy. There was no way they would be a girl, Miles has never once found himself attracted to them.</p><p>That being said, never in a million years would he think his soulmate to be Jacob fucking Barber. But there he was, looking down at him. Miles was still being punched in the face, but even that didn’t seem to matter when he was looking at him.</p><p>He had seen his face all over the news, he actually avidly watched Jacob’s trial. Watched Jacob look close to tears when being harassed by the journalist, and watched him look overjoyed after the jury declared him innocent. When his nanny had asked him during the summer why he was inside watching the news, watching Jacob, he could never give an answer. Kate probably just boiled it down to Miles being weird again, taking interest in another seemingly weird kid. Miles kinda just thought that too, but now? He realized he felt drawn to the trial because that was his soulmate.</p><p>So seeing Jacob, who he didn’t even know was now attending his God forsaken school, staring down at him, conflicting emotions displayed in his features, Miles was happy. Overjoyed really. His face was getting pounded on by Henry Bowers, Aiden was being held against his will by Patrick Hockstetter, but what did any of that compared to when he was looking into the face of his soulmate?</p><p>And then&hellip;then Jacob turned and ran away. He didn’t know what he was expecting, Jacob to jump in and help him? To yell for the teachers? Or maybe at the very least stick around to talk to Miles. Instead Jacob ran away.</p><p>Miles could only watch him disappear into the crowd as a teacher finally broke up the fight. Aiden pulled him to his feet, asking him questions that went unheard as Miles still stared at the spot where Jacob once stood.</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;</p><p>“Jacob been accused of murder Barber is your fucking soulmate?” Miles is in Freddy’s dorm, Richie lounging across his lap, with an incredulous look on his face.</p><p>“He was found innocent Chee,” Freddy is running his finger through Richie’s hair and Miles thinks of how gross and coupley they look. He then briefly wonders if him and Jacob will ever be like that.</p><p>“Yeah well, the guy still gives me the creeps!”</p><p>“You haven’t even met him. I have, and he seems perfectly fine&hellip;Just a little lost.”</p><p>Miles wasn’t too thrilled to find out the rest of his friends had already met Jacob at lunch, Jane inviting him over to their table. Maybe if he would’ve seen Jacob in a normal setting than his reaction would’ve been different. Maybe seeing his soulmate for the first time, getting his face beat, was just too much for him. Miles mentally curses Aiden for convincing him to go smoke with him and Richie instead of going to lunch.</p><p>Jane didn’t know who he was and no one else did either. Well except for Freddy and by default Richie. Freddy knows everything so therefore Richie does too.</p><p>Speaking of everyone else, they were on their way to Freddy’s dorm. Apparently they planned to play video games all night with Jacob, but Miles seriously doubted he would be attending. In fact it was almost strange, since seeing Jacob Miles has felt more connected to him than ever. It was almost a supernatural feeling. Miles didn’t know where Jacob’s dorm was but had a feeling that he got up and started walking, that his instincts would lead him straight to him.</p><p>“Don’t tell anyone. About any of it. Don’t tell them about his trial or that he’s my soulmate.” With a pointed look at Richie, Miles adds, “I mean it.”</p><p>Freddy just nods his head, and Richie, in dramatic Richie fashion, fails arms out with a huff. “Okay Miles. It’s not my fault your soulmate is a crazy person.”</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;</p><p>Everyone shows up to Freddy’s dorm, a little disappointed when Jacob doesn’t make an appearance. Freddy and Richie thankfully listen to Miles and don’t say anything concerning what they know.</p><p>Jacob isn’t the main point of conversation as Miles and Aiden recount being jumped by Henry and Patrick earlier in the day. Aiden over dramatizing every detail and Miles only adds comments when needed. He’s going to have one hell of black eye for a while and that should speak for itself. Miles and Aiden already make plans for getting back at them, spiders involved of course. Henry is a big pussy when it comes to them, the fucking coward.</p><p>Miles excuses himself early and starts walking down the hall absentmindedly, finding himself walking to a dorm room that is not his own. It’s Jacobs. He just knows it. The temptation to knock is there, to ask why he’d walk away. Or just to see him. It’s almost overwhelming how bad Miles simply wants to just <i>see</i> him.</p><p>Instead he forces his feet to keep walking. Forces himself to go back to his dorm. When he gets there he looks at the spider he drew on his hand earlier. Angry red marks are on his skin, like someone tried to forcefully rub it off. His heart breaks just a little because he knows it wasn’t him. Did Jacob hate him? Was Miles really being rejected by his own soulmate?<br/>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;</p><p>His alarm goes off, waking Jacob up from a night of restless sleep. Groaning he shuts it off and looks at his phone. Messages from dad asking him why he missed his first therapy appointment and asking if he was okay. One message was also from an unknown number who said they were Freddy, checking in on Jacob. Guess Freddy really does know everything.</p><p>Jacob rolls over onto his back and stares up at the ceiling. He really really doesn’t want to attend class. He doesn’t want to run the risk of running into Miles, he doesn’t know how he would react. Lifting his hand up, he sees that the spider he tried to scrub away until his skin was raw yesterday had been removed. In fact everything had been removed. All of the fading pen marks were just gone, as if they had been purposely and much more delicately washed away.</p><p>This whole thing was just too much, Jacob wasn’t used to dealing with this much emotion. Is this how people with a normal emotional range feel all the time? It’s fucking exhausting. Instead of dwelling on it, Jacob forces himself to get up and get ready for class.</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;</p><p>Like yesterday his first two classes go by with an ease. Also like yesterday Jacob finds himself at a loss of what to do for lunch. He wants to go sit with the group he sat with yesterday, the same group that was nice enough to ask him to hang out after class and play video games. Even if he did bail on them.</p><p>He couldn’t though. Because sitting right in the middle of them was Miles, who hadn’t noticed Jacob yet. He could himself be pulled towards the boy with unruly hair, whose school uniform was thrown on with very obvious uncaring. If he sat with Miles, then everyone would know. Everyone would know that Jacob was a faggot, that there was something wrong with him.</p><p>Rationally he knew they wouldn’t care, there were other same sex couples in their group, but his brain wouldn’t let him think rational. All he could think about was all those times Ben had called him a fag in front everyone, the class laughing with him, laughing at Jacob.</p><p>Ben always said that Jacob was a freak because his eyes sometimes lingered on the boys in the gym locker room. That Jacob was always eyeing them like they were some piece of meat. That he probably went home and jerked one out to his male classmates.</p><p>Jacob’s eyes didn’t linger though! Or at least he thought they didn’t, he didn’t know anymore. He knows certainly he never ‘jerked one out’ his male classmates.</p><p>When he did masturbate, it was always stories and pictures in the Cutterroom.com that got him off. Never to any person or gender in particular, just the situations. Jacob would like to think that if he had to picture someone, it was a woman. He didn’t know if that made it more messed up or not.</p><p>Jacob breaks himself from his thoughts and decides just to skip lunch, not caring that not eating was bad for his medication. He throws his lunch away and makes his way to the bathroom. His skin is overheating and he needs to splash some cold water on his face. He really doesn’t want to have another panic attack, and he can feel one creeping up the back of his throat.</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;</p><p>Miles spots him standing awkwardly in the middle of the lunchroom, desperately gripping his tray. He looks so lost, and his eyes are looking everywhere but at him. Miles watches him as he throws his lunch tray away and exits the lunchroom. Without a second thought, Miles is standing and following him out. His friends give him strange looks as he leaves without a word.</p><p>Miles finds him pretty quickly, hunched over the edge of the sink, water dripping down from his face. Jacob looks like he’s on the verge of a panic attack. He doesn’t notice that Miles has joined him in the thankfully empty bathroom.</p><p>Fuck, he didn’t think this through. What the hell is he supposed to do now? Jacob obviously hates him, which Miles didn’t even know was possible for someone to hate their soulmate. He doesn’t have to think about his next course of action for very long as Jacob looks up and makes eye contact with him, looking startled.</p><p>“Hey,” It’s lame but Miles doesn’t know what else to say. Jacob takes one look at Miles and then looks at the door. He can tell Jacob is gauging whether or not he can squeeze by Miles and make an escape. Miles moves so that he’s more in the way of the door and takes a step towards Jacob.</p><p>Jacob seems to subconsciously take a step back, his back hitting against the wall. “You liked my spiders,” Miles doesn’t know why he says it, just that he knows it&rsquo;s true. Jacob looks at him confused. He also looks like he wants to puke.</p><p>“You like my spiders,” Miles says again, taking another step towards Jacob, “I like the snakes you sometimes draw.”</p><p>Jacob remains silent, but at least now he’s looking Miles in the eyes, jaw clenched. “You can’t run away from me, okay?” It sounds like a threat, but Miles says it softly. God, Jacob looks so pretty, and Miles really wants to touch his cheek, see if his skin is as soft as it looks. His own soulmate all to himself.</p><p>Miles’s hand of its own accord starts to reach up to cradle Jacob’s face, and for a moment it looks like Jacob is going to let him. That is until Jacob brings his fist down across Mile’s already bruised face.</p>
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Body: <p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23103391/chapters/59374612">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/615418914736947200/kiss-me-slowly-chp-8">Chapter 8</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/620791641357320192/kiss-me-slowly-chp-10-fin">Chapter 10</a></p><p><b>Warnings:</b> NSFW mentions, mild cursing, and alcohol use</p><p><b>A/N:</b> Guess who finally updated this? One more chapter to go! </p><!-- more --><p>Dating “Fuck Boy Bill” was quickly becoming dating “Himbo Bill” and Stan couldn’t be happier. Stan felt like everything in his life just made sense, that he was finally living the college life he was supposed to. His grades were good, he had amazing friends, and his baseball player stud boyfriend was everything he could have ever wanted.</p><p>They still had great chemistry and their sex life, god their sex life was amazing. Stan didn’t know the human body was capable of feeling as good as Bill made him. Bill had shown Stan a new side of himself he didn’t even know existed and there was no going back. Not that he would ever want to.</p><p>Bill not only takes care of Stan sexually, but has been quick to pick up on Stan’s ocd. Bill’s once messy bedroom always looks now like he’s attempted to clean. And when Stan feels life everything is becoming just a little too much, like he’s about to spiral into a panic attack, Bill is right there with him. Right there, rubbing patterns of three into Stan’s back, murmuring soft calming words in his ear. When it’s a particularly bad day, Bill makes Stan talk about birds. Makes him describe the latest ones he’s seen. Stan would worry about boring Bill, but Bill is always watching Stan carefully when he recites facts about the birds. Always attentive and asking questions. The words “I love you” always lingers behind his lips, never quite finding the courage to say.</p><p>Yes Bill is everything Stan could ever want. He takes Stan bird-watching, on cute dates, and always has his arm around Stan at the frat parties.</p><p>Speaking of frat parties, Stan actually found himself starting to enjoy them. Since dating Bill, who has pretty much shredded all of his fuck boy ways (except for that stupid snapback), people have seemed to finally stop gossiping about them. Everyone who thought Bill was just going to break Stan’s heart after only two months of dating had to eat their words when it was April and their five month anniversary was coming up. Stan knows it&rsquo;s cheesy to add on the statement “and many more to come”, but he can’t help himself. He was so gone for this boy.</p><p>People barely gave them second looks now when Stan was sitting in Bill’s lap or being dragged on the dance floor by him, everyone except for Audra seemed to notice. She still looked a little bitter, which was kinda bordering pathetic at this point. But Stan didn’t let her get to him, and had fun drinking and spending time with the people that mattered most to him.</p><p>Winter had come and gone, along with Bill’s birthday in January, which Stan had given him a silver chain with a paper sailboat charm, and spring had blossomed. With spring comes baseball season and baseball season brings getting to see Bill in his baseball pants. Which is a win for the human race really, who would’ve guessed Bill Denbrough had such a bubble but?</p><p>Stan is always in the stands cheering his boyfriend on. His whole crew of friends are too, even Richie who could care less about sports. One thing Stan didn’t expect was how worked up Bill gets after a big game. He learned real quick after the first game of the season.<br/>After the game, Bill had to shower before meeting everyone at an after party, practically dragging Stan behind him as he made his way to the showers. Being pushed up against the tile wall in the shower as Bill took from behind with some fast and intense fucking was almost too much. But in a good way. His friends all had knowing looks when Stan and Bill met back up with them. Richie taking one look at Stan’s also damp hair, laughing and wiggling his eyebrows as he said he didn’t know Stan had to shower too.</p><p>Every game was like that, Stan always knew to expect an intense fucking after the game, Bill very much in “Daddy” mode. If they didn’t have time to have sex after the game, Stan made sure to have his throat stuffed full of Bill’s cock when they drove to the after parties. Bill would always reward him later. Cumming after a game seemed to be Bill’s tension release and who was Stan to deny him?</p><p>Spring also brought along spring break which Stan found to be bittersweet. Sweet because he, Richie, and Eddie were going down to Atlanta, bitter because Bill was staying behind at college. Stan tried not to be too upset about it, he understood why. It was Bill’s last year of college and he wanted to spend time with his teammate and frat brother, all who were gonna go their separate ways after school. Stan had no idea what Bill’s plan was and he was slightly scared to ask. He didn’t want to know if their relationship had an expiration date this whole time.</p><p>Besides wanting to spend time with his teammates, Bill also had a ton of school work to do and his coach already told him they’d be having practice throughout the week. It just wasn’t feasible for Bill to come to Atlanta with them. Stan would’ve stayed behind with Bill, but he missed his parents and plus Richie was really looking forward to having Stan with him. He didn’t want to let Richie down.</p><p>That’s how Stan finds himself being hugged very tightly by Bill, the car that’s about to take him to the airport with Richie and Eddie already inside, waiting, next to them.</p><p>Bill had his arms wrapped around his back, his face nestled in Stan’s curls. Stan had his head tucked up under Bill’s chin. Second thoughts of leaving invaded his mind, surely it wasn’t too late to back out now?</p><p>Before he could voice this however Bill was talking, “I’m going to miss you so much little birdy, but I know you’ll have fun. Just don’t have too much fun without me, okay?”</p><p>Bill had pulled back so that he could look Stan in the eyes, a small sad smile tugging at his lips. Instead of responding, Stan just stood up on his tippy toes to give Bill a small kiss. Delicate and sweet. When it ended Stan replied, “Just don’t do anything stupid okay? I’m taking all your brain cells with me.”</p><p>Chuckling, Bill presses a kiss to Stan’s forehead, lingering, only to be interrupted by Richie honking the car horn and yelling out the window. “Come on love birds! It’s only a week! Stan the man let&rsquo;s get a move on!”</p><p>Stan just sighs and kisses Bill one last time goodbye. When he gets in the car he overhears Eddie telling Richie to leave them alone, that Richie wouldn’t be able to stand a week without him. Stan can only think about how true that statement is.</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;-</p><p>His parents were happy to see Stan, if only for a couple days. The plan was to stay at Stan’s parents house Sunday to Tuesday, and then leave Atlanta and make their way to the coast, and party the rest of the weekend out there.</p><p>Richie took Eddie back to his parents the first night, getting his obligatory dinner with them out of the way. His parents and him didn’t get along super well, but they at least remained on talking terms. Richie and Eddie would spend the night there, and come to stay with Stan at his parents. Not a big deal and besides, Stan was happy to have the first night to himself anyways.</p><p>After a nice dinner with his parents, discussing school and how Bill was adjusting to visiting temple (Stan really had to admire Bill’s dedication), Stan quickly made it up the stairs. Bill was on the phone before he closed his bedroom door.</p><p>“Hey birdy, haven’t heard from you since you’ve left,” Bill answers like it&rsquo;s a big deal. It’s only been a day, Stan doesn’t like being on his phone on planes.</p><p>Stan has missed Bill too despite this. “I know, I’m sorry. You know how I am about planes.”</p><p>“Ha yeah I know,” Bill makes a groaning noise like he is stretching before continuing, “I should’ve went with you, coach almost killed us today. Make us run damn suicides all day.”</p><p>Laughing Stan replies, “Shut up, you love it and you know it.”</p><p>“I love baseball, not being ran half to death.”</p><p>“Mhm, no party tonight I take it?” he asks, changing the subject.</p><p>“Nah, it’s Monday. I have too much school work and practice anyways. I can’t afford to be hung over everyday this week.”</p><p>“School and practice hasn’t stopped you before.” It’s true. Bill has been known to show up to practice or type out a school essay with a hangover, not that it’s ever affected his performance. Stan has no idea how he does it.<br/>“Yeah I know. I think it’s more that I want to spend time with everyone sober. I’m really gonna miss these guys, and I’d like to have memories of them that aren&rsquo;t riddled in a booze haze. The house is planning some big party Friday night anyways to commemorate the house’s baseball players. Probably get wasted then.”</p><p>Stan comes home Sunday, kinda sad he’s gonna miss an extra hungover Bill on Saturday. “Just don’t do anything super stupid okay? Like get alcohol poisoning. I will not visit you in the hospital.”</p><p>“Yeah you would Stan.” He hates that they both know that statement is true. “You know I’ve been thinking.”</p><p>“Mhm about what?”</p><p>“What I’m gonna do after college.”</p><p>Stan’s breath hitches. He wasn’t expecting this conversation so soon. They still had a month and a half till Bill graduates, surely Bill can’t be calling it quits this early.</p><p>Before Stan has a chance to express any concern, Bill is talking. “I’ve been talking to Ben. He plans on getting an apartment near campus, sticking around for Bev. He has some fancy entrepreneurship set up for him at some architect business. He’s looking for a roommate though, and offered it to me. I was thinking that maybe I should take him up on it. That way you know I can stick around to be with you?” The last part comes out like a question and Bill almost seems nervous.</p><p>Happiness is swirling around Stan’s chest. Bill wanted to stick around. Bill still wanted to date him after he graduated. What was Stan even worried about in the first place? He feels kinda foolish now. Stan’s so happy he forgets to respond to Bill.</p><p>“Stan? What do you think about that? You would want me to -”</p><p>“Yes. Yes, that sounds like a great plan.” Stan’s face hurts from how big he’s smiling.</p><p>“Good,” Bill sighs out in what sounds like relief.</p><p>Stan thinks about how much he loves this man.</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;-</p><p>The rest of the time blows by pretty quickly. Richie, Eddie, and him all pitched in were able to afford a pretty nice condo to rent for themselves. The beach was nice, the clubs were fun, and the overall experience enjoyable.<br/>Thursday night they were out partying with some other spring breakers, Stan got a little drunk and was treated to some skype sex from Bill when he got back to condo. There was no way Richie and Eddie would have heard him, they sounded like they were too busy going at themselves in the room over.</p><p>Friday morning Stan had woken up with a mission. He’d been thinking about doing it for a while, but finally decided he wanted to get it done today. He was going to get his ear pierced. Something to surprise Bill when he got back.</p><p>Stan has felt like he’s been coming more into himself lately, so what not get a piercing to commemorate that?</p><p>Richie couldn’t believe it when Stan told him, even thought Stan was still drunk from the night before. Eddie of course started freaking out, telling him all about the health risks from germs from an improper piercing.</p><p>But Stan wasn’t Richie, who had gotten his ears and cartilage pierced at freaking Claire’s (he’s never seen Eddie be so mad), Stan had a plan. He’s already found a professional piercer on the beach, located in a tattoo shop, who had nothing but good reviews. Richie was laughing and still couldn’t believe it was happening even when the three of them made it into shop midday.</p><p>For all of Eddie’s gripes about the whole thing, he still held Stan’s hand when the rod pierced his ear. It didn’t hurt as bad as he thought it would. Stan settled on a little silver bird charm, and didn’t care that it cost a little extra. It was cute, and it suited him.</p><p>Richie let out a wolf whistle when Eddie and Stan left the piercing room. He, for obvious reasons, was not allowed back there. “Damn Staniel, you’re not turning into some delinquent on me are you?” Richie threw his arm around his shoulder as Eddie went to get the cleaning solution from the guy.</p><p>“Shut up Richie,” Stan says smiling.</p><p>“No for real, it looks really good. My dearest Billiam is going to be quite happy when he sees it. Or should I call him ‘Daddy’?”</p><p>Richie deserves the smack to back of head he gets from Stan. Okay, maybe they did hear Stan and Bill a little last night.</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;-<br/>That night the three of them find themselves at some hot new club. Richie and Eddie were well on their way to being wasted, Stan there mainly to babysit. Stan entertains them a little by dancing with them on the dancefloor, but leaves when they start grinding on one another.<br/>Leaning up against the wall, a careful eye on his two idiots, Stan is perfectly content to watch them while sipping his only second drink of the night. They leave tomorrow, Richie and Eddie are going to be hungover the whole way back. But on the brightside he has only one more day till he’s back with Bill.</p><p>Bill was at his own party tonight. He’s probably doing some stupid kegstand right now, trying to set a record that future frat brother will struggle to beat. Stan laughs at the thought. He called Beverly Wednesday when they were traveling to the coast, and gushed over the phone about how their boyfriends would be rooming together just so they could stay close by. Bill being in an apartment instead of a frat house would be interesting but the idea of waking up when he spends the night with Bill, and not smelling last night&rsquo;s booze and vomit makes him happy.</p><p>Stan knows he is going to finally tell Bill that he loves him when he gets back. Surely Bill must feel the same if he was staying in New York, just so he can see Stan right? He wants to tell Bill how much he loves him as he kisses that stupid face of his, right on those stupid cute dimples. He wants so much to be wrapped up in Bill’s arms right now, <i>his</i> Bill. Bill kissing his forehead and-</p><p>He feels a vibration from his phone in his pocket, effectively snapping him from his thoughts. Expecting Bill to be drunk texting him, he pulls it from his pocket, surprised when he sees an unknown number that has texted him. The preview simply says ‘one photo attachment’.</p><p>Curios Stan unlocks his phone to see the photo, his heart plummeting right down to his stomach.</p><p>It’s a couple making out against a wall, and quite urgently from the seams of it. Even though the girl isn’t facing the camera, Stan can tell it’s Audra. It’s Audra who has her hands fisted in who is undoubtedly Bill’s hair. Bill’s button up plaid is half off his chest, revealing his naked torso, and he seems to kiss her back with the same amount of urgency. Both of their skin is red and blotchy, either from alcohol or arousal or both. They look like they’re half ready to fuck in what looks like the hallway of the frat house.</p><p>Even though Stan has only had two drinks, he feels bile creeping up the back of his throat as he runs out of the club, throwing up over the railing.</p><p>Fuck Bill Denbrough.</p><p><b>A/N:</b> 

I&rsquo;M SORRY. I just lost motivation to write this fic :( but I&rsquo;m determined to finish it. Sorry about the cliff hanger, final chapter coming soon! This chapter was a little too &lsquo;summary&rsquo; for my liking but oh well. Please leave me some comment fuel :)
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Jacob Barber was found innocent by the jury. His parents move him to a bordering school where he meets his soulmate. Things do not go as planned and people get hurt. </p><p><b>Notes: </b>

How the soulmate thing works in this universe, when your soulmate marks or draws on their skin it appears on yours. This can start to happen at any point in someone&rsquo;s life, but typically in someone&rsquo;s late teens. When you meet your soulmate your connection becomes stronger and other things can develop, i.e. reading each other&rsquo;s thoughts or feeling each other&rsquo;s moods.
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</p><!-- more --><p>Jacob was tired. Tired of moving. Tired of changing schools every year. Tired of his parents acting like everything was “okay” that they were a “normal family”. Even though every interaction he has with his dad feels so forced and that his mother could barely stand to look at him.</p><p>He was found INNOCENT but they still treat him like he was guilty. It’s ridiculous. He knows his mother still thinks he had something to do with Ben’s murder, and honestly he’s stop caring about how she feels towards him. Their relationship is ruined, there’s no fixing it no matter how many family therapy sessions they sit through.</p><p>His dad on the other hand is so much worse. His dad tries too hard to treat him like he’s just an ordinary teenager. Like he doesn’t know that Jacob gets off to murder porn or has dark fantasies about hurting people who’ve hurt him. He’s so fucking fake.</p><p>He can’t help but find himself hating them a little. He’s not a bad person and there’s nothing wrong him, he knows that, but they treat him like he’s just going to go on some damn killing rampage. Yes he has dark fantasies but he’s not a killer.</p><p>Jacob just sighs and rests his head on the car window, willing his mind to stop thinking. His parents are chatting idly in the front seats, trying to sound optimistic about their move.</p><p>Since the trial they’ve basically moved every year, the news of Jacob’s past following them wherever they go, preventing them from putting roots down as his dad would say. But this time was going to be different, at least that’s what his mom says. This time the school Jacob would be going to was some private boarding school, where Jacob would have to live at during the week. His mom must be thrilled at that idea, not having to look at her son most of the week.</p><p>Jacob is a little surprised they accepted him, all things considered. But apparently this school specializes in “troubled youth”. Jacob already hates it. He starts in two days on Monday and is supposed to start moving in tomorrow. Fucking great.</p><p>He feels a prickling on his hand and looks down at it, watching a sketch of a spider being etched into the back of it. It’s his soulmate. And she must be bored again, Jacob has learned that when she&rsquo;s bored she tends to sketch all over herself, typically spiders and spider webs.</p><p>The corners of his lips twitch up and he thinks of what he’ll draw back later. Probably a snake or something along those lines. His soulmate and him never communicate with words, only drawings. He prefers it that way.</p><p>The drawings appeared about a year after the trial, and honestly he was surprised he even had a soul mate. He didn’t think someone like him was capable of it. He’s kept it from his parents, not really wanting them to learn about his soulmate. His dad likes to ask if any drawing has appeared on his skin, indications of his soulmate, while his mom never asks. She probably thinks he’s incapable of having one, like he himself used to think.</p><p>When he was little his parents used to tell him stories about when their soulmate connection appeared, when they were teenagers themselves. His dad would tell him that when he met his mom, he just knew that she was the person who had been leaving little encouraging notes on the back of his hand since he was fifteen. How he didn’t even have to verify it was her, just the BURST of overwhelming emotion he felt when he saw her.</p><p>That’s something Jacob can’t really fathom. He knows one day he’ll meet his soulmate, and yes he’ll be happy to meet her, but he can’t imagine feeling love and happiness that strongly toward someone he’s just met.</p><p>He watches the spider on his hand start to be joined by a couple more, and a web start to form around them. He wonders idly if she’s gonna care about his trial. She shouldn’t and he knows any soulmate of his isn’t gonna be to sound of mind themselves so he doesn’t expect judgement from her.</p><p>“Look we’re here Jake”, his father breaks him from his thoughts.</p><p>Looking out the window he sees they have indeed arrived at their new home. Or at least his parents new home, he’s just a visitor here. He has no home.</p><p>Jacob wordlessly opens up the car door, making his way inside, ignoring any further comments from his dad.</p><p>—————————————————————</p><p>The next day comes too quickly and Jacob finds himself in a dorm, all his belongings still in their boxes, and waiting on his parents to finally leave so that he can start feeling out his new home. The headmaster is also there, giving him the stink eye already and Jacob already knows that he doesn’t like him.</p><p>“Now Mr. Flinch please don’t hesitate to call us if Jacob doesn’t seem like he is adjusting well. He tends not to tell us these things,” his father says. He hates it when he talks about Jacob like he’s not even in the room. His mother has been quiet today, seeing herself to take over the task to start unpacking his clothes with unnecessary care.</p><p>“He’ll do just fine,” Mr. Flinch replies, and then when a pointed look at Jacob he adds, “as long he remembers to follow our rules.”</p><p>His dad lets out a slight chuckle, “Jake’s a good kid, you don’t have to worry about that.”</p><p>The headmaster who obviously knows about the trial just lets out a negative hum in response.</p><p>Jacob’s dad turns to him, “Now buddy remember to take your medication, I won’t be here to remind you. Set an alarm on your phone if you have too. Oh and be nice to your new therapist Ms. Otis okay?”</p><p>“Yeah sure.” As If therapy and meds are going to make him any more normal.</p><p>His dad seems satisfied with his answer. “Okay well your mom and I gotta get going, I love Jake. Call us tonight.” With that his dad is hugging him to which Jake half heartedly returns. Making his way out of Jake&rsquo;s new room, he turns to Jacob’s mom, “Laurie?”</p><p>She seems surprised to even be spoken to but quickly recovers, “love you sweetie,” and she kisses Jacob on the forehead. They both pretend her statement is true.</p><p>His parents finally leave leaving him with the headmaster. “Now look here boy, you will attend all of your afternoon therapy sessions. That is not up for debate. Keep your nose clean and you’ll do just fine.” The headmaster leaves him room as well before Jacob even has a chance to reply.</p><p>Sighing as he falls back on his bed, he takes in his new surroundings. The room is pretty decently sized, and he doesn’t have a roommate so there’s that. Jacob shudders at the idea of having to share his space with someone.</p><p>He has all his basic needs met, a desk, bed, dresser, and even a tv adorn his room. Thankfully his room also has a small bathroom attached. His parents didn’t skimp out when paying for his dorm. His dad probably out of desire to please him and his mom out of desire to want to keep him there.</p><p>Prickling starts up on his arm and he pulls his sleeve back to watch a spider web be etched across his forearm. Digging out a pen from his backpack on the desk, he starts to draw spiders on the web for his soulmate, something he knows she’ll appreciate. Smiling down as his forearm, he thinks about how he at least has this going for him.</p><p>—————————————————————</p><p>The next morning went pretty okay by Jacob’s standards. He was able to find his first two classes and no one seemed to pay him much attention, he sort of just blended in with the crowd. Even the teachers hardly acknowledged his new presence. Which was great for Jacob. And then lunch rolled around.</p><p>He found himself awkwardly standing in the middle of the mess hall, gripping his tray as he looked for somewhere empty to sit. There was no such luck. His peers were everywhere, all bustled up together in their respective cliques, leaving Jacob with no home.</p><p>A table with a smaller group in the corner seems like his best option, if he doesn’t want to eat in the bathroom, but it seems too weird to just approach them. He also runs the risk of them recognizing him immediately, and out right rejecting him. His decision gets made for him though when a girl from the table looks up and makes eye contact with him, smiling. She waves him over and seeing no other option, Jacob comes.</p><p>As he approaches the table he sees that she&rsquo;s sitting with one other girl and two boys, who sound like they&rsquo;re in a very heated debate over some game or whatever. The girl is still the only one who notices him, clearing her throat when he’s close enough.</p><p>“Hi there, you looked a little lost,” she says. When she speaks the two boys and girl look up at Jacob, varying degrees of surprise and amusement displayed on their faces.</p><p>Before Jacob has a chance to say anything, the boy with a brown bowl cut hair is speaking, “Run get out of here. If you sit with us you’ll be trapped forever.” He says it so seriously Jacob can’t tell if he&rsquo;s joking or not. The other girl, who has short ginger hair and sharp eyes, smacks him on the shoulder and both boys break out laughing.</p><p>“Ignore Will, he’s just dumb.” The boy who must be Will lets out a “Hey!” before she continues, “I’m Jane, that’s Syd,” the other girl gives him a small smile, “and that’s Freddy.” Jacob finally takes in the other boy and notices that he has crouches resting against the table beside him. His eyes must linger on them too long because Jane speaks up again, “You’re welcome to join us if you want. You just can’t be a jerk.”</p><p>Jane seems very smart, and what he can tell is very protective. They don’t seem to recognize him and deciding that sitting with them is better than sitting in the bathroom, he takes a seat besides Freddy. “I’m Jacob.”</p><p>“You’re the new kid right? Dorm room located on the second floor, room 109?” Freddy asks as if it’s completely normal to just where the person you just met is sleeping.</p><p>Jacob is about to ask how and WHY does he know that before Will talks, “Freddy you’re freaking him out stop it. Don’t let him creep you out, Freddy just knows things, he leaks random information,” the last part aimed at Jacob.</p><p>“Uh yeah I guess that’s me.” If Freddy knows anything else about Jacob he’s not letting on.</p><p>“You know guys doesn’t he kinda look like Aiden?” Syd speaks for the first time since his arrival.</p><p>The other three look at him puzzledly and he’s not too sure how he’s supposed to be reacting to these looks.</p><p>“Kinda, but like in the way Richie kinda looks Miles. Similar but not the same.” Jane says.<br/>Freddy laughs, “Those two idiots don’t look anything alike, I have no clue what you guys are talking about.”</p><p>“You only say that because you’re soulmates the trashmouth! They could be brothers!” Will exasperates.</p><p>Syd and Jane are laughing now too, “Aiden will be happy to know that we’ve found his long lost brother. Speaking of them, where are the three dumbasses?” Syd asks. The more Jacob hears, the more he realizes this small friend group isn’t so small. They all seem okay so he’ll see where this goes.</p><p>“They skipped this lunch period to go smoke, you know how they are.” Freddy answers.</p><p>“They’re probably all stressed because Syd and I totally kicked their asses yesterday at COD,” Will fist bumps Syd. This catches Jacob’s attention.</p><p>“You guys play COD?”</p><p>“Uh who doesn’t?” Syd looks almost offended.</p><p>Jacob quickly recovers, “No, I play it too. I just haven’t had anyone to play with lately.”</p><p>Will slams his hand down on the table, “That&rsquo;s it! For the sake of Jacob we need to play COD marathon tonight at Freddy’s dorm. Yes your dorm, you have the biggest flat screen, you over privileged punk.”</p><p>“Over privileged? Dude I’m permanently crippled.”</p><p>The whole table is silent before they break down laughing. Jacob even finds himself smiling, maybe he can make it work with them.</p><p>The rest of the lunch period goes by with them mainly talking about video games, and Jacob’s moving and family. He artfully avoids talking about the trial, blaming the moving on his dad’s job. He also agrees to meet them at Freddy’s dorm later to play COD, something he finds himself excited for. He hasn’t felt excited for something in, fuck he doesn’t even remember when.</p><p>He does learn that Syd and Jane are actually soulmates, and that Aiden who they claim to be his long lost brother (“Seriously dude are you sure your dad didn’t have another kid?” Will asked him) has a soulmate named Debbie back home. Their friend Miles is the only one in their friend group waiting to find his. Will knows his is named Mike and he lives somewhere in Indiana, they just haven’t met yet. Jacob was surprised that Will actually communicated with his soulmate, them writing messages to each on their skin.</p><p>When asked about his, he sorta just brushed it off, explaining that they only draw pictures for each other. He showed them the colorful spider displayed on his hand, one that popped up earlier this morning. Syd and Jane share a weird look with each other but he doesn’t dwell on it too much, chalking it up to them just thinking the spider is strange. Before he knew lunch was over and he was heading to the rest of his classes of the day.</p><p>—————————————————————</p><p>Jacob makes through his next class with no problem, and is on to his last class of the day when he runs into a commotion. He really just wants to get through the rest of the day and his after school therapy appointment so that he can meet up with his new friends, so he really just wants to walk around whatever is going on in the middle of the hallway, but he gets stuck almost. He settles for pushing his way through the crowd.</p><p>Breaking through he sees that there’s actually a fight that has broken out and the kids are standing around recording it yelling stuff out at the four boys in the center. One of them looks surprisingly a lot like Jacob and he briefly wonders if he’s the Aiden guy. ‘Maybe Aiden’ has his arms pinned behind his back by some burly kid, nasty cut on his nose, and being forced to watch the other two boys. Jacob turns his attention to the other two boys and everything stops.</p><p>Right when he looks, the guy who is being pinned to the ground by the foot of the other kid, and getting his face beat in, makes eye contact with Jacob. He’s Jacob’s fucking soulmate. Jacob doesn’t even have to look at his hands, which are currently gripping on to his attacker&rsquo;s hand that has a grip on his school uniform, to know the same spider is drawn there. The name Miles rings in his ears, and even though Miles is still getting punched, his attention is only on Jacob. He knows too.</p><p>Jacob wants to move, to help him and he doesn’t know why. Everything is screaming in his body to get in and help Miles. Miles who he feels the need to protect and finds himself wanting to spend everyday with. To love for eternity. To grow old with.</p><p>It&rsquo;s&hellip;it&rsquo;s too much. Jacob has never had a panic attack, but he knows one is creeping up on him. His soulmate is not supposed to be a boy. Every time Ben called him a fag, it can’t, it can’t be true. Jacob is not gay. He’s not. His soulmate can not be a fucking boy.</p><p>So instead of helping Miles, he turns on his heel and straight runs away, fighting every instinct in his body. When he gets to his dorm, he slams the door shut and finally breaks down. He’s a faggot and he hates himself. Jacob doesn’t leave the door for the rest of the night.</p><p><b>A/N:</b> 

Will is a little OOC and I&rsquo;m sorry :/ Sorry if the dialogue seems a little rusty as well.
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Body: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="630" data-orig-width="1656"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/77611d471569181d51c0c574a2bb7533/9bf17faca308697c-b0/s540x810/c00a33b6a05a86e707917b58908e3574eeb1bb46.jpg" data-orig-height="630" data-orig-width="1656"/></figure><p><b>My work for the Poly Loser Club Fic Exchang Vol. 2</b></p><p><b>Prompt given to me: </b>Core  (Bill + Stan + Richie + Eddie) have a night in because the rain is absolutely horrible and goofy shenanigans ensue. Can be NSFW or not or a little bit of both.<b> </b></p><p>Prompt was given to me by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m7_vTBQ0YAqRYznNuRKaN5w">@umbrella-babies</a>​ , hope you like it !</p><p><b>A/N: </b>This starts out fluffy and gets very NSFW towards the end, I hope you enjoy. This was my first time writing a polyamorous relationship, so bear with me.  </p><p><b>Warnings:</b> NSFW and very very slight angst</p><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24191338">Ao3</a> or below</p><!-- more --><p>Eddie knew it was going to be a bad day. The moment he heard the weatherman say that it was going to do nothing but storm all weekend, he was on the phone with Stan devising a plan. Now storms don’t bother Eddie or his two boyfriends Richie and Stan, but they tremendously bother his boyfriend Bill.</p><p>When they were only eleven years old, Bill’s little brother Georgie died in a car accident while it was storming, similar to the storm coming in tonight. Bill always, and reasonably so, gets a little depressed when the weather gets gloomy. He hasn’t even left his bed this Saturday morning. But it was going to be okay because Eddie has a plan.</p><p>He’s already called Richie and Stan, and they could already guess the perdictment going on in Bill’s and Eddie’s dorm room, Bill sulking. A movie night was in order. Richie and Stan were going to leave their dorm room around midday and head out and buy all their favorite snacks and drinks&hellip; and maybe a thing of alcohol. Then they were all going to meet back at Eddie and Bill’s to stream all Bill’s favorite movies tonight, whether through the storm together, like always.</p><p>Eddie finishes up texting the plan to Richie and Stan before he turns his attention to the Bill shaped pile of blankets on the other side of the room. He sets his phone down on his night stand before creeping across the room. A tuft of dark auburn hair sticks out from the blue covers, Bill having no way of knowing that Eddie was practically hovering over him. That&rsquo;s when he made his attack.</p><p>Eddie pounced onto the blanket pile with all his weight (which granted isn’t very much) and got a resounding groan out of Bill.</p><p>“Eddie!” he muttered as he pulled the blanket down around his neck. His face was red from the heat of being curled up in the blanket, trying his best to frown down at Eddie who was currently laying on his chest. Eddie only thought Bill looked cute.</p><p>“Hi Bill,” Eddie reached up and kissed Bill on his nose, all signs of annoyance disappearing from his face as Eddie continued to dote on him, kissing his forehead and cheeks. Finally he made his way to Bill’s lips, for a sweet little peck.</p><p>Eddie pulled back and observed Bill. He was trying to smile down at Eddie, but he could still see the sadness lurking behind his brilliant blue eyes. He knew Bill wouldn&rsquo;t want to talk about it, he never does, so instead Eddie settled for hugging Bill a little tighter. Bill seemed to appreciate the sentiment, as he pulled his arms out of the blankets to hug Eddie back.</p><p>He doesn’t know how long they lay there, content in each other&rsquo;s arms, Bill’s tightening around Eddie just in a minute way when they hear thunder crackle outside, they must drift off slightly though. Ringing wakes them up, Bill groaning again. Eddie tries to move to answer it, seeing that it’s his phone, only for Bill to grab him and pull him back down.</p><p>“Let it go to voicemail,” His voice is riddled with sleep, and the offer seems tempting, but it could be Stan or Richie.</p><p>Eddie eventually untangles himself from Bill, “I’ll be right back”, and Bill mutters something incoherent under his breath. Eddie is able to answer the phone before it goes to voicemail, thankful he does when he sees it’s Stan. Stan has been known to get pretty salty if he feels like his phone call has been ignored.</p><p>“Hey,” Eddie answers softly.</p><p>“Are you in the room with him?” Stan answers instead. He knows Stan really wants to ask how Bill is doing, but can’t if he’s currently in the room. Just like how Stan gets annoyed if his phone calls go unanswered, Bill gets annoyed if he feels like people are talking about him.</p><p>Eddie glances back over to Bill, seeing he has returned to his cocoon, “Yeah.”</p><p>He hears Stan sigh into the phone, and it also sounds like he’s out in public, probably at the grocery store. “Okay well Richie and I are about to head over, I was calling to see what you guys would like for dinner-”</p><p>“I ALREADY SAID PIZZA!” the unmistakable voice of Richie rings through.</p><p>“And I already said no because you’re a heathen who eats pizza with pineapple,” Stan has his Richie voice on, the ‘I’m annoyed with you and I can’t believe I love you’ one. Eddie can’t help but find himself smiling.</p><p>“I’m sorry Staniel that some people in this relationship have great taste. Pineapple belongs on pizza just as much as my tongue belongs-” the sound of a whack comes through the phone and Eddie can just picture Stan smacking Richie upside the head.</p><p>“You wound me Stanny! Just for that you’re not getting your jolly ranchers,” Richie’s voice gets quieter as it sounds like he’s walking away.</p><p>Stan sighs once again before continuing with Eddie, “You’re dealing with him tonight (Eddie has no qualms with that idea) and as I was saying, dinner?”</p><p>Eddie hums and mulls it over in his mind for a moment, “How about Chinese food?”</p><p>“Make sure to get my miso soup!” a sudden Bill pipes up from under his blankets. Eddie chuckles, he should’ve known he was being eavesdropped on. He repeats Bill’s request for his miso soup back to Stan, knowing there was no way he heard his request.</p><p>“If Bluejay wants miso soup, he’ll get his miso soup. Even if you guys know that Chinese soup is bad for my skin.”</p><p>“Love you Stan.”</p><p>“Mhm, love you too. Richie and I will be about another hour,” with that Stan was hanging up the phone. Eddie made his way back over to Bill.</p><p>This time Bill was ready for Eddie when he launched himself on him, hearing his footsteps approach. Bill snuggles his face down into Eddie’s hair before thinking of something, “Eddie how are they getting here?”</p><p>Eddie doesn’t need to look at Bill to know he has his worry crease in his eyebrow, “Bill they’re taking the bus like always, don’t worry.” He emphasizes his need for him not to worry with a squeeze around his torso.</p><p>Bill hums his acknowledgement back as he nuzzles his way back into Eddie’s hair. Another crack of thunder booms outside, surprising them both. Bill makes an almost yelp-like noise and Eddie breaks free from his grasp. Bill looks like he’s about to cry, so Eddie gets positioned where Bill can rest his head in his lap. They spend the next hour like that, Eddie threading his fingers through Bill’s hair, cooing what he hopes is calming reassurances, while Bill tries not to cry.</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;</p><p>Stan is briskly walking down the halls of the dorm, Richie right on his heels. He knows Bill is upset and all he can think about is trying to get to his boyfriend’s side. He knows Bill is in good hands with Eddie, but still, he wants to be with him and Eddie. In fact, if he could have it his way, he’d constantly be with his three boyfriends, never let them out of his sight.</p><p>“Stan would you please slow down, I’m trying to balance everything here!” Richie complains from behind him. It is true, Stan kinda leveled Richie with all the snacks and food, insisting he himself needed two hands to carry the drinks.</p><p>“Come on Rich, we’re almost there.” They were already running late, the bus taking longer due to the bad weather.<br/>Finally, finally they made it to Bill and Eddie’s dorm, and Stan didn’t hesitate to open the door, knowing it wouldn’t be locked.</p><p>Eddie only looks up mildly surprised, Bill sleeping in his lap. A smile creeps onto his face as he takes in the sight. Richie comes stumbling in behind him, “Geez your highness, you could’ve held the door open for me.”</p><p>“Shush!” Stan and Eddie hush him at the same time, Bill starting to stir before settling back down on Eddie’s thigh. Richie rolls his eyes and mutters something about always knowing Bill was the favorite as he sets the food and snacks on Bill’s desk. Richie must not be too hurt as he takes the drinks from Stan to set down next to it.</p><p>Stan with his now free hands, crawls on Bill’s bed slowly to join his boyfriends. He kisses Eddie softly and then leans down to brush a soft kiss also against Bill’s forehead. He settles next to Eddie, resting his head on his shoulder. Richie joins them shortly, sitting on the end of the bed, vodka bottle already in hand. Eddie only huffs out his annoyance as Richie takes a swig from the bottle.</p><p>Richie doesn’t even grimace as the liquor hits the back of his throat, speaking after, “How’s Big Bill holding up?” He starts to rub his hand up and down Bill’s leg.</p><p>“He’s how he usually is, you know,” Eddie doesn’t have to say anymore, his boyfriends get it. Bill has been the same during storms since they were eleven. At least now he doesn’t have panic attacks.</p><p>“Well good thing we’re here to help,” Richie takes another swig from the bottle before offering it to Eddie. When Eddie makes a face , Richie only replies, “Dude my tongue has literally been in your asshole, you can’t seriously be worried about backwash.”</p><p>“Beep beep you fucking trashmouth,” Eddies says as he takes the bottle from Richie, taking a swig of his own. Eddie does grimace when the liquor hits his throat. Stan rolls his eyes fondly at his two goofballs as he slowly gets off the bed. He makes his way over to the food and starts dividing up who&rsquo;s whose.</p><p>Eddie carefully maneuvers Bill’s head out from his lap, successfully placing his head in Richie’s lap who has since taken Stan’s spot. He makes his way to the tv, trying to figure out what movie for them to watch. When he walks by the desk, he sees Stan’s jolly ranchers poking out one of the bags. Of course Richie couldn’t turn Stan down, he thinks fondly.</p><p>“Anything but horror Eddie,” Stan pipes up from the desk, where he now is making everyone’s favorite alcoholic drinks.</p><p>“Oh Stanny, don’t want an excuse to jump into my lap tonight?” Richie asks from the bed, him resuming Eddie’s task of running his fingers through Bill’s hair, who is still dead to the world.</p><p>“Like he ever needs an excuse to jump into your lap,” Eddie answers for him. Stan graciously proceeds to flip his boyfriends off.</p><p>Eddie finally decides on The Time Traveler’s Wife, knowing it&rsquo;s one movie they can typically agree on.</p><p>On the bed, Richie can feel Bill start to stir in his lap, the noises from Stan finishing up and Eddie turning on the movie starting to wake him up. Richie awkwardly bends his head down so that he can kiss Bill. He lets out a confused mumble before he starts responding to Richie’s kiss. It starts to become a little less innocent as Richie runs his tongue against Bill’s bottom lip, Bill opening to allow access. As their tongues trace each other, Bill reaches up and grabs a fistful of Richie’s hair, tugging, causing a groan to come out his lips.</p><p>When their mouths break contact, Bill speaks, “Hey there Richie,” the smug bastard still has his eyes closed.</p><p>“Bout time you woke up sleeping beauty,” he kisses Bill once on the forehead as he sits up. Bill sits up also and smiles at the sight of Stan and Eddie categorizing their candy haul on the desk. Neither of them has noticed Bill’s awakeness yet.</p><p>“Can we get drunk already?” Richie aske from where he sits behind Bill.</p><p>“Richie I swear, here’s your drink. Don’t act like you haven’t been sipping on vodka this entire time,” Stan turns around with presumably Richie’s drink in hand, smiling when he sees Bill is awake.</p><p>He walks over to the bed, handing Richie his drink, and leans in to give Bill his own kiss. “How do you feel bluejay?” Stan asks not to pry, just to let Bill know if he wants to talk, they’re here. Bill looks at his three wonderful boyfriends, and feels at ease not that they’re all here with him. So he’s not lying when he says he feels better.</p><p>The unmistakable smell of miso soup hits him and he gets off the bed to walk over where Eddie is getting his own drink on the desk. Eddie smiles up at him and hands him his bowl of miso soup and Bill thinks he can die a happy man right in that moment.</p><p>Eddie and Richie make a blanket pile on the floor, getting ready to hunker down to watch the movie. They all grab their food and mixed drinks and settle in for the movie. Half way through after their food is finished, Stan winds up in Bill’s lap and Eddie in Richie’s. Bill and Richie themselves are leaning against each other, Richie’s head on Bill’s shoulder. When the movie is over, Eddie is unashamedly crying. He cries every time they watch this movie. Bill used to too, but has gotten better after watching the movie about five times. He can hear Stan sniffling, trying to cover it up. Richie is the only one who manages to stay unaffected by the movie.</p><p>After The Time Traveler’s Wife, they decide to stay in the romance genre for their next pick, watching The Age of Adeline. Through the two movies they all consume their candy, Bill and Richie opting to toss it at each other and try to catch it with their mouths. Only after Eddie scolded them about it getting the carpet did they stop. They also managed to have quite a few drinks, all of them feeling relatively warm and tipsy. Richie, Eddie, and Stan were all happy to watch Bill slowly distress, jumping less and less at each blow of thunder.</p><p>Stan was perfectly content snuggled up in Bill’s lap, Bill’s chin resting atop his head when he heard a moan emit from next to him half way through the movie. Stan snapped his head quickly to the sight of the sound, his breath hitching as he took in the scene before him.</p><p>Eddie was in a similar position like Stan was, sitting on Richie’s lap, his back flushed against Richie’s chest. The difference was, Eddie had his eyes closed in pleasure, his head leaning to the side to allow Richie to suck marks into the side of his neck. He had his fist in his mouth, trying in vain not to let any noise out. What really got Stan going was the movement of Richie’s hand underneath Eddie’s shorts. Richie’s arm circled the front of Eddie, his hand moving pretty steadily underneath the fabric, it looked like, surely he wasn’t fingering Eddie?</p><p>Richie would’ve had to spit on his fingers, but that is a very Richie like thing to do. Stan feels his arousal pooling in his groin and his desire to find out. Bill is watching the pair now too, and Stan can feel his already hardened erection underneath his ass. Stan can’t help to grind back on the engorged flesh himself.</p><p>Bill hisses at Stan’s sudden action, but still places his hands on Stan’s hips to guide him as he grinds down unto Bill. Stan lets out a little whimper as he feels Bill’s hips start to slightly buck into him. Stan’s little whimper draws the attention of Richie, who lets go of Eddie’s neck with a parting lick. “Did you two get riled up just from watching Eddie and me huh? We’re a hell of a better watch then another chick flick,” Richie’s looking right into Bill’s eyes as he speaks, his fingers never relenting underneath Eddie’s shorts.</p><p>Instead of answering, Stan almost scrambles his way off of Bill’s lap, crawling over to kneel by Eddie. Eddie finally looks up and for the first time seems to notice Stan and Bill watching him. His pupils are blown out and he already looks fucked out, which only spurs Stan on even more when he does his next action. He grabs the hem of Eddie’s shorts and yanks it down, moaning out right when he sees Richie’s hand pumping in between his legs.</p><p>Eddie’s cock is hard and leaking precum, and Stan leans to run lap at the tip, wanting to taste Eddie. He moans and arches, trying to get his cock into the hot heat of Stan’s mouth. Stan can feel Eddie’s desperation and starts to go down on Eddie’s dick, his tongue running against the veins in the sides.</p><p>Richie groans out a “God you two are going to kill me,” before he stops his ministrations on Eddie’s hole, moving his hand to jack off the part of Eddie’s cock that Stan can’t quite reach. He looks over to where Bill was sitting, wanting to see if he was watching the show as well, only to find the spot vacant. He doesn’t have to wonder too long where Bill went as he’s suddenly pressed up behind Richie, biting down his own neck. Richie lets out a groan which his three boyfriends seem to all echo.</p><p>“Fuck look at them Richie,” Bill says after he licks a strip up Richie’s neck, his hand in Richie’s hair to force (Not that it’s too entirely needed) him to look at Stan as he sucks Eddie’s cock. Bill uses his other hand to card it through Stan’s hair, which seems to encourage Stan to do something sinful with his mouth as Eddie lets out another loud moan.</p><p>Eddie starts to get a little heated and too horny to stay still in Richie’s lap, so he pushes himself off him, causing Stan to pull off him and look up at him in surprise. Stan doesn’t have anytime to think as Eddie pushes him onto his back, straddling his hips. Both boys groan at the friction caused when Eddie starts grinding his ass down onto Stan’s erection.</p><p>Stan’s hands immediately go to Eddie’s hips and all he thinks is how he really wants Eddie to ride him like this. He looks over at Richie and Bill, to see the two making out now. Bill has Richie on his back on the ground, him resting between Richie’s thighs, and what looks like their own grind going on. Stan could watch Richie and Bill make out for hours, the way their tongues seem to violently for dominance. But how can he watch them when he has a desperate Eddie grinding down on his lap?</p><p>Eddie is staring down at Stan, gauging his reactions as he moves hips. His bare crotch rubbing against Stan’s still clothed one. He remedies that as he reaches down and starts to undo Stan’s belt. He gets Stan’s belt off and moves to finish taking off his pants, when Stan stops him.</p><p>“Lube?”</p><p>That&rsquo;s all Stan has to ask for Eddie to jump up and stumble his way over to his nightstand to retrieve it. He stumbles pass Richie and Bill, who both are now shirtless and Richie working on removing Bill’s pants, he hears Richie say “Come one Bill, let me play with Big Bill,” and fuck if that’s not hot. Bill seems to agree as he helps Richie remove his pants who in turns wastes no time getting his mouth on Bill’s hard long cock. Bill wastes no time fisting his hands in Richie’s hair to properly face fuck him.</p><p>Eddie makes his way back to Stan who has since stripped himself completely naked, his clothes folded neatly on the desk. Stan is laying on the ground, pillows propped under his head, looking so fucking hot with hard cock resting on his stomach. Stan makes no move to touch himself and just has an expectant look on his face as Eddie crawls back onto his lap after removing his clothes himself. Stan takes the lube from Eddie and squirts some on his fingers to warm up as Eddie and him start to make-out.</p><p>Bill manages to tear his eyes from Richie’s flushed and fucked out face when he hears Eddie let out an extra loud moan. He gets treated to the sight of Stan pushing in his first finger into Eddie’s hole. He pulls Richie off his cock, Richie letting out a frustrated groan as his mouth chases after the tip of Bill’s cock. Bill hushes him before telling Richie to go grab the lube from Stan.</p><p>Richie nods with a mock salute and knee crawls over to Stan and Eddie, who seems to be having the time of his life. Stan has three fingers now tucked into Eddie, who’s letting out desperate noises and Richie thinks he can cum just from the sight. Eddie sees Richie approach them and yanks Richie down into a desperate hot kiss.</p><p>They part with a sling of saliva dangling between them, Eddie moaning as Stan situates him to sink down on his cock. Richie finds himself moaning with Eddie as Stan thrusts his hips up he’s buried to the hilt. Richie kisses Stan, biting on his lower lip as he grabs the lube that lays abandoned next to them. With a parting bite to Stan’s neck, he makes his way back to Bill.</p><p>Bill is kneeling, his hand furiously stroking his cock as he watches Stan and Eddie, his attention turning to Richie. “Come on Billy, don’t get yourself off too quickly before I even get that fat cock of yours in me,” Richie reaches down to stop Bill’s hand. Bill just groans in response, never one for being a big talker when he’s all worked up, before using his strength he gained from playing ball to maneuver Richie so that he was on his hands and knees.</p><p>Richie has a great view of Stan just laying perfectly content as Eddie bounces up and down on his cock. Bill lubes up his fingers, to horny to try and warm them up, before inserting one into Richie. He moans and arches his back, encouraging Bill to finger fuck him. It doesn’t take very long with Bill scissoring his fingers and opening Richie up before he’s begging for Bill to fuck him. It doesn’t take much convincing as Bill lines himself and buries himself in Richie’s tight heat.</p><p>The sounds of moans, skin slapping skin, and Richie’s muted dirty talk who he himself isn’t even sure who’s it for, bounces off the dorm room walls. They’re probably going to get a noise complaint in the morning but none of them care.</p><p>Eddie manages to his angle just right and on his next thrust down, Stan’s dick slams into his prostate. “Fuck, yes yes, Stan,” Eddie continues to jump on Stan’s dick at that angle, his prostate getting hit every time. Stan looks like he’s heaven as he watches Eddie work himself on his cock. Bill is plowing into Richie at this point, Richie’s face buried into a pillow, his moans loud enough to still be heard.</p><p>“Fuck Stan I’m gonna- I’m gonna cum, fuck yes,” Eddie can feel the pooling in his belly as his orgasm approaches.</p><p>“Come on Baby boy,” Stan reaches up to run his hand up Eddie’s cock. That&rsquo;s all it takes for Eddie to seize up as his orgasm hits him. Stan thrusts shallowly up into him, to help him ride out his bliss. Eddie cums in streaks across his chest and collapses down onto him, trying to catch his breath.</p><p>Once Eddie has had a moment of rest he crawls off Stan and heads over to Richie and Bill, curving himself up behind Bill’s back. Stan follows and situates himself down by Richie’s head, his fingers grabbing and yanking on his hair so that he can see Richie’s pretty fucked out face.</p><p>Bill’s fingers are digging into Richie’s hips and he can feel his orgasm building. Eddie is lazily laving at Bill’s neck, muttering praises about how hot it is to watch him fuck Richie. Bill looks down and Richie and Stan and an idea pops into his head. He slows his thrusts, “R-Richie I want you to eat out St-Stan.” His voice is commanding and leaves no room for argument. Even so, he has to repeat himself so that Richie’s blissed out brain can hear him. Stan himself seems super eager at the idea, he kneels before Richie, presenting his ass to him.</p><p>Richie doesn’t waste any time as he pulls Stan closer to him, his tongue circling Stan’s rim. Bill speeds up his thrusts as he watches Richie’s tongue plunge into Stan. He starts railing into Richie once more, his thrusts hitting his prostate every time, as he marvels at how when Richie moans it drags a moan out of Stan also.</p><p>Eddie is biting on Bill’s earlobe and Bill manages one final thrust before he’s spilling into Richie with a loud groan. Panting, he parts from Richie, laying down on the blankets to watch as Richie is still eating Stan out. Eddie comes and curls up in front of him to watch the show also.</p><p>Richie stands up his knees, grabbing his now throbbing cock and he rubs it against Stan’s hole, teasing him. “Baby do you want me to fuck you, or do you need more prep?” Richie asks. He really wants to fuck Stan right now, but he’s not going to willingly cause his boyfriend discomfort.</p><p>“Just fuck me Richie,” Stan pushes his hips back against Richie for emphasis.</p><p>Richie chuckles at his boy’s eagerness, “Yeah I’m going to fuck you real good.” He sinks into Stan without another thought.</p><p>Richie starts up a brutal pace on Stan, Stan moaning and writhing beneath him. Eddie and Bill are more so cuddling at this point, making out slowly. Stan can feel how close he is, still worked up from Eddie, he can almost taste his release on the back of his tongue.</p><p>“Chee I wanna cum so bad, please.”</p><p>The sound of Stan’s begging causes him to fuck into him harder, he himself chasing his own orgasm. “Fuck baby, say that again.”</p><p>Stan arches his back, “Please please Chee I really wanna cum.”</p><p>“Fuck baby.” Richie reaches around and gently grabs Stan’s cock, causing him to yelp as his orgasm hits him. Stan tightening around Richie causes him to spill over also, both of them riding out their orgasm together. They collapse into a pile of limbs on the floor, next to Bill and Eddie. Stan looks over and sees that Eddie has fallen asleep, his head tucked under Bill’s chin, who also looks like he’s on the verge of passing out also.</p><p>Richie looks at all his now content boyfriends and feels a great amount of love for the three of them, “Good game boys.” Stan smacks him on the arm, no real venom in his actions.</p><p>“Should we get you guys cleaned up?” Bill sleepily mumbles out.</p><p>Richie reaches over to kiss him on the cheek, “After a nap first Billy.” Bill doesn’t put up an argument as he closes his eyes finally. Stan can only agree as he feels exhaustion creeping up on him also. Richie curls himself up against Bill’s back as Stan does the same to Eddie. Stan’s arm manages to drop across the three boys as he himself succumbs to sleep, thinking how incredibly lucky he is.</p>
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Body: <p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23801731/chapters/57182791">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/620989204568080384/scandalous-chp-2">Chapter 2</a></p><p>Warnings: Super NSFW</p><p>A/N: Hello there ! I decided to follow through with my college au Stenbrough series where Stan is a professor and Bill is his student. The first chapter is a little short, but as always they’ll get longer after the first. There is actual plot also! And I’m kinda excited for it.</p><!-- more --><p>“Ah fuck, you’re such a good boy,” Stan continued to grip Bill’s hair with both his hands as he pushed him further down his cock, “Take it just like that, you’re so good Billy.”</p><p>Fuck, for whatever reason Bill really liked it when Stan, or should he say <i>Professor Uris</i> calls him that. Sometimes he would call Bill that in class, just to rile him up. What seemed like just another professor who could not be bothered to quite learn a student’s name to everyone else but meant a whole lot more to Bill. Stan calls Bill ‘Billy’ because he gets off on the whole innocence of it. There was nothing innocent about what Bill was doing at this moment.</p><p>Kneeling on the floor in front of his professor, practically under his desk, gagging on his cock. Professor Uris really likes pushing Bill’s head down far enough to make him gag. Bill could feel himself getting too worked up over this, his own cock was <i>aching</i> between his legs, begging for attention. He couldn’t touch himself though, that was against the rules. In the beginning, Bill had tried to jerk himself off while giving Professor Uris a blowjob, only to be abruptly stopped. Bill only had a one track mine, so when he started pleasuring himself, his blowjob skills accidently became half assed. Professor didn’t like that very much.</p><p>He can only hope that Professor cums soon and was feeling generous and would want to help Bill take care of his erection. He’s played many games before where Professor Uris would send him home blue balled and forbid him from pleasuring himself. He knows that Stan loves pushing Bill’s sexual limits, seeing how horny and pent up he could make him, till he’s begging him to fuck him. Bill is a typical eighteen-year-old college kid, he gets a boner just from scratching his balls. It doesn’t take much to get Bill to that point, to begging his professor to bend him over his desk and take him.</p><p>Bill knows the clock is ticking, that Stan has a class in less than forty-five minutes and he always likes to show up there fifteen minutes before it began, to take any questions from students who actually cared for his class. Bill doesn’t. Stan teaches calculus and Bill’s only in the stupid class because for whatever reason its required for freshmen. He doesn’t hate having to take it so much anymore, especially when it’s taught by a super-hot pushing forty professor who fucks Bill on a regular basis.</p><p>Knowing the pressure of time, Bill wraps his hand around the part of Stan’s cock that he’s not going to be able to reach. Saliva and precum is obscenely covering it at this point, so it makes the glide easy. Stan’s groaning out a “Fuck,” and his hips thrust up abortedly up from his desk chair, into Bill’s mouth. He looks up at Stan, his head is lolled back, his reading glasses threatening to fall off the tip of his nose. His grip is tight in Bill’s hair, and on another aborted thrust up from his hips, he’s gagging Bill. He can feel his eye’s roll to back of his head and he can’t help but moan around Professor Uris’s cock.</p><p>Once Stan hears, more like feels Bill’s moan, he starts to thrust shallowly up into Bill’s mouth, chasing his release. “You’re such a good boy, choking my cock. My perfect little - , Fuck just like that Billy, keep doing that.”</p><p>While being gagged, Bill has started running his tongue on the underside of Stan’s cock, right along a vein where he knows he’s sensitive. He’s moaning around Stan’s cock, his throat tightening around the tip of Stan’s cock. He knows Stan is close since he’s gone completely quiet. Stan has removed his hands from Bill’s head, gripping tightly to chairs armrest, white knuckling it, seeming to just focus on thrusting up into Bill’s mouth. He may have removed his hands from Bill, but he’s still completely control of the situation.</p><p>When the head of Stan’s cock reaches the plush end of Bill’s lips, he gives a final hard suck, and Stan is tipping over. Moaning as he fills Bill’s mouth. Bill swallows it all and keeps sucking helping Stan ride out his orgasm, even kitten licking the head until Stan is pushing him away because of oversensitivity.</p><p>Bill almost yelps when Stan is reaching down and pulling him into his lap, situating Bill so that he’s straddling his lap. He reaches up to cup Bill’s face, forcing him to look at him. He runs his thumb along Bill’s red and swollen lips. “You have no idea how beautiful you are Bill,” he also whispers as he transfixed on Bill’s face. He knows he probably looks like a blissed-out mess; he typically is after getting face fucked. His cheeks are heating up under Professor’s intense stare and words. “God Bill, you’re so fucking good.”</p><p>He fucking whines at Stan’s words, his boner calling his painful attention. Trying to hold back from humping himself against Stan, his hips still twitch, catching Stan’s attention. Glancing down at Bill’s tented pants, “Do you need so help Billy?” He’s smiling and Bill really hopes that Stan plans on touching him.</p><p>“Yes pl-please,” he manages to whimper out. It stings to speak and it adds to his sexual frustration.</p><p>Stan grips Bill’s jaw this time, “Yes what?”</p><p>Without missing a beat, “Yes, please sir.”</p><p>“Good boy.” With that Stan places his hand against Bill’s clothed erection and he moans embarrassingly loud to just be barely touched. His lips start twitching up into Stan’s palm, and he waits for Stan to his hand or just fucking do anything. Stan just infuriating smirks at Bill. Great, it’s another stupid ‘game.’</p><p>Realizing what Stan wants, Bill’s too damn horny to even put up a fight, he starts grinding himself into Stan’s hand, humping against it. He knows he’ll be able to get off like this, consequence of walking back to his dorm with drying cum in his jeans be damned. Stan forces Bill’s jaw up again, pulling his lips against his.</p><p>He loves kissing Stan; his lips are always so smooth and have a lingering taste of mint. Bill’s thrusting erratically up in Stan’s hand now, desperate to cum. Stan pushes his tongue inside Bill’s mouth. Bill’s moaning and whimpering as Stan starts sucking on Bill’s tongue. He’s so fucking close.</p><p>Stan breaks their kiss, being able to read the signs that Bill is close. “You gonna cum for me Bill? Gonna cum for your professor, all in your jeans?”</p><p>That does it, Bill ruts himself to orgasm, silently moaning. Stan’s pushing his hand down now, helping Bill ride out his orgasm. Breathing heavily, Bill feels post orgasm bliss pulsing through his veins as he leans in to pant against Stan’s neck. Stan starts running his hand up and down Bill’s back, letting him bask in his haze.</p><p>Bill pries himself back from Stan, grimacing as his jeans already feel wet and uncomfortable. “Gr-great. I have to wuh-walk back like this.”</p><p>“You did that yourself.”</p><p>“You didn’t give me a chu-choice.” Bill wobbly stands from Stan’s lap, and attempts to make himself look presentable. As always Bill will be expected to leave five minutes before Stan, as no arouse suspicion. Leaving Stan’s office at the same time doesn’t look well.</p><p>Stan reaches over to his desk and puts his wedding ring back on. He always takes it off before him and Bill do anything, and Bill feels a pang of jealousy. He shouldn’t feel that way, he doesn’t have a right to be jealous. Stan has been married for fifteen years, almost as long as Bill’s been alive. From what he can gather, their marriage is either dead or has dulled out. There’s no pictures of them in Stan’s office and he never speaks of him. It could be out of guilt of what they’re doing, but still. Bill wouldn’t even know Stan was married if wasn’t for that stupid ring. Even so, he secretly hates Stan’s faceless husband.</p><p>Stans standing and straightening his cloths, checking the time. “You need to get going Bill. I need to head to class soon.” He says it like they didn’t just do what they did.</p><p>Sighing, Bill reaches to pick up his bag. He wants to ask when’s the next time he’ll see Stan outside of class but knows Stan will let Bill know. He doesn’t really ever have a say on when. “See you in class tomorrow Professor Uris.”</p><p>Stan’s smirking at the use of the name, “Be sure to work on those equations Billy, I won’t be lenient with you.”</p><p>“Yes sir,” with that Bill is walking out, wandering how the hell his life came to this.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N:</b> 

So the next chapter with have more plot details, like how this relationship came to be. Stay tuned !</p>
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://opinions-you-didnt-ask-for.tumblr.com/post/615945277274226688/stanley-im-moronsexual-im-specifically">opinions-you-didnt-ask-for</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Stanley: I&rsquo;m moronsexual. I&rsquo;m specifically attracted to idiots. One time Bill asked me what Obama&rsquo;s last name was and now I dream of shedding tears as I walk down the aisle of our wedding. </p><p>Bill: hey stan, is an egg a fruit or a vegetable?</p><p>Stan, already taking his clothes off: bill you&rsquo;re so fucking dumb</p></blockquote>
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://lolokidss.tumblr.com/post/615739370209755136/stenbrough-7">lolokidss</a>:</p><blockquote><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Stan:</b> *sees someone do something stupid*</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Stan:</b> uh, what an idiot</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Stan:</b> *realizes it&rsquo;s Bill*</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Stan:</b> wait- that&rsquo;s my idiot!</p></blockquote>
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Body: <p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/614631079432830976/bite-chp-2">Chapter 2</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/620420984077451264/bite-chap-4">Chapter 4</a></p><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23408833/chapters/56931976#workskin">Ao3</a></p><p>Warnings: Cussing and drug use</p><p>Summary: Uhhh it’s up</p><!-- more --><p>Stanley did end up stalking Jacob’s twitter page and was very disappointed to see that Dina was in fact correct. Jacob’s twitter is filled with Republican propaganda, and some borderline homophobic and sexist jokes. The only thing that didn’t fit in really was an old live stream video of Jacob’s family outside, seeming to harass some poor girl. So, it seemed all of Jacob’s family were right leaning jackasses.</p><p>Stanley mourned the loss of whatever it was he had with Jacob, no matter how short it was. Stanley wants to explore his bisexuality but not with some asshole. What even was Jacob’s deal? He kisses Stanley but the next day posts some shit about how preachers ‘shouldn’t feel forced to marry gays’? Syd was right, Jacob is probably just some deeply closeted gay guy. Not Stanley’s problem though, why should he feel obligated to help out someone who was borderline homophobic? Stanley still remembers the look Jacob gave him after their kiss, a look that seemed almost disgusted. So, Stanley was done with Jacob.</p><p>At least that’s what he keeps telling himself. He can’t help but feel pity for Jacob, something he knows for a fact Jacob would hate if he knew. What can he say? Unlike Jacob, Stanley considers himself a good person, and he can’t help but feel bad for someone who obviously has a bunch of internal homophobia going on. He feels the need to maybe help Jacob, and yet he knows better not to try because he’ll only get himself hurt.</p><p>Stanley tries to push all thoughts of Jacob and his inner conflict from his mind and just move on. He does a pretty good job of not thinking of him again, until he sees Jacob as the next party. The party is a pretty impressive one, at one of the private school kid’s home, so he really should’ve expected to see Jacob. Stanley got too caught up in the idea of having another successful turnout like he did at Brad’s party; the thought of Jacob never crossed his mind.</p><p>Bradley had approached him telling him that Stanley made a good impression on some of the private school kids and they wanted him at their next party on Saturday. One address and once again asking Syd and Dina to come only be turned down yet again later, Stanley’s at the party.</p><p>When he walked in, he immediately spotted Jacob. He was leaning against a wall on his phone while some girl seemed desperately trying to get his attention, and failing. Thankfully Jacob didn’t look up from his phone, so he didn’t notice Stanley gawking at him. Stanley made sure to set up shop across the house and just hope that Jacob didn’t wander too far.</p><p>Stanley found himself getting cozy on the screened in back porch on a cushioned bench and observing that this party was at least double what Bradley’s was. He gets quite a few customers that he chats idly with, until a girl who seems very pretty and very out of Stanley’s league sits down with him. She buys two grams and seems perfectly content to roll it into a blunt next to him.</p><p>She has to be a college student or at least old enough to be one. She finishes rolling her blunt and Stanley has to make himself focus on what she says next, stop trying to gauge his chances with her.</p><p>“I gotta say dude, you’ve got some good shit for a high schooler, I’m surprised.”</p><p>Stanley snorts, “Is that an insult or a compliment?”</p><p>She lights the blunt and takes a drag, something about the way she seamlessly inhales the smoke seems familiar, but Stanley can’t quite pinpoint why. “No, it’s most defiantly a compliment. I may have to get your information and hit you up more often, since it looks like I’m gonna be in town for a while.”</p><p>“Is that so? And you should, I’m always down to smoke you out.”</p><p>“Yeah I’m not going back to school because of a bunch of family drama bullshit. Mom and I are kinda stuck in town living with my cousin and his family,” she starts laughing cynically, “And you know what my brain-dead aunt suggested to my mom? That I should come with my Nazi of a cousin to this high school party. And my mom agreed! Why would they think that coming to a high school party would cheer me up?! It’s ridiculous! My mom is only playing nice in hopes of getting some family money. She&rsquo;s even started going to church with them!” She takes another drag before looking over at Stanley, “No offense of course about the high school thing, you’re pretty cool for a high schooler.”</p><p>“No offense taken, sounds like total bullshit. I wouldn’t want to hang out with a bunch of dumb high school kids either if I was you.”</p><p>“See you get it! What’s your name cool high school kid?”</p><p>“The name is Stanley, and yours?” Stanley reaches his hand out.</p><p>The girl giggles and shakes his hand, “The name is Meg.”</p><p>Stanley and Meg sit on the couch for a little longer, talking. They do end trading contact information, and Stanley tells Meg about Syd and Dina, about how they should all hang out together if she’s stuck in town.</p><p>Stanley loses track of time talking to Meg, only stopping to sell the occasional gram to a party goer. Stanley and Meg also end up sharing the blunt, which he reimburses her for. He’s feeling pretty good, has a nice buzz going on and talking to a pretty girl. Then of course everything decides to go to shit. And by shit, Jacob shows up.</p><p>At this point Stanley has completely forgotten that Jacob as even at this party, and really doesn’t appreciate the dirty look Jacob is giving him.</p><p>“Meg let’s go, it’s getting late and I want to go home,” Jacob completely ignores Stanley’s presence as he talks to Meg and Stanley is thoroughly confused. How does he know Meg? Why do they need to leave together?</p><p>“Come on Jacob don’t be a Debbie downer. Here come sit, meet Stanley! Maybe you can actually make a friend that isn&rsquo;t mister creepy kid,” Meg scoots a side to make room for Jacob on the bench.</p><p>Jacob’s shoulder tense as he finally relents and sits down on the bench, keeping Meg in the middle. “His name is Miles, you know that,” there’s resentment in his tone.</p><p>It finally clicks in Stanley’s brain before Meg ‘introduces’ them, “Cool guy Stanley, meet Nazi cousin Jacob, Nazi cousin Jacob meet cool guy Stanley.”</p><p>Ha of course they’re cousins. Of course, they’re fucking cousins because that’s just Stanley’s luck. He knows the universe is laughing at him in this moment. Awkward silence falls over them and Stanley reaches to make another blunt, finding himself getting too sober for this situation.</p><p>He finally gets is rolled and is quick to light it, passing it immediately to Meg on reflex. Meg takes a hit and passes it to Jacob, and he can’t find himself to care. Meg makes an attempt at conversation, “So Jacob did your girlfriend leave and that’s why you’re extra mopey and ready to leave?”</p><p>Jacob who was already tense seems to become even more tense, if that was possible. Stanley can’t help but watch Jacob like a hawk when he replies, this the first time he’s heard of a girlfriend. “She’s not my girlfriend Meg,” he snaps at her.</p><p>Meg seems completely unfazed by his snap and Stanley can guess that it happens a lot, “Well don’t your parents want you to date her or something?”</p><p>Jacob is holding the blunt now, staring intently at the flicking in, “My parents want a lot of things,” he defeatedly almost whispers it, but Stanley catches it.</p><p>And that’s what causes Stanley to get up off the bench and move as far away as he could from Jacob, or he was going to try to help. He was going to make Jacob feel better because it’s so damn obvious that he needs it. And look where that got him last time? The last time he felt the need to help someone, to make them feel better, he got hurt. He loves Syd, but she broke his heart. He knows he doesn’t regret helping her, and he’s happy she’s happy with Dina, but he can’t get hurt like that again. And looking at Jacob he knows he’s asking for it, to get his heart broken again.</p><p>Stanley’s not paying attention to where he’s going, not noticing he’s back near the back fence, away from everyone. He definitely doesn’t notice the curb which he misses, sending him down into the grass. His leg hurts from where it hit a rock and he’s groaning; thankful no one seems to be around to laugh at him. Or at least he thought no one was there.</p><p>“You okay?”</p><p>Great, why the hell did Jacob follow him? Probably just to threaten to beat him up if Stanley tells anyone about their kiss. Opening his eyes, he sees Jacob has his hand out, offering to help him up. Ignoring his hand, Stanley pushes himself, trying to wipe the dirt of his jeans. “I’m fine.”</p><p>Looking over Jacob’s face is like stone, there’s no reading him. He lowers his hand, “Meg told me to come see if you were okay. She thinks I scared you off.”</p><p>“Maybe you did.”</p><p>A look breaks through Jacob’s face and Stanley can almost swear it’s a look of hurt, but it passes too quickly, “Okay didn’t mean too,” Jacob takes a sudden interest in his polished shoes, “She mainly told me to come ask if you wanted to come to our home to hang out and smoke on Wednesday, our parents have church Wednesday nights so the house will be empty.”</p><p>Stanley knows he should say no, the last thing he needs to do is go to Jacob’s home. But he does like hanging out with Meg, “Depends, are you going to be there?”</p><p>Without missing a beat, “No of course not. I’ll be at church, it’ll be a Wednesday night,” He says as if it’s the most obvious thing.</p><p>Sighing, “Couldn’t she have just texted me this?”</p><p>Jacob remains quite and Stanley figures he’s not gonna get an answer for that question. Relenting, “Okay yeah man, tell her I said yes. I’ll get the address later.”</p><p>Jacob remains silent yet again and Stanley feels like all the unsaid questions are yelling at him. Jacob has yet to bring up the kiss but the more Stanley is around him, the more he figures Jacob is someone who will just ignore something forever.</p><p>“Anything else Jacob?”</p><p>Jacob looks up at Stanley and Stanley feels like Jacob really wants to say more. Instead he just shrugs his shoulders and starts heading back up to the house.</p><p>God, Stanley is so fucked.</p><p><br/></p><p><b>A/N: </b>The next chapter is going be a side chapter featuring some good ole Miles and Jacob friendship</p>
Tags: janley, stanley barber, stan barber, jacob thrombey, knives out, ianowt, i am not okay with this, meg thrombey
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Title: Bill's Anger
Body: <p><a href="https://unsurelilme.tumblr.com/post/168287781667/bills-anger" class="tumblr_blog">unsurelilme</a>:</p>

<blockquote><p>Do you know about dry anger and wet anger? Wet anger is when it makes you teary from rage, when you’re angry because you care too much, and dry anger is when you stay cold and unmoved.</p>

<p>I feel like Bill’s stutter would change depending on the kind of anger he feels. Dry anger and his stutter would almost disappear like at the neibolt house. Wet anger and his stutter would get so bad he can barely talk.</p></blockquote>
Tags: i love this headcanon
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://bichylosersclub.tumblr.com/post/615569785446629376/okay-listen-reddie-is-the-ship-for-depressed">bichylosersclub</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Okay, listen! reddie is the ship for depressed chaotic gays, stanbrough is for everyone who never got over their childhood crush on one of their close friends they looked up to, stanlon is for the soft gay bitches who have all the rights, hanbrough is also for the soft bitches who love hurt/comfort, stanlonbrough is for everyone with big brain energy, stozier is if you are weak for friends to lovers but especially if the friendship starts when they are just kids and you get to see them grow together, streddie is some adhd high strung bullshit and only the most chaotic folks can handle it, benverly is for all you soft s.o.b’s  who just want to see a man who loves and respects his woman and isn’t afraid to show his emotions (also you are either bi or straight), billverly is for bitches who think they bad but they still pretty vanilla in reality (you also probably straight but maybe you be a little bi), and poly losers is for all the bisexuals non-binary assholes who have never made a desicison in their god damn life and they will not be starting now dammit!</p></blockquote>
<p>As a non-binary bisexual Poly Loser Stan, I feel called out </p>
Tags: this is the truest post in this God forsaken fandom
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Body: <p><a href="https://hanzier.tumblr.com/post/176395205334/richie-lets-just-agree-to-say-im-sorry-on-the" class="tumblr_blog">hanzier</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>richie:</b> lets just agree to say i’m sorry on the count of three.</p>
<p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>richie:</b>one, two, three</p>
<p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>bill:</b> …</p>
<p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>richie:</b> …</p>
<p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>richie:</b> see, now i’m just disappointed in both of us </p>
</blockquote>
Tags: 
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Body: <p>A few head cannons on this because I’m sad and need to self-project. As always these head cannons are set in my poly losers universe</p><ul><li>so Stan has always found gender super weird and <i>messy</i></li><li>like your gender decides everything for you? What cloths you can wear? If you can wear makeup? What interests you’re supposed to have?</li><li>At first Stan thinks maybe that they’re just questioning gender norms, not their actual gender</li><li>Because yeah Stan likes the androgynous look and to wear light makeup every once in and a while and maybe their interests could be considered feminine</li></ul><!-- more --><ul><li>But that doesn’t mean Stan’s questioning their gender right?<br/></li><li>Wrong</li><li>When Stan starts dating Bill In high school, every time Bill refereed to Stan as his boyfriend it just felt so<i> wrong</i></li><li>And every time anyone else refers to Stan as boy, something just like twitches in their brain, that that’s wrong</li><li>It’s like an <i>itch</i> and they don’t know why being referred to as man bothers them, that it makes them feel <i>dysphoric</i></li><li>It’s super confusing because Stan never once thought of themselves as a girl and the idea of being perceived as a girl makes them just as dysphoric as being perceived as male</li><li>It takes Stan till they’re twenty and already dating the rest of the losers for them to finally realize/come to terms with that they’re non-binary</li><li>Stan is super nervous but decides they have to tell their partners</li><li>So Stan calls a house meeting</li><li>It’s rare that everyone can be home at the same time but one week night Stan sees that everyone is home so they figure now is the time for the family meeting</li><li>Stan stands in the middle of the room with all eyes on them and the words “I’m non-binary,” comes muffled out their mouth</li><li>Richie has to ask Stan to repeat it</li><li>So Stan does and everyone is just kinda looking at them, trying to register what they just said</li><li>Bev moves first</li><li>She quickly moves to hug Stan and give them a small kiss with a “I love you”</li><li>Eventually the rest of the losers join the hug and Stan thinks they may cry</li><li>After a moment they all move to sit down, kinda still sitting on one another when the questions start</li><li>Stan expected questions</li><li>Mike asks if Stan still wants to be referred to as “Stan”</li><li>Which Stan says they do because to them the name Stan just fits them</li><li>Ben doesn’t have any questions only to reassurances that he still loves Stan</li><li>Which Stan is grateful for</li><li>Bev doesn’t have questions either only says she has ideas for a gender neutral clothing line now though</li><li>Bill says that he kinda always knew that Stan was at least questioning their gender, but was always prepared to love Stan no matter how they wish to identify</li><li>Richie’s only question is “Guess I can’t call you Stan the man now huh?”</li><li>Stan laughs, “yes that nic name is dead now, but you can call me Stan not a man though”</li><li>“You’re brilliant Stany”</li><li>Eddie has the most actual educational questions like “when did you come to this realization?” “do you need to transition or anything?” “hormones?”</li><li>It would be a little overwhelming if Stan didn’t know that Eddie was only asking out a place of concern and love</li><li>The losers quickly start using the correct pronouns for Stan and referring to them as their partner instead of boyfriend</li><li>Stan’s heart is happy</li></ul><p>Honestly this was therapeutic for me write and I may write some more head-cannons on how the losers react/protect Stan after coming out

</p>
Tags: poly losers, poly losers headcanons, stan uris, stanley uris, bill denbrough, richie tozier, beverly marsh, ben hanscom, mike hanlon, eddie kasprak, stenbrough, Stoizer, steddie, stanverly, it, it 2
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Body: <p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/614068330059431936/kiss-me-slowly-chp-7">Chapter 7</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/620235854866268160/kiss-me-slowly-chp-9">Chapter 9</a></p><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23103391/chapters/56780797">Ao3</a></p><p>Warnings: Mild cussing, vague NSFW mentions, and drug use</p><p>A/N: So this chapter is cursed because I wrote it twice and my laptop DIDN&rsquo;T SAVE IT EITHER TIME. That&rsquo;s why this chapter is kinda of summery and not super great, I&rsquo;m sorry. Also I&rsquo;m sorry that I&rsquo;m super vague with Hanukkah celebration, I didn&rsquo;t want to say any misinformation on the tradition. But it&rsquo;s up! Only two chapters left to go! Summary for the last chapter is also below the line in case you chose to skip it.</p><!-- more --><p><b>Chp 7 Plot summary: </b>

Stan really likes dating Bill. He doesn&rsquo;t like though when they&rsquo;re at a party and all of Bill&rsquo;s ex flings (mainly Audra) give him dirty looks. Stan knows that a lot of people are just waiting for them to break up and for Bill to go back his fuck boy ways. Bill constantly reassures that that&rsquo;s not true. Thanksgiving break happened and everyone left except for Stan. Over the break Stan and Bill talked on the phone every night, one of the nights Stan decides he wants to lose his virginity to Bill. Bill comes back to college and they do that. After for the first time they&rsquo;ve started dating, Stan thinks that he loves Bill.

</p><p><b>Actual Chp 8 Starts now.</b></p><p>Stanley Uris was in love with Bill Denbrough, and he was okay with it. The idea of being in love use to bother him, the idea of feeling completely vulnerable around someone. He never felt like he was in love with Patty, he obviously cared for her deeply, but it was never quite love. Bill on the other hand, he was someone who was so easy to fall in love with. His good nature wit and boyish charm he had even if he was a major clutz. Stan couldn’t believe he had fallen in love with someone who he once witnessed slipping on the ice on the sidewalk because he was too focused looking at his doughnut and then immediately jumping up acting like nothing happened.</p><p>Yes, Stan was in love, and he was happy. He’d even become more confident in the bedroom, telling Bill about things he wanted to try. Ever since their first time, Stan knew that Bill would take care of him sexually. Bill may have a been a fuck boy, but he knew how to take care of someone in the bedroom. Every time they had sex; Bill acted like getting Stan off was his greatest accomplishment. Bill was dominating but he was just as attentive to Stan’s needs as much as his own, if not more. What could he say? Stan loved being taken care of.</p><p>There was only one problem with Stan being in love with Bill though. Stan has to tell his parents about their relationship. Stan has to tell them because Bill is important to him and that’s the next logical step. He’s going home for winter break to catch the tail end of Hanukkah with his parents. Bill and he has already decided that after Stan would hop on a plane and arrive in Derry on Christmas Eve to join Bill and celebrate Christmas with him and his family. When Bill first suggested it, Stan declined, not wanting to be an intruder on a family holiday. It took Georgie face-timing Stan, insisting him to come, that Stan eventually agreed.</p><p>Stan wants to ask Bill to come home with him to Atlanta for the first half of winter break, feeling that if his parents could just see how great him and Bill were together, they’d understand. On a Sunday afternoon while they’re relaxing at the park, Stan watching birds, Bill reading, Stan asks. Bill almost seems flustered, but happily agrees, obviously pleased by Stan’s decision to tell his parents.</p><p>That’s how Stan finds himself sitting in the passenger seat in their rental car that they got after the airport, trying to find the motivation to go knock on his parent’s door, to bring Bill to the door. Bill must sense his hesitance as he reaches out to grab Stan’s hand. Stan takes a moment to marvel again at how big Bill’s hand is compared to his, how perfectly their fingers interlock like a puzzle.</p><p>“Are you still sure about this Stan? It’s not too late for me to go back to the airport, I just want you to be comfortable with this. I really- “</p><p>“It’s okay Bill, I want to do this,” Stan cuts Bill’s rambling off, squeezing their interlocked hands, “I just don’t know how to approach the subject. Like do I immediately introduce you as my boyfriend? Or do I wait till we’re sitting down for dinner?” Stan had told his mom over the phone that he was bringing a friend home with him. She was confused but said it was okay, he didn’t think she suspected any homosexual behavior. Stan was at a loss for what to do and he hated feeling out of control.</p><p>“Let’s just get inside and figure it out from there yeah?” Bill brought their interwoven hands to his lips, pressing a kiss to the back of Stan’s knuckles. He can tell that Bill is nervous himself. Bill had toned down his usual college frat boy appearance, taking out his earrings and opting to wear a nice forest green flannel.</p><p>“Yeah okay,” with that they started to make their exit from the car. Stan told Bill to leave their luggage in the car, just case this went south. He reaches up to fidget nervously with his kippah for the umpteenth time, a habit he picked up in his childhood, and sets off towards the front door.</p><p>Walking up the steps, he can feel his anxiety rising in his throat. He’s about to freak out and just turn around, tell Bill this was a mistake, when the front door opens. His mother stands with her arms crossed in the doorway, apron on showing she must be in the middle of cooking.</p><p>“Stanley you’re late. You missed helping with dinner. It’s the last day of Hanukkah, you were really late to helping cook this dinner?”</p><p>Ah there it is. No ‘I missed you Stanley,’ no hug, no ‘I’m happy you’re here,’ typical. Swallowing down the anxiety lump in his throat, “I’m sorry mother. I didn’t mean too,” standing aside, he makes room for Bill to stand next to him, “Mother this is Bill, the friend I told you about, who would be joining us.” Bill’s hand fidgets next to his, obviously itching to take Stan’s hand in his. Stan’s thankful Bill fights it for now.</p><p>“Hello Mrs. Uris, it’s nice to meet you,” Bill extends his hand out to Stan’s mother.</p><p>His mother just looks down at his hand, a look of suspicion etched on her face, “Nice to meet you Bill, now come inside. Both of you.” She turns on her heel back into the house, ignoring Bill’s hand.</p><p>Bill’s face falters as he lowers his hand, and Stan risks reaching over and squeezing his forearm as a means of comfort. He told Bill how his parents could be, and it seems like Bill is just now realizing how true those words were.</p><p>Stan shoots Bill what he hopes is a reassuring smile, “Come on Blue-jay.” With that Stan leads Bill into the house.</p><p>Stan’s mother has made her way back to kitchen to finish up dinner. Making their way into the living room, they see Stan’s father reading a book in his lounge chair. He looks up seeing Stan and Bill’s arrival, setting the book down. “Stanley your mother is almost done cooking dinner, why weren’t you here earlier to help?”</p><p>Before Stan can answer, Bill pipes up, “That would be my fault sir, I got us lost driving from the airport.”</p><p>The reason they’re late is not in fact Bill’s fault. It’s Stan’s, because he had a panic attack in the airport bathroom, which took an hour for Bill to help him calm down over. Stan’s father makes a noise of indifference, looking at Bill for the first time, “You must be Bill, the friend Stanley told us about. We’re pleased for you to join us,” That’s a complete lie and Stan and his father both know it. Stan&rsquo;s father typically doesn&rsquo;t like outsiders. Bill seems to buy it, as the tension slightly leaves his stance.</p><p>“Thank you for allowing Bill to spend the last day of Hanukkah with us father,” every exchange he has between him and his parents is a formal exchange, businesses like.</p><p>“Yes, how long do plan on staying with us, your mother mentioned something about only staying for a few nights?”</p><p>“We’re staying only two nights; we plan to head to Bill’s home to spend Christmas with his family.”</p><p>Stan’s father makes a face of knowing, and Stan knows he suspects something. He’s opens his mouth to probably accuse Stan of something, when his mother calls from the kitchen letting them know dinner is done. So instead Stan’s father says, “Let’s not keep your mother waiting.&ldquo;</p><p>Dinner could’ve been honestly a lot worst than what it was. Bill and Stan’s father actually got along rather well, spending most of it talking about baseball. Stan only hopes that good will stays when he tell them the truth. The only hiccup during dinner was when Stan’s mother brought up Patty. He could sense the tension return to Bill’s shoulders as he tapped Bill’s foot with his own. He explained to his mother, well both his parents, that his and Patty’s relationship had just run its course.</p><p>Stan sensed that maybe then was time to tell them about Bill, but his father had already started a conversation back up with Bill. He figured it could wait till after dinner and their small Hanukkah celebration.</p><p>After dinner they made their way back into the living room, celebrating Hanukkah, where Stan’s parents gifted him a new pair of binoculars and a new prayer rug. Stan and Bill where sitting on the love seat, a good distance apart, looking at his new binoculars, when his mother spoke, “Stanley when were you going to tell us you were dating a man?”</p><p>Stanley almost fell off the couch. He looked over at Bill, trying to make sure he did hear in fact what he think he just heard. Bill’s surprised face and deep blush confirmed it.</p><p>Stan splutters, “I have no idea what your talking about.” ‘Why am I saying this? Didn’t I want them to know?’</p><p>“Stanley don’t lie to us, do you not think that parents don’t know their own son,” his father deadpans.</p><p>Stan looks over at Bill, Bill staring intently at the floor. He reaches over and grabs his hand, drawing Bill’s attention to him. Bill smiles weakly at him, seeming scared of what’s about to happen. Stan braces himself for the backlash, for his parents to yell at him and disown him. Call him a slur and kick him out, angry that Stan would dare bring his boyfriend home.</p><p>Instead his mother says, “I better still get grandchildren.” For the second time tonight, his mother surprises him. He looks at his parents, both of their expressions calm and collected, Stan has no way of telling what they’re actually thinking.</p><p>‘This can’t be happening.’</p><p>“Is it okay?” It’s a stupid question but it’s the only thing he can get his mouth to utter.</p><p>His parents share a look before his father speaks, “Well it’s not ideal Stanley, but our God says to love everyone. We trust you to make smart choices, and as long as you’re still attending Shabbat, then we can make do with your new tendencies. The most important thing to your mother and I is that you keep your relationship with our lord. That goes for you too now Bill.”</p><p>Bill looks shocked to spoken too, obviously just as surprise by their reaction as Stan is as he quickly stutters out a “Yes s-sir!”</p><p>Stan’s parents are okay with his relationship with Bill and he feels almost giddy. He never once imagined them having this reaction. Bill seems still on edge, but Stan’s knows his parents, and this is the equivalent of them throwing a coming out party for Stan. He wants to hug them but reins in the urge, knowing they’d be disgruntled. Instead he says, “Thank you.”</p><p>His mom actually gives him a small smile, and his father gives a quick nod his head, signaling the end of discussion.</p><p>The rest of the night moves on without any other new surprises, and eventually it’s time for bed. Stan’s mother has their guest room made up for Bill. Stan almost wants to complain about it but figures its best not push his parents acceptance.</p><p>Bill sneaks into Stan’s room before retreating back to the guest room. Behind the closed door of Stan’s bedroom, he’s quick to pull Stan into an all-enveloping hug. “That could’ve been a lot worst. I think your dad may even like me a little.”</p><p>“That’s only because you know baseball, he always wanted an athletic son,” Stan murmurs into Bill’s chest.</p><p>Bill pulls out of their hug and for the first time Stan notices Bill is holding a piece of laminated paper. “I’m not quite sure how Hanukkah works, yet, but I did make you a present. I hope that’s okay.” Bill holds out the paper to Stan, looking sort of bashful.</p><p>Stan takes the paper from Bill, and he can tell it’s one Bill’s sketches that he must’ve had laminated. On the paper is a beautiful boy, golden curls and delicate features, surrounded by various pretty birds. Birds that Stan had pointed out to Bill, ones that Bill must’ve paid attention to Stan when he gushed about them. The boy sits on a bench, the birds flying around him, seeming to sing to him. The picture overall is beautiful, and Stan realizes this is how Bill must see him.</p><p>‘I love you so much,’ Stan wants to say, instead he reaches up kiss him.</p><p>Bill returns the kiss before pulling back, “I take it you like it?”</p><p>“I love it Bill. Now shut up and kiss me.”</p><p>Bill does just that, them falling down onto Stan’s bed. Surely what his parents don’t know won’t hurt them.</p><p>=====</p><p>Stan and Bill spend the next two days with Stan’s parents and it’s actually pretty nice. They got in on Friday so the next day Bill attends Shabbat with Stan. Much to his surprise Bill tries to pay attention throughout the service, and even interacts with the church members that approach them. At his parents request they introduce Bill just as Stan’s friend, not wanting the negative gossip.</p><p>Sunday morning Stan and Bill leave to catch a plane to Derry. Heading out the door, Stan’s father sends them off with a “take care of each other”, and his mother hugs them. She hugs Stan first and then moves to hug Bill. It’s rigid and over in a moment but it speaks volumes and Stan leaves happy. His parents may be strict and distant, but their heart is in the right place.</p><p>Even leaving at five in the morning, it takes all day to finally get to Bill’s home. The first thing he notices about Maine is that it is abhorrently cold. New York was cold and Stan hated that, but this? For someone born and raised in the Atlanta heat, it’s the fucking tundra. Stan has on three jackets and he feels like a rollie pollie. Bill thinks its adorable and kisses Stan on his forehead, laughing to himself.</p><p>When they get to Bill’s home on Christmas Eve, it’s nearing almost ten o’clock. Stan feels a little thankful to discover that Bill’s parents must have gone to bed as Georgie opens the door.</p><p>“Billiam!” Georgie practically tackles him in the entryway.</p><p>Bill takes Georgie’s weight easy and ushers inside knowing Stan is cold. Georgie is still latched on to him as they get into the living room. The living room seems contrarily different than Stan&rsquo;s, decorated with Christmas decorations and pictures of Bill’s family decorate the walls.</p><p>Georgie finally let’s go of Bill to greet Stan, “So you’re the guy that my brother is constantly gushing about?”</p><p>Stan’s blushing and Bill exclaims a “Georgie!” Bill is red in the face also.</p><p>“Yeah I guess I am.”</p><p>“Well it’s nice to officially meet you in person!” With that Georgie surprises Stan with a hug also. Bill gives him a sympathetic look.</p><p>The three of them settle on the couch while Georgie and Bill catch up, Stan perfectly content to sit back and listen. He loves the way Bill almost reverts back to a high schooler talking with his little brother, it’s amusing.</p><p>Eventually it comes close to midnight and when Bill sees Stan yawn, he tells Georgie goodnight. Stan is happy when Bill leads him up his old childhood bedroom to sleep. Bill’s old bedroom is practically the same as the one he has at the Frat house, which doesn’t really surprise Stan. On his nightstand table though is a picture of Bill and two other people. Stan picks up the picture to get a better look. The other two people must be his friends that he’s heard so much about, Mike and Jane. Mike looks astoundingly a lot like Richie which kinda throws him off. Jane is really pretty, brown tousled hair and toothy grin.</p><p>“You’ll meet them tomorrow night, they’re excited to meet you Birdy.” Bill comes up behind Stan to rest his chin on his shoulder, his arms going around Stan’s waist.</p><p>Stan just hums as leans back into Bill’s embrace.</p><p>“I’m sorry if Georgie was a little much, he just gets too excited sometimes.”</p><p>“No need to apologize, he’s sweet.”</p><p>Bill kisses the side of Stan’s forehead, “Come on let’s get ready for bed, knowing Georgie he’ll be waking us up at the crack of dawn.”</p><p>“Mhm.”</p><p>=====</p><p>Just as Bill predicted, Georgie was banging on the door right at daybreak. Bill groaned not wanting to leave the warmth of the bed, still snuggled up around Stan. It took Stan putting his perpetually cold feet on him to get him moving out of bed.</p><p>Walking down the stairs, Bill’s mom was quick to take Stan up in a hug, Stan quickly seeing where Georgie gets his energy from. “I’m so happy you’re here! William has told us so much about you!”</p><p>Stan shoots Bill a look over his mom’s shoulder to say ‘William? Really?’ Bill just shrugs.</p><p>“I’m happy to be here Mrs. Denbrough.”</p><p>“Oh, please call me Sharon!” Mrs. Denbr – Sharon, escorts the two of them to the living room where Bill’s dad and Georgie are already sitting around the Christmas tree. Bill’s dad greets them, but seems much more relaxed than Georgie and Sharon, more Bill’s speed.</p><p>Stan sits back and watches as the family opens their presents, after Sharon whisks off to the kitchen to get breakfast started. Stan disappears back up the bedroom to retrieve the present he got for Bill. Returning to living room Bill opens it to see a classic edition of Phantom of the Opera. Bill seems to like the gift as he gives Stan a small kiss. Stan pulls back quickly to see the reaction of Georgie and Bill’s father whose still in the living room. Bill’s father seems completely unfazed and Georgie giggles at Stan’s knee jerk reaction.</p><p>Before long, Sharon is calling everyone in for breakfast. The rest of the day flurries by pretty quickly after that. After breakfast most of Bill’s extended family arrives and Stan finds himself quite enjoying spending the day with them. Staying next to Bill for most of the day, he introduces Stan to everyone proudly as his boyfriend. They spend their time talking, eating, and playing some bean bag game in the living room.</p><p>The evening comes and Bill rushing Stan out the door, talking about how they have to go meet Mike and Jane at their old clubhouse. If Stan didn’t trust Bill so much, he’d think he was crazy for him dragging Stan out to the middle of the woods. As they approached a clearing there seemed to be a hole in the ground with light shining up.</p><p>“Looks like they’re already here,” It was adorable how almost giddy Bill was to see his friends. He practically ran the rest of the way to the opening. “Hey losers guess who’s here!” He shouted down into the hole. Stan could hear muffled a “Bill!” coming up. Bill waved Stan over as he started to descend down underground.</p><p>Stan follows Bill down a ladder. Getting to the bottom he sees that their ‘club house’ is a cleared-out cave with wood side paneling and wood beams. In the middle is fire going in a ring of stones. The fire is actually keeping the place pretty warm. Around the fire is lawn chairs and bean bags that seems to still be in good condition. Bill is embracing the two people who must be Jane and Mike. Stan also notes the massive bong sitting next to Jane’s feet.</p><p>Pulling back from the group hug, “This is Stan guys! Stan these are the losers!” He pulls Stan under his arm. Stan gives a little “Hello.”</p><p>Jane politely smiles at him and Stan remembers that Bill has said before that she doesn’t talk much. Mike on the other hand speaks immediately, “Wow Bill, I know you said he was cute, but you didn’t mention he was out of your league cute.”</p><p>“Ha ha, shut up Mike,” Bill sits down in a bean bag chair, pulling Stan down with him. Jane and Mike also sit into two lawn chairs, Jane reaching down for the bong, lighting it and taking a hit.</p><p>“Looks like you guys got started on the party favors without me.”</p><p>“Well we couldn’t wait on you forever Billy,” Mike reaches over and takes the bong from Jane, taking a hit himself.</p><p>“Sorry, I tried leaving multiple times but Georgie kept finding excuses for us to stay.”</p><p>“I miss Georgie,” for the first time Jane speaks.</p><p>“Yeah you should’ve brought him with you,” Mike reaches over to pass the bong to Bill. He takes it and just momentarily holds in his one hand.</p><p>“Yeah I bet my parents would’ve been thrilled for me to bring Georgie around a bunch of stoners,” Bill slightly dislodges himself from Stan so that he take a proper hit.</p><p>“Hey, these bunch of stoners are your two best friends since forever!” Mike indignantly replies.</p><p>Ignoring Mike, Bill turns to offer the bong to Stan, to which he just shakes his head. He’s not much of a smoker but he’s perfectly content to sit by and watch Bill get high. Bill just shrugs and takes another hit before passing it back to Jane. “No Syd this time Jane?”</p><p>Jane seems to light up at the mention of her girlfriend, “No she had to go back home this time.”</p><p>“I’ve yet to meet this Syd, I feel like this was on purpose to prevent me from meeting her,” Mike says as he reaches for the bong.</p><p>Jane pulls the bong back out of his reach, “Not everything is about you Michael,” she allows him to grab it after.</p><p>Bill’s laughing, “Yeah MICHAEL. Besides Syd is amazing, Jane has made a major upgrade from that time she ‘dated’ you when we were twelve.”</p><p>Mike’s face is red, “Shut up WILLIAM. Of course, it’s an upgrade! How was I supposed to know she was gay; she didn’t even know then!”</p><p>Jane and Bill are both laughing now. Stan doesn’t feel the need to include himself much, quite enjoying watching Bill catch up with his childhood friends. He feels like he’s seeing a new side of Bill, and it’s one that just makes him love him more. Bill acts differently around Mike and Jane then he does around his frat buddies. There’s no fuck boy aura that surrounds him or any crude boyish jokes. Just Bill. Stan feels so thankful that he’s gotten to see this side of him, a side he would never imagine existing the first time he met Bill.</p><p>After a while and the bong has been passed back and forth quite a few times, he can tell that Bill is pleasantly stoned as he practically pulls Stan into his lap, snuggling into him. Bill starts placing soft kisses on Stan’s neck, Stan trying to repress the shivers that run down his spine. Bill’s kisses turn into open mouthed ones against his skin and Stan can feel arousal pulling at his gut. He almost forgets that they’re in the presence of other people until Mike makes an annoyed sound.</p><p>“Come on Bill knock it off. Can you please keep it in your pants.”</p><p>Bill places one more soft kiss on Stan’s neck before resting his chin on Stan’s shoulder, “Cuh-can’t help it. He’s m-my birdy.”</p><p>Stan would feel embarrassed by Bill calling Stan their secret pet name in front of people, but Jane seems to think it’s sweet so that puts him at ease. Mike still looks annoyed.</p><p>She speaks, “Turn it down a notch Romeo or Mike is gonna have an aneurysm.”</p><p>Bill just sighs and leans up to whisper in Stan’s ear, “We’ll finish later, don’t worry.”</p><p>Yeah, Stan was in love with Bill, if only he could tell Bill that.</p>
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himself</p><p>-Because Fuck, that’s a hot sight to walk in on</p><p>-If Bill wants rough intense sex, he goes to Richie
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kinda gross how loving and soft their sex is</p><p><br/></p><p>I’m probably gonna write more on my poly universe idk, I had
to get this idea out of my brain </p>
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Guess who decided to turn this into a series with no real plan! That&rsquo;s right people, we&rsquo;re winging it !

</p><!-- more --><p>Stanley can’t believe the position he’s found himself in in this current moment, only that it’s absolutely thrilling. He would’ve never imagined in a million years being pressed up against the wall of Bradley Lewis’s back yard fence by a very attractive guy he just met, being kissed breathless.</p><p>That very attractive guy happened to be Jacob whatever, was it bad he was letting him kiss him with out even knowing his last name? Jacob had only said a couple of sentences to Stanley after he offered his joint out to him, one of them being he’d rather go outside to smoke. Jacob had just got up and walked away after that, as if he just expected Stanley to follow him. He almost didn’t follow out of spite, but the mystery of who Jacob could be had too great of a pull on him.</p><p>Once outside he lit up his joint and passed it to Jacob, allowing him to take the first hit out of courtesy. Jacob took his joint and breathed in effortlessly, the smoke gliding in and out his lungs. Okay so he probably smokes a lot of weed, Stanley knows that most of the private school kids are pot heads so no surprise there. They passed the joint back and forth for a while, Stanley trying to get a conversation going, Jacob barely giving responses or just plain ignoring Stanley when the question didn’t seem to interest him. The only thing he learned of substance is that Jacob knew Bradley through his friend Miles Fairchild, who knew Bradley through football, since the town was so small that the public school lets the private school kids play on their team. Rich kids mixed in with poor kids and they still suck.</p><p>After Stanley had a pleasant high going and his head was feeling the right kind of fuzzy, he was about to pass the joint back to Jacob, let the guy finish it off, when he was greeted with Jacob staring very intently at him. It would’ve been off putting but Stanley just blamed it on the fact that Jacob must be pretty high, if his now bloodshot eyes were any indication. He was about the ask if he was good, when Jacob reached out grab the back of Stanley’s head, yanking him forward to kiss him.</p><p>Shock radiated through his body; Jacob was actually kissing him. His fuzzy brain took control and he kissed back, kind of surprised by his own actions. Jacob groaned into the kiss and proceeded to push Stanley till he flush against the fence, his tongue trying to pry it’s way into Stanley’s mouth. Stanley relented and allowed Jacob&rsquo;s tongue to push it’s way in. Stanley had no idea of where to his hands, not know how Jacob would react to being touched, deciding the best course of action was to place them against the fence, palms on the wood. He hoped this would also ground himself a little too as the kiss continued to grow messy with clashing teeth and spit.</p><p>The whole experience was exciting. Stanley has known he was bisexual since he was in his preteens, but never really had a chance to explore it. Hell, Syd has been the only person he’s done anything intimate with, and she was only his second kiss. His first being with some girl named Madison after an awkward middle school dance.</p><p>And Jacob was a very attractive person to being exploring his bisexuality with. His smell a combination of a fancy cologne Stanley would never be able to afford and weed, his sweater rubbing against Stanley’s neck. He still had a hand on the back of his head, the other made it’s way his shoulder to grip it. The way he was holding Stanley was not gentle, it was as almost he was scared Stanley was going to move away at any moment.</p><p>Stanley was completely melting into the kiss when Jacob bolted away from him like shrapnel when he heard a “Jacob!” yelled out from the back porch.</p><p>The two were left staring at each other, lips kiss bitten and slightly panting. In the light he could’ve sworn Jacob was glaring at him. Another “Jacob!” yelled out, this time sounding much more impatient as they heard someone shut the back door and sound like they were making their way towards them.</p><p>The scary looking guy who arrived with Jacob earlier, who Stanley had pieced together was Miles, came bounding over to them.</p><p>“There you fucking are man! Come on I need you to drive me home, my fucking nanny just figured out that I snuck out. Threatening to tell my parents,” Miles said completely ignoring Stanley’s presence. He seemed intoxicated, that’s probably the reasoning. “What the fuck are you doing out here man anyways?” Finally, Miles looked over and noticed Stanley, a devious smile overtook his features. “I’m sorry, did I interrupt something here? Jacob you fucking dog.”</p><p>Okay Stanley really didn’t like being talked about like was literally standing right there, before he could say anything, Jacob spoke. “Fuck off Miles, I was smoking with this dealer. Said he had some good shit.” Stanley looked down at their forgotten joint on the ground, he must have dropped it when Jacob kissed him. It only had a hit left, but he still mourned the loss of product. Stanley figured he more pressing issues though when he realized the two guys in front of him were waiting on him to speak. Mile’s for Stanley to rebut Jacob’s story, Jacob to confirm it.</p><p>He looked up the both of them staring him down. “Uh, yeah tell your friends about me, in exchange I won’t charge you for the joint. Even though you and I both know you can afford it,” Stanley hoped he put on what was his award-winning smile. In honesty his brain was still fuzzy from the weed and the kissing.</p><p>Miles looked between Jacob and Stanley one last time before sniggering. “Whatever man, Jacob come on. Take my fucking home Thrombey.”</p><p>With that Miles turns on his heel and starts heading back to the house. Jacob starts to follow suit, stopping once to look back at Stanley. In the lights he couldn’t tell if Jacob was once again glaring at him, or smirking. Either one just as confusing.</p><p>He realized that Miles had said Jacob’s last name during the interaction and all he could think was Hello Jacob Thrombey.</p><p>///////////////////////</p><p>That following Monday Stanley finds himself in his basement/bedroom with Syd and Dina, relaxing with a high thrumming through their veins. He couldn’t stop thinking about Jacob, spending a lot his daydreaming on a guy he’d probably never see again. Couldn’t help it, he was cute, and he kissed well. At least by Stanley’s standards.</p><p>Syd broke Stanley out his daydreaming with a pillow to the face. They were all sprawled out on his couch, Syd in the middle of the two. “What’s with you Stan? You’re super quiet and it unsettling.”</p><p>“What’s that supposed to mean?” He got situated where he could look at her better.</p><p>“You never shut up when you’re high.” Dina quipped in a “It’s true.”</p><p>Stanley could only squawk at their confessions, “That’s a lot of rude talk from two people who never pay for their weed.”</p><p>Syd rolled her eyes and shoved him on the shoulder, “For real Stan, what are you thinking about?”</p><p>Stanley knew he was going to tell them eventually; they’d probably tell him that he’s crazy need to move on from his one-night party kiss. Since the two had officially became a couple, Bradley’s little stunt at homecoming working in Syd’s favor, they had become like his lesbian godmothers. He can’t help but laugh at the thought. “Okay okay, I kissed someone at Bradley’s party.”</p><p>“Holly shit Stan! Who was it?” Syd sat straight up, almost in Stanley’s lap.</p><p>Dina crowded in behind Syd; intrigue also displayed on her face as well as concern. “Please tell me it was someone decent, it was at Brad’s party.”</p><p>“Well I don’t know if he’s decent honestly. I do know his name is Jacob Thrombey and he goes to the private school although. And he smokes weed like a champ,” He thinks his cheeks heat up at his confession.</p><p>While both of them show mild surprise at the ‘he’ part, Dina and Syd have very different reactions. Syd’s seems happy and Dina seems very concerned. Syd’s about to speak when Dina cuts her off, “Jacob Thrombey? Are you sure?”</p><p>This puzzles Stanley and Syd is also looking back at her with confusion also. “Yeah, I’m while one hundred percent sure, why the look?”</p><p>Dina looks back and forth between Syd and Stanley, crease in her brow, “I remember him from when I was dating Brad.” Syd and Stanley each take a moment to make fake gagging noises. “Yes, I know shut it. As I was saying, I remember him. He’s like major republican. Borderline racist and homophobic, and a full-on asshole.”</p><p>Stanley wants to say no he isn’t, but he doesn’t actually know. Jacob wasn’t exactly super friendly, and that would explain all the weird confusing signals he kept getting from him. So, he remains silent.</p><p>Syd speaks, “So what are we thinking then? Gay guy with major internal homophobia?”</p><p>“I don’t know. Stan just leave him alone okay? You should see the shit Jacob posts on his twitter, a bunch of MAGA stuff and bullshit like that,” She tries to smile at Stanley.</p><p>Stanley just smiles back and acts like he’s not going to check out Jacob’s twitter for himself later when he’s alone.</p><p><b>A/N: 

Note for this universe, the Fairchild&rsquo;s parents are still alive, they just travel for work leaving the kids with their nanny, Kate. Mile&rsquo;s actually has a pretty interesting side plot I wanna work on so that&rsquo;s exciting.<br/>So in my head for this relationship to work, I gotta give Jacob some major character development. That means it&rsquo;s gonna get worst before it gets better. And a note for future reference, there will never be a sex scene between these kids, I don&rsquo;t feel comfortable writing one. If there&rsquo;s one down the road, they&rsquo;ll be aged up. However there may be references to sex scenes, but never anything in detail. I mean, Syd and Stan canonically had sex at like 16/17, so it&rsquo;d be hard for me not at least reference it.

</b></p>
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<blockquote><p>

Jacob: Go fuck yourself.</p><p>Stanley: Fuck me yourself, you coward.</p><p>Jacob: *Already taking off his clothes* You asked for this.</p><p>Stanley: This is the weirdest foreplay ever.

<br/></p></blockquote>
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Body: <p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23459461">Ao3</a></p><p>Summary: A song fic inspired by Take Me Back To the Night We met by Lord Huron. Bill loses Stan at a young age and finds it hard to move on. It’s especially hard when Bill sees Stan once a year on Halloween night.</p><p>Warnings: TRIGGER WARNING, mentions of self harm and suicide. Please be careful reading this lovelies. Mild mentions of nsfw and cussing</p><!-- more --><p><i>I am not the only traveler<br/>Who has not repaid his debt<br/>I’ve been searching for a trail to follow again<br/>Take me back to the night we met</i></p><p>At just fifteen years old, Bill Denbrough fell in love.</p><p>Being dragged to some stupid high school party is not his idea of fun, but if it makes Beverly and Mike happy, so be it. That didn’t mean he had to interact with any of the party goers. Bill was perfectly content to sit on the couch, sip on his alcoholic beverage, out of the way of everyone else.</p><p>His eyes flitted across the dance floor, people watching, the best form of entertainment really, when his gaze landed on him. Now Bill is a rational person, he doesn’t believe in love at first sight, but then why does his heart feel like it’s about to jump out of his chest? His mouth ran dry and palms were sweating, is this what love feels like?</p><p>He’s the most angelic person Bill has ever seen, swaying to the music with his eyes closed, appearing to be in his own little world. Golden curls reflecting the mood lights, delicate facial features displaying a small smile. He looked perfect and Bill’s hands itched to draw his beauty, or to run his fingertips over the expanse of his pale marbled like skin.</p><p>At first completely unaware of his actions, Bill was making his way over to this angel. The boy opened his eyes as he felt Bill draw near to him, greeting Bill with beautiful fields of emerald. The boy smiled as their eyes met and Bill’s heart was ready to explode. There was something almost otherworldly, something ethereal that surrounded them. Suffocating them, but not in the way that’s unpleasant. It was like being under warm weighted blanket on a brisk morning or being embraced from a loved one almost forgotten. From the shades of red that crept up on the boy’s cheeks, Bill knew that the boy felt the same intense emotion.</p><p>Before Bill even realized what, he’s saying, he’s trying to stutter out a hello, to ask him what’s his name, but all that came out is “H-h-h-h,” Bill’s speech failing him. He could feel himself growing hot with embarrassment and he was about to cut his losses and just walk away, when a soft hand reached out and grabbed a hold of his. Pure electricity shot through his body, radiating from where their skin met. He looked at their interlocked hands, back to the eyes of the boy.</p><p>He’s smiled brightly at him and any embarrassment he felt melted away. Miraculously a slow song came on among the dance music and the boy shot Bill a knowing look. It must have been fate is all Bill could think, because since when do slow songs play at high school parties? Wordlessly he guided Bill out to the dance floor, Bill helpless to follow, pretty sure he’d follow him anywhere. Bill is lead to a less crowded spot among the people, as the boy turned to put his arms around Bill’s neck.</p><p>Bill reached down to pull him against his chest, his face nuzzled into the side of the boy’s curls, swaying them back and forth. They fitted together exactly like a puzzle piece and Bill took in the smell of the boy. Fresh and clean like dried linen. Bill doesn’t think he’s ever loved that smell more.</p><p>The song was over too quickly, and Bill mourned the loss of electricity as he pulled back from him. He makes eye contact with Bill again, and Bill only had a moment to process before the boy pushed up to capture Bill’s lips in a kiss. Bill kissed him back with all his might, pure emotion that can only be described as love coursed through his body, lighting up like a live wire. His smooth lips moved across Bill’s chapped ones and all he could think about was that, kissing this boy felt like coming home.</p><p>The angel broke the kiss, resting his forehead against Bill’s, smiling as he spoke for the first time, “I’m Stan.” Bill was in love before Stan even knew his name.</p><p><i>And then I can tell myself<br/>What the hell I’m supposed to do<br/>And then I can tell myself<br/>Not to ride along with you</i></p><p>At seventeen years old, Bill realized that even angels stumble in the skies.</p><p>Stan and Bill were unapologetically and irrevocably in love with each other. Their friends were happy they found each, fearing them on their own to be lonely. While they were too scared to tell people outside their small group of found family of their relationship, that didn’t stop them from growing with one another. Delicate hand-holding under tables on their first few dates, to sneaking out at night to make out by the lake. Every time they kissed, Bill was filled with the overwhelming sense of coming home, of completeness.</p><p>Even when they would argue, as all couples do, they always came back together. Bill knew that his not so organized self could drive Stan crazy sometimes, but he also knew it was good for Stan. He caused Stan to accept that not all things were under his control, that sometimes inorganization was inevitable and it was okay. Just like when Stan would be bring Bill back down to Earth, him fighting Stan on the way down, he knew that that aspect was good for him. Stan kept Bill grounded, which he would begrudgingly admit was necessary for someone like him.</p><p>Stan would sit for hours and listen to Bill stutter over new story ideas he’d thought up, encouraging him to put the ideas to paper, never once telling Bill that an idea was stupid or garnish as his parents would. Stan never got annoyed when it would take Bill four tries to try and stutter out a sentence. He never tried to finish Bill’s sentences, something that even his closest friends were guilty of. Talking to Stan, for once in his life Bill felt like someone was actually listening to him, and not just waiting for him to shut up with his stutter. Stan was Bill’s angel even still.</p><p>Stan finally had someone to go bird watching with, someone who he never had to worry if they were bored or would make too much noise. Bill was always content to sketch while him and Stan sat on a blanket in their field. He’d listen intently as Stan would point birds out to him, telling him in excited whispers what about the bird fascinated him. Bill loved drawing Stan when he had this twinkle in his eyes as scanned the tree lines.</p><p>Portraits of Stan filled his sketchbooks, vein attempts in trying to capture his beauty on paper. He’d made countless attempts to capture his angelic essence with pencil, every time it was just never close enough. Stan would see the sketches and blush insisting to Bill that it was too much. The blush only made Bill want to draw Stan more.</p><p>With how closely Bill paid attention to Stan, he felt like he should’ve seen the signs earlier. It took him until the summer before their senior year to notice something was wrong. They had been out bird watching in the May heat, in their spot on a blanket in the field. The morning had started out brisk, so he thought nothing of it when Stan had showed up in a sweater, Bill had one on himself. Naturally the beginnings of summer heat crept up on them, and Bill was removing his sweater by the afternoon.</p><p>Looking over at Stan, he saw that sweat had broken across his forehead, but yet the sweater remained on. Concern had overtaken him immediately, Stan had an extreme aversion to sweating, hating the feeling and how it made him smell. Bill had insisted that Stan take sweater off, pointing out to him the sweat on his skin. When Stan had almost snapped at him and told him he was fine, that the sweat wasn’t a big deal, Bill had a sinking feeling that he knew was Stan was trying to hide from him. Bill became overwhelmed with the need to know if his suspicion was correct, that he almost ripped Stan’s sweater off in his haste, Stan fighting him the entire time.</p><p>He knew Stan was sad, Stan had fallen asleep crying in his arms enough times for him to know that. But surely Stan wasn’t sad enough to be taking it out on himself, right? When Bill finally ripped away the sweater, the angry red lines that littered Stan’s arms told him otherwise. The marks weren’t just contained to his wrists, they covered his arms. Scars and new bright red ones intermingled on otherwise perfect skin. In his disbelief, with tears already weld up in his eyes, Bill could only look into Stan’s face, hoping that his face convened all answers to the questions that he would just stutter out if he tried to ask.</p><p>Upon making eye contact with Bill, Stan lost it. Bill had never heard some cry as hard Stan cried in the moment. Sobs racked through his body and all Bill could do was hug him close to his chest, hoping that if he held Stan tight enough, that he could squeeze the depression out of him. He held Stan for hours that day, letting his tears and snot soak into his shirt. When Bill finally managed to find some words, to get his mouth to corporate with his brain, he begged Stan to stop, to talk to him. Blearily Stan told Bill everything he wanted to hear, that he was okay, that he’d stop and come to Bill when dark thoughts invaded his brain. And like a stupid teenager, Bill believed him.</p><p><i>I had all and then most of you<br/>Some and now none of you<br/>Take me back to the night we met</i></p><p>At eighteen years old, Bill lost the love his life.</p><p>He doesn’t remember what exactly happened between the time he heard the news and the funeral. Stan’s mother called Bill’s, who wearily relayed to news the Bill. She was so sorry that he lost his friend. He stood in shock, the words his mother spoke replaying over and over in his head. He didn’t have to ask how Stan died, he knew, and it was his fault.</p><p>Finding use of his body once more, he bolted to Mikes. Adrenaline pumped through him, he completely forgot that he could drive, and just ran, bursting into Mike’s house. Mike saw Bill and could guess immediately that something was wrong. He kept trying to ask Bill was wrong, every time Bill tried to answer, his fucking mouth failing him. Mike couldn’t get it! He couldn’t read Bill like Stan could! Finally, he managed to yell that Stan was dead before he collapsed into Mike’s arms.</p><p>Now Bill was the one being held, being consoled. Bill’s chest ached , he felt Stan’s loss so deeply that it physically hurt him. Stan had left him! Stan had killed himself and he should’ve seen it coming! He knew Stan was fucking hurting and he didn’t help him! Any other day Bill would rationally dispel those thoughts that invaded his mind, he knew he was there for Stan to best of his abilities, but the loss of Stan told him he deserved demoness thoughts. He eventually passed out, awaking many hours later to a group of his crying friends that surrounded him on Mike’s bed. They didn’t try to speak to him as they all curled up next to him, and even being surrounded by five of his closest friends, Bill was as lonely as he’s ever been.</p><p>The funeral came and Bill was mad. Mad at Stan’s own parents and their church. Everyone attended the son of the Rabbi’s funeral, people who didn’t even care for Stan showed up, only there for the spectacle of the whole thing. The son of the Rabbi committing suicide? It was the talk of the town for a while. Stan’s mother was tearful, but it seemed she was mourned the loss of her good name than the loss of her son. Stan’s father seemed almost angry that Stan would dare kill himself, that he should’ve just toughened out, as if depression is just something that goes away if you act ‘man enough.’</p><p>Bill was mad at Stan for not even saying goodbye. Not a fucking note or anything. In his anger Bill had thrown out all of sketches and anything that reminded Bill of Stan. Everything was thrown in the trash in a moment of rage, except for two items that no matter how angry he felt, he couldn’t bring himself to part with.</p><p>One was the very first sketch that Bill had ever drawn of Stan. The night after the party they met, after Bill had gotten home, still giddy with excitement and youthful love, he sketched exactly how he had seen Stan that night. As an angel. When Stan saw the sketch months later, he giggled and told Bill that he had his head in the clouds. The second item was a necklace with a Bluejay pendent, a gift Stan had gotten him for their first and now only year anniversary. Bill had silent tears as the anger turned into bone crushing sadness as he put the two things he had left of Stan away into a little a wooden box, not to be opened for many years.</p><p><i>I don’t know what I’m supposed to do<br/>Haunted by the ghost of you<br/>Oh, take me back to the night we met</i></p><p>At twenty-three, Bill found happiness again.</p><p>Years passed and the intense pain he felt at Stan’s loss finally turned into a dull ache. The wooden box now sat up on a shelf in his closet of the apartment that he shared with his new wife, covered in small layer of dust. Never quite forgotten but pushed to the side to make room for the box full of wedding gifts.</p><p>Despite Bill being a college dropout, life had been kind to Bill considering. He had published his first horror novel at the bright age of twenty, a real feat. People fell in love with the main character, a pure soul with curly dirty blonde hair, who was haunted by demons inside of him that constantly tried to claw their way out. Richie had called Bill after reading the book, understandably worried for Bill. Bill was quick to reassure him that he was okay, explained that he simply was trying to understand Stan when he wrote the character.</p><p>That same book led him to meeting Audra, as the book was quickly bought up by a movie studio. They met as she auditioned for a role for the movie. Audra was kind and Bill would even say he loved her. She made Bill happy and at the end of the day he figured that was good enough. He would catch himself dully wondering if she’d be able to read Bill like Stan could, her never having to deal with Bill’s stutter, thanks to extensive speech therapy while he was still at college.</p><p>After only a year of dating, he asked her to marry him. The wedding was nice and as happy as he was, he never forgot Stan. His friends moved on with their lives, but he never let go of his angel. Bill was honest with Audra, telling her the story of Stan and Bill. She respectfully listened and even held Bill as he started to cry, him ripping the scars off his old wounds. Yes, Audra was good, and Bill found he could be happy with her. He never did show her the box.</p><p><i>When the night was full of terrors<br/>And your eyes were filled with tears<br/>When you had not touched me yet<br/>Oh, take me back to the night we met</i></p><p>At twenty-seven, Bill saw Stan for the first time once more.</p><p>It was Halloween night and for the first-time in a while, Bill found himself all alone this night. Which was perfectly okay, as Audra was visiting her family in London, taking their new baby girl Carrie with her. Carrie was only one, so it wasn’t like she was missing the holiday. Bill bought himself a nice bottle of wine and planned on staying in and writing all through the night. It was close to ten o’clock when a knock came at the door.</p><p>Confused because all the trick or treaters had finished two hours ago, Bill was hesitant to open the door, fearing it to be teenagers playing pranks. Bill could never be prepared for who faced him when he opened the door. It was Stan.</p><p>It was Stan who still looked seventeen, seeming to not age a day. He seemed to shimmer, as if he was barely there. Bill would’ve written it off as a trick of the moon light with the combination of the wine, but Stan smiled at him, and whispered out a “Hi Bluejay.” Bill stood there awestruck and unmoving; Stan reached out to touch Bill. He almost flinched away from Stan’s hand reaching out for his but allowed him to take his hand in his. His skin felt almost frozen against Bill’s, but it proved that somehow, Stan was standing in front of Bill. Realizing that he could touch Stan, he surged forward to kiss him.</p><p>He knew he should be asking questions. How was he here? Why? Did Bill die? He half expected to wake up in his bed the next day the moment his lips reached Stan’s. Pleasantly surprised when that didn’t happen, and Stan instead kissed him back. When Bill kissed Stan, even through the coldness that radiated from his lips, it still felt like coming home.</p><p>It felt like Bill was on autopilot as he pulled Stan inside, quickly ushering them to his and Audra’s bedroom. He didn’t think about any of his movements or what any of his actions meant as he and Stan undressed each other. When they made love for the first time right there on Bill’s bed, he didn’t think anything other than that Stan was there, that he could touch him and whisper apologies through his tears. Stan looked up at Bill and wiped away the tears that rolled down his face as Bill thrusted into him. They kissed each other’s expanses of skin, whispering I love yous and apologies into it. Bill paid extra attention to kissing the deep long scars that ran wrist to elbow on Stan’s arms.</p><p>Coming undone together, Bill got the chance to hold Stan in his arms like he did ten years ago. That’s when the questions started. Stan was vague but explained that he would’ve came to see Bill sooner, it’s just he was never alone Halloween nights. When Bill heard that he realized that every Halloween since Stan’s death, he always at a party or in recent years, with Audra.</p><p>Stan had his own things to tell Bill. About how he hated the character in Bill’s books, the one Bill had written as a poor imitation of Stan. Bill never wrote that character again. He told Bill that he thought Audra was good for him, that he was happy he found someone. He doted on Bill’s new daughter, saying that were he was, he would always watch out for her. He loved that she had Bill’s eyes.</p><p>The morning light started drifting through the window, and Stan insisted Bill go to sleep as eyes started to drop. Bill told him he didn’t want to miss a moment with Stan, only for Stan to tell Bill that he’d be back next year if Bill was alone. Before he drifted off to sleep, Bill swore to himself he’d always be alone Halloween nights if he got to see Stan.</p><p><i>I had all and then most of you<br/>Some and now none of you<br/>Take me back to the night we met</i></p><p>At thirty-five, Bill still chooses Stan.</p><p>Every Halloween since that night, Bill makes sure he’s alone. Always finding an excuse on why he can’t take his two kids trick or treating. Over the years, this caused many fights with Audra. She insisted that Bill for once needed to spend Halloween with Carrie and Stephen. Especially in later years when Bill started ‘traveling’ Halloween night, when in reality he was sneaking off to rent a motel room. He never has to worry about Stan finding him, he always knows where Bill is. Eventually Audra gave up that fight and moved on to fight with Bill about other things.</p><p>He wears the pendent that Stan gave him back when he was alive. The first year when Stan had saw it, he smiled so brightly that it almost made Bill forget the fact that he was looking at someone dead. Bill’s body grew worn with age, while Stan stays his virtuous looking seventeen-year-old self. Forever young. Never once though did he try to push Bill away when he kisses him, Stan still kissing back with the fervor he’s always had.</p><p>Bill doesn’t know how he gets along the rest of the year without Stan. It feels like he’s lost Stan all over again come November first, feeling the same empty cold ache he felt when had his heart broken the first time. He spends the rest of year waiting to see Stan, to see him and kiss him. To come home for just one night out of three hundred and sixty-five nights.</p><p>He feels himself growing more distant from Audra and his kids. Stephen hollers every time Bill tries to pick him up, so Bill doesn’t try anymore. Carrie asks Audra frequently “what’s wrong with daddy?” a question he’s overheard many times.</p><p>Bill has stopped writing, instead spending his time returning to drawing Stan. Audra tells Bill’s friends of this as a last-ditch effort to save their marriage, and Beverly calls him up. She tells him that it’s time to let Stan go, that it’s been almost twenty years, that they’re all worried about him. Bill promptly tells her off. She can’t say anything because they haven’t seen each other in years. The last time he saw any of them, it was Mike for Stephen’s baptism. They have no right to act concern for Bill’s well-being when they don’t bother to see him. She has no right to talk about Stan, she has no idea what Bill is going through, she got to marry the love her life. He doesn’t ever talk to his friends again.</p><p><i>I don’t know what I’m supposed to do<br/>Haunted by the ghost of you<br/>Take me back to the night we met</i></p><p>At thirty-nine, Bill joins Stan.</p><p>Audra has left Bill, taking the kids with her. He sends her money every month to help care for the kids, but he hasn’t seen any of them in four years. He knows it’s horrible, but he finds he doesn’t really miss them. He becomes lonely, but not for them. He becomes lonely because he’s only able to see his true love one night a year and spending the rest holed up in his home.</p><p>When he comes to his decision, he feels like it’s something he should’ve thought of years ago. Something he should’ve thought of when he first found out that Stan took his life. He decides to join Stan forever, there’s nothing now really holding him back from doing so. He decides to take his life on the anniversary of Stan’s suicide.</p><p>He takes a day to get everything figured out, writing out a will, leaving everything to his kids. He knows he was a pretty shitty father but knows the quite a bit of money he still has left over from his successful author days he’s leaving them is at least one thing he can do right by them. Leaving the apartment to Audra for her to do as she pleases. Besides that, Bill doesn’t have much left to his name.</p><p>That same day, he spends some of the day in the field, in his and Stan’s spot. For one year of Halloween, they met here, and made some of the sweetest love in the same place Bill discovered Stan was hurting himself. He lays a blanket out and enjoys the heat of the sun while he still can, knowing from Stan, that one of the downsides of dying is the unshakeable cold. He sketches Stan as he has done a million times, but this time he adds himself to the picture, something he’s never once done. He draws them when they’re old, after what he imagines them spending a long happy life together. It’s bittersweet looking at the picture. When he get’s up to leave, he leaves their blanket with drawing on top.</p><p>As the night settles in, Bill feasts on vodka and sleeping pills. Putting the pendent around his neck, he calmly crawls into bed to fall asleep for the last time. He feels a weight join him beside the bed as his eyes drop close, and he knows it’s Stan. His limbs feel heavy and aura of peace settles around him as he feels Stan press his hand to Bill’s heart.</p><p>Right before he loses consciousness, his mind takes him back to the night he first met Stan. In his memory the scene plays out exactly as he remembers it, his legs acting of their own volition carrying him to his angel. The only difference is that Stan greets him immediately when he walks over with a “I missed you Bluejay.” Stan doesn’t cold anymore when he kisses Bill.</p>
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This is just an idea I&rsquo;m throwing around. Maybe I&rsquo;ll continue this, maybe not. If I do continue this, chapters will return to my normal 2K per chapter. This one is just super short because I couldn&rsquo;t get the idea out of my head.

<br/></p><p>Warnings: Cussing, this work will never get super graphic if I continue it since they’re still in high school in this work.</p><!-- more --><p>The first time Stanley Barber sees Jacob Thrombey, it’s at Brad Lewis’s birthday party. Anyone who’s anyone at the high school was attending, including some kids from the private school in town. The thing that the kids from the public school and private school had in common? They were all rich.</p><p>Which means Stanley planned on making bank at this party. Being the entrepreneur that he was, he planned on hopefully adding to his regular clientele. He thinks he can handle more than four clients now. Brad’s party was a great opportunity for him, Brad had invited him to be the weed supplier, giving him a chance to recruit.</p><p>Getting dressed up in his traditional baby blue blazer, he was ready to schmooze. He knows how these rich kids think, make the conversation all about them and they’re putty in your hands. He invited Syd and Dina to tag along, but they turned it down, either of them not ready to face Brad after his stunt at homecoming. Stan can’t stand Brad either, he did punch Stanley, but hey, an opportunity is an opportunity.</p><p>He is sitting on the couch chatting to one of the prep-school girls when he walks in. Two boys have entered the party and some of the kids are cheering at their entry. Stanley hears Brad yell, “FAIRCHILD, THERE’S THAT FUCKER!” This causes Stan to look up towards the commotion.</p><p>There’s a tall gangly, and frankly scary looking kid with wild curls being grasped on the shoulder by Brad. Fairchild, he presumes, seems to be excited to be there, mischievous glint in his eyes. It’s the second guy, the one that walked in with Fairchild that holds Stanley’s attention. He looks like any other prep boy, neatly styled brown hair, cashmere sweater with nice slacks. Really Stanley shouldn’t notice him, the guy can blend right in with the other rich kids.</p><p>It’s his facial expression that makes him stand out amongst the crowd though, he looks almost bored to be here. His face turns into a look of annoyance as Fairchild slings his arm around his shoulders and drags him deeper into the house, passing Stanley.</p><p>Stanley strains to catch bits of their conversation as they walk by, hearing a “Liven up Jacob.”</p><p>So, Jacob is his name, sounds like a jackass name. Despite that thought, Stanley hopes he gets to interact with Jacob before the night is over. The prep girl Stanley was talking to gets annoyed that he was accidentally ignoring her and huffs and gets off the couch and storms off. Stanley doesn’t see it as a lost.</p><p>About an hour passes and Stanley doesn’t move from the couch, the prep kids seems to swarm to him, buying almost of his supply. As predicted, Stanley was making bank. He couldn’t wait to brag to Syd about this.</p><p>He’s caught up with a potential client and almost doesn’t notice when Jacob has made it back to his area, taking a seat almost directly next to Stanley. They make eye contact when Stanley looks over at him and is met with near emerald green eyes. Jacob gives him a once over and smirks before he pulls out his phone, giving it his undivided attention. Stanley doesn’t fucking know what to make of that smirk.</p><p>By the time the prep kid that was buying from him leaves, Stanley extends his hand out to Jacob, “I’m Stanley Barber.”</p><p>Jacob doesn’t even look up from his phone. Yep, Stanley was right, Jacob was a jackass. This doesn’t deter Stanley though as he plays to his strengths.</p><p>He pulls out one his prerolled joints out of his cigarette case, extending it out to Jacob, “Wanna join me for a smoke?”</p><p>Jacob looks up from his phone towards Stanley.</p>
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Body: <p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/613557304612306944/kiss-me-slowly-chp-6">Chapter </a>6</p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/615418914736947200/kiss-me-slowly-chp-8">Chapter 8</a></p><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23103391/chapters/56091832">Ao3</a></p><p>Summary: This chapter is pretty much all NSFW. Feel free to skip this chapter if that’s not your thing, I will post a summary of the plot related (which isn’t much) events that happened this chapter at the beginning of chap 8. Plot will return next chapter :) this chapter was pure self indulgence </p><p>Warnings: Cussing and NSFW material</p><!-- more --><p>Stan finds that he quite enjoys dating Bill. He loves it when Bill surprises him with sketches or little notes he’s stuffed into Stan’s bag for him to discover later. He loves it when they’re at a party, Bill easily just pulls Stan to sit in his lap. Bill has also gotten Stan to dance with a him a couple times at the parties, always ending in giggles because Stan thinks he looks silly dancing. He also enjoys the quite moments they spend together, Stan reading while Bill is sketching, writing, or reading also. Bill encourages Stan to try new things, from trying to watch horror movies to getting out of his shell and meeting new people. The first time Bill had Stan watch a horror movie though, Stan spent most of the movie with his face tucked into Bill’s neck, something he doesn’t think the man minded too much.</p><p>Dating Bill isn’t always easy though. For starters Richie, Eddie, and Bev were all very weary when they heard the news. Going on a date was one thing, but when Stan had told them that Bill has asked him to start a relationship with him, he was met with looks of discouragement and voiced concerns. They became accepting and even supportive of the relationship once they saw the two together as a couple, seeing the way Bill looked out for Stan and how Stan doted on Bill. Plus, Richie felt better after he had given his “If you even think about hurting my Staniel,” speech to Bill.</p><p>Then there was everyone else outside their friend group. Stan heard the whispers of ‘Big Bill’ settling down with ‘some twink.’ Past hook ups of Bills, especially the girl Audra, gave Stan death looks every time they saw him sitting in Bill’s lap at a party. Stan tried not to let it bother him, but it did get to him sometimes. He had a sense that they were all just buying their time till Bill was single again, betting when ‘fuck boy Bill’ would inevitably break his heart. He would voice this concern to Bill, and he was always quick to reassure Stan that he didn’t plan on going anywhere, that people were still getting used to Bill changing.</p><p>Then there was Patty. Patty had kept her word; his parents knew nothing of his happenings with Bill. However, they were thoroughly disappointed when they heard the news of the breakup. His father told him that, “You should’ve held on to that one Stanley, do you know how hard it is to find a decent Jewish girl now a days?” If only his father knew of Stan’s current partner.</p><p>The death stares from Patty at Shabbat eventually ended, about the same time some tall guy with dark hair started showing up with her. Stan didn’t quite enjoy attending Shabbat alone, Bill had made offers to go with him, but to Stan it would feel kinda strange for him to go. The offers were still endearing though.</p><p>Before he knew it, he had been dating Bill a whole month and was kissing Bill bye as he left for home during fall break. Stan was the only one staying behind out his friends for the break, his parents opting to go on a thanksgiving cruise. Honestly Stan was thankful that he didn’t have to see his parents, knowing that they would just bombard him with questions about Shabbat and his current love life. He wasn’t ready to come out to his parents yet.</p><p>Richie had invited Stan to come home with him, as he was already bringing Eddie along, but Stan felt like a week to himself may actually be a good thing.</p><p>Yes, Stan had big plans for his week alone. He was even getting his dorm all to himself also since Dustin was heading home to Indiana. He planned on catching up on some reading, going bird-watching, maybe even, if he was feeling crazy, getting wine drunk and watching the Time Traveler’s Wife one night. Who knows?</p><p>Stan finds himself delighted though when it doesn’t even take Bill a night away before he’s calling Stan up.</p><p>Stan was flipping through his novella collection of Grimm’s fairy tales (a gift from Bill) curled up in his bed for the night when he sees his phone light up with an incoming call from Bill.</p><p>Smirking, relishing in fact that Bill was already missing him, he answers, “Hey Bluejay, couldn’t stay away?”</p><p>Bill laughs, “You know I can’t stay away from my Stan, I just wanted to hear your voice.”</p><p>‘He’s so damn smooth, fuck.’</p><p>“Well you’re in luck, I just happen to feel like talking. Did you make the drive okay? Were your parents and Georgie happy to see you?”</p><p>“The drive was fine. Yeah Georgie practically tackled me when I came through the door, little motherfucker almost knocked me over. He’s almost six feet now, growing up too damn fast.”</p><p>Stan really likes how he can hear the smile in Bill’s voice as he talks about his little brother. He also wonders what the hell the Denbrough boys eat to grow to be so damn tall. “Sounds like he really missed you.”</p><p>“Yeah I guess the kid did. He and my parents were surprised when I told them I was actually dating someone now. I don’t think any of them ever thought I would go steady with someone.”</p><p>That made Stan’s heart hitch. They had only been dating a month and Bill deemed it was time to tell his family about Stan? He guessed that was normal, he told his parents about Patty less than two weeks of dating her. Would Bill expect Stan to tell his parents about him? He didn’t feel ready for that, but he doesn’t want to be a bad boyfriend. ‘Fuck why did he tell them. What am I supposed to do?’</p><p>It hasn’t taken Bill long to learn when Stan is internally stressing, as he speaks when Stan remains silent, “Baby you don’t have to tell your parents just because I told mine okay? Take all time you need, or don’t tell them at all. I don’t mind being your dirty little secret.”</p><p>This gets a small laugh out of Stan and he feels himself relax a little. “Okay. I’ll tell them eventually, I’m just not ready yet I’m sorry.”</p><p>“You don’t have anything to be sorry over, I promise. Besides I just was wanting to brag on my amazing cute new boyfriend.”</p><p>“Dear God, what did you say about me?” Stan can feel himself starting to blush.</p><p>“Nothing too bad babe. Just that you’re way too good for me”</p><p>“And don’t you forget it Denbrough.”</p><p>====================</p><p>Most of the week passes exactly as Stan planned. He does a lot bird-watching, relaxes with a good book, even sleeps in on a couple days.</p><p>Thanksgiving Day Stan eats at the diner that is his friends typical Saturday meet spot. He’s surprised to see Max working, but he’s happy to see a familiar face. So happy in fact that he tips her fifty dollars, because hell, she really deserves it.</p><p>That night he’s watching the Time Traveler’s Wife, a couple glasses into the wine bottle he bought earlier, waiting on Bill to call. Since the first night Bill has called every night, even if it was just to check in on Stan. He finds the whole gesture sweet.</p><p>Bill seems to be having a good time, sending snaps of his daily adventures to Stan. From Bill taking Georgie ice skating one day to sending a selfie snap of Bill and one his two childhood best friends. Jane was her name he learned, and she seemed sweet. She was also visiting Derry on fall break with her girlfriend Sydney. Stan was happy that Bill got see Jane, since it was a rare appearance that he got see her or Mike, who Stan learned was the other childhood best friend.</p><p>Maybe it was the wine or maybe it was the movie, but Stan found himself missing Bill in more than one way tonight. Since Bill was his first, well everything, sexually, Bill has insisted on going slow. Stan was thankful because the things they had done was so much already. At least to Stan it was.</p><p>There was a dominance to Bill when it came to sexual things, and Stan could tell that Bill was very much holding back. He did crave for one day soon for Bill to let go and let that assertiveness out. The furthest they’ve gone was Bill giving Stan handjobs and one blessed time Bill had gone down on Stan before Stan had pushed him away, claiming it was too much sensation. God Stan had no idea how he was actually going to have sex if a blow job was too much for his oversensitive self. The handjobs Bill now gives Stan had an extra kick to them that they didn’t have the first night.</p><p>Now when Stan is lost in the all pleasing pleasure of Bill’s hand, Bill likes to lube up one his fingers and insert it into Stan. At first it had taken Stan by surprise and had found the whole thing uncomfortable, but once Bill had found Stan’s sweet spot, shit. Bill almost always only used that tip Stan over now. He really wanted Bill to use his dick to find Stan’s sweet spot, he just didn’t know if he could handle it yet.</p><p>The most infuriating thing about their sex life right now though? Stan has yet to even see Bill’s fucking dick. He’s felt it plenty of times pressed up against him, being rutted against his ass, he knew the thing was big. Every single time Stan made any move to please Bill, Bill stopped him. He’d tell Stan that if Bill touched him, Bill would get too carried away. Bill had told Stan that as a warning, but it just made Stan itch to see what Bill was like if he got too carried away.</p><p>He knew Bill must be masturbating, sometimes Bill would cum inside his jeans when he rutted against Stan, like the very first night they fooled around. He wondered what Bill thought about when he masturbated, did he think of Stan? Of course, he did, but what did he think about doing to Stan?</p><p>The idea of Bill touching himself while thinking of Stan had his already stirring dick hardening. He squeezed his thighs together, willing himself not to get too turned on. Bill would be calling him any minute; he didn’t have time to ‘whack one out’ as Richie would call it.</p><p>The sound of his phone ringing thankfully pulls Stan from his thoughts.</p><p>“Hey b-babe.” Bill’s voice was rough so Stan knew he must be high. The gravelly tone of his boyfriend’s voice did nothing to deter his now hard cock. He reached down under his pajama pants, still on top of his underwear, and pressed down in a last attempt to calm himself.</p><p>“Hey Bluejay, happy thanksgiving.” He hopes his voice doesn’t sound a pathetic as he thinks or hopes that Bill is too high to notice.</p><p>“Oh yeah, f-forgot about that. Happy th-thanksgiving B-Baby, did you have a good day?”</p><p>God Bill calling Stan baby was it, Stan relents and reaches under his boxers to grab his cock and proceeds to start giving it slow dry strokes, trying to keep his voice steady as he replies, “It was good, I uh saw M-Max at the diner. Tipped her pretty well, since she w-was working today. How about you? How was your thanksgiving?”</p><p>“It was g-good, spent m-m-most of the day with fa-family. After dinner Jah-Jane and S-Syd came over and we lit one up on my bah-back porch. They juh-just left. I’m laying d-down now so I’m yours for the ruh-rest of the night”</p><p>Fuck Stan really liked it when Bill felt relax enough that he didn’t feel the need to keep checks on his stutter. He’s only ever heard Bill stutter like that a few times, only when Bill has his hand wrapped around Stan’s cock. There is nothing hotter to Stan when Bill stutters out a “G-good B-boy.” Stan really liked to be a fucking good boy for Bill because he would –</p><p>“B-baby? You g-good?”</p><p>Stan can’t stop the whimper that comes out of his mouth. Mortified he releases his cock and covers his mouth. He just fucking whimpered while touching himself thinking about Bill while on the phone with him whose was just trying to have a casual conversation. ‘He’s gonna think I’m so fucking weird. What the fuck it wrong with me.’</p><p>It doesn’t take Bill long to piece together what must have been happening on Stan’s side of the phone. “St-Stanley are touching y-yourself? Are y-you missing me B-Baby?” Stan’s surprised when Bill doesn’t sound disgusted, in fact he sounds almost … turned on.</p><p>Hesitantly he removes his hand from his mouth and reaches down to grab on to dick again, not quite stroking it yet before answering, “Yeah, is that bad?”</p><p>Stan finds his voice pathetic, but it must do something to Bill because he groans, “F-fuck St-Stan. Wh-what were you fah-fantasizing about b-baby?”</p><p>This gives Stan the encouragement he needs to resume stoking his cock, but he really doesn’t want to admit to Bill that he was thinking about how much he likes it when Bill calls him his good boy. In stead he just whimpers again.</p><p>“Answer me St-Stanley, be g-good boy and tuh-tell me what you’re thinking about,” There’s the undeniable sound of a zipper being opened on Bill’s side of the phone.</p><p>‘Is he touching himself too?’ The idea spurs Stan’s hand to go faster, trying to mimic how Bill touches him.</p><p>“I was thinking about how I really like it when you call me your good boy.” Stan feels a blush spread down his already hot body at his admittance.</p><p>“F-Fuck Baby. You luh-like being my G-good boy d-don’t you?” Bill’s breath sounds slightly winded as the sound of him touching himself comes through the phone.</p><p>“Y-yes I do. B-Bill I really like being your good boy.” He himself starting to stutter with how turned on he is.</p><p>Bill moans, “Yeah you luh-like being a g-good boy for Dah-Daddy.”</p><p>Everything stops.</p><p>“Sh-shit Stan I’m s-sorry I should’ve – “</p><p>“Daddy? Daddy.” Stan’s says it more to himself, trying to see how the word feels in his mouth. He should’ve seen the daddy kink coming, because fuck, Bill really is a Daddy with a capital D. He thinks it’s fucking hot. “Yes daddy, I’m your good boy,” Stan starts touching himself again, his cock painfully hard at this point.</p><p>“F-Fucking hell baby. You’re a fuh-fucking gift Stan. Do you juh-wish it was Daddy touching y-you right now?” Bill must be stroking himself pretty fast as the sounds sound louder than before.</p><p>“Yes Daddy, I miss your hands on my dick. I miss your finger inside me. I miss you Daddy.”</p><p>“I muh-miss you too baby. Tell what else y-you want Daddy to do yuh-you. Tell me what you want D-Daddy to do to my good b-boy when I guh-get back.”</p><p>Stan can’t stop himself, “I really want to see your cock Daddy. I really want to put it my mouth. Please let me suck your dick daddy. I think I may even be ready for you to fuck me daddy.” He doesn’t know where this submissive side of him came from, but he fucking loves it. God, he really does want Bill to fuck him. Not before he gets his mouth on that cock first though.</p><p>“Baby are you suh-sure? Don’t feel like you have t-to.”</p><p>“Do you not want to fuck me daddy? Do you not want me to a good boy and suck your dick?”</p><p>“You’re not buh-being a good boy r-right now. Careful baby or I muh-may just have to puh-punish you when I get back,” There’s that dominant tone back in Bill’s voice and Stan has to grab the base of his cock to keep himself from cumming too soon.</p><p>“God, please punish me daddy.”</p><p>Bill groans again, “Baby if you muh-meant what you said, I’m guh-gonna fuck you so hard when I get back home.”</p><p>“Y-yes I meant it D-Daddy.” Stan feels the heat growing in his stomach, “Daddy I’m gonna cum, fuck.”</p><p>“Cuh-cum for daddy baby.”</p><p>That pushes Stan over, “Fuck Daddy!” pleasure shoots through his veins as he cums into his hand.</p><p>He can hear Bill muffling his groan as it’s apparent he’s reached his peak also.</p><p>Out of breath Stan finds his voice again, “You know I meant it right? This Saturday when you come home, I think I’m ready.”</p><p>“Are you suh-sure babe? Don’t fuh-feel pressured by me p-please,” The dominance in Bill’s voice has faded and now replaced with genuine concern for his boyfriend.</p><p>“Yeah, I am. I want to experience this with you. Also, I finally want to see your damn dick.”</p><p>Bill laughs at that, “Okay baby.”</p><p>=====================</p><p>Friday comes and goes, and Saturday Stan finds himself sitting in his dorm room stressing about the events scheduled to take place when Bill got home. Bill was nearing the college and was supposed to be heading straight to Stan’s dorm upon arriving.</p><p>Dustin wasn’t coming home till tomorrow, so he didn’t have to worry about him walking in on anything. That was one less thing for Stan to worry about. It didn’t make Stan feel any better though.</p><p>Since the phone call with Bill, Stan has done a lot of research on ‘Gay Sex’. He got himself prepared and was even able to get three of his own fingers inside him without feeling overstimulated, a feat he was actually kinda proud of. Though three fingers was nothing compared to what he was going to feel tonight.</p><p>Stan has not once doubted his decision on wanting to have sex with Bill, but he’s been nervous. What if he was bad? What if he’s so bad that Bill broke up with him? Surely, he wouldn’t do that right? It’s just the while Stan is a virgin, Bill’s so experienced. What if he completely turns Bill off and it’s a horrible experience for both of them?</p><p>Stan was still fretting when he hears a knock at the door.</p><p>He opens the door to a very smiley Bill. When Bill sees Stan’s face and the stress that must’ve been etched into to it, the smile fades. He walks inside the dorm and pulling Stan into a hug. “We don’t have to do this little birdy. We can take more time, I mean it.” Bill speaks into Stan’s hair as he runs his hands up and down Stan’s back.</p><p>Stan relaxes into the hug, taking in the smell of Bill, the stubborn smell of lingering cigarette smoke and a cologne that smells woodsy. It briefly reminds Stan of the night he first smelt it; the night Stan had kissed Bill. He wants to do this; he really does trust Bill.</p><p>“No, I want too. I trust you Bluejay. I’m just scared of messing this up for us.”</p><p>“Trust me birdy, there’s no way you’ll be able to mess this up. I’ve been wanting this since I first saw you. But before we start, I’d feel better if we established a safe word.”</p><p>“A safe word?” Stan pulls himself out of the hug to look up at Bill.</p><p>“A safe word you can say at any point and I’ll immediately stop what I’m doing. No questions asked. I know sometimes I can get a little enthusiastic and I want you to feel safe okay?” Bill cups Stans cheek and places a kiss on his forehead.</p><p>Stan can feel himself melting, Bill really does care about him. “Okay that makes sense, what should it be?”</p><p>“Hmm how about silver? It’s short and quick to say, and I won’t mistake it for anything else.” another kiss on the forehead from Bill.</p><p>“Okay, Silver it is then.”</p><p>With that Bill finally kisses Stan on the lips. The kiss starts sweet and slow, lips moving softly against one another. They break for Bill to take off his sweatshirt, and Bills walks over to take a seat on Stan’s bed, gesturing for Stan to come to him.</p><p>Stan follows and allows himself to be pulled into Bill’s lap, their lips rejoining. This time there’s more fire in their kiss. Bill’s big hands cradle the back of Stan’s head, tilting it to deepen the kiss. Bill runs his tongue alone Stan’s bottom lip causing him to whimper. He obediently opens his mouth to allow Bill’s tongue access.</p><p>Bill takes his time still with he kiss, slowly running his tongue across Stan’s, mapping out his mouth as he traces Stan’s teeth and the insides of his cheeks. Stan can feel himself already growing hard, and he tries to grind down against Bill.</p><p>Bill’s hands leave his head and grabs a hold his hips, stopping him. His lips leave Stan’s lips and start to kiss down Stan’s neck. He finds Stan’s sweet spot lower on his neck and starts to suck on it, breaking blood vessels. Stan’s hands go to Bill’s hair to tug, something he learned really gets Bill going.</p><p>Bill groans into Stan’s neck and bites down on the abused spot, getting a whimper out of Stan, he can faintly hear Bill mumble “Mine,” into his neck.</p><p>Stan tries again to grind against Bill, only to have Bill stop him again. “Nu uh baby, we’re going at Daddy’s pace. Now get up and strip.”</p><p>Stan stands up and start’s to remove his clothing, pulling everything off except for his underwear. “Baby Boy when I say strip, that means everything.”</p><p>Fuck if that doesn’t do something to Stan. Stan removes his underwear and is stuck standing naked in front of a still fully clothed Bill. He feels embarrassed but finds the embarrassment only makes his dick harder.</p><p>Bill’s eyes raking over Stan’s body, groaning as reaches down to adjust himself in his jeans. “Buh-baby boy you have no idea w-what you do to me, now come here.” Bill’s arousal reaching the point where his stutter has started to come back.</p><p>Stan walks back over to Bill, letting out a startled yelp when Bill pulls him down into his lap, grinding upwards so that Stan could feel every inch of his clothed dick against his ass.</p><p>Bill pulls off his shirt and Stan loves the way their bare chests feel against each other. Bill rejoins their lips together with fervor, Stan sucking on Bill’s tongue. Bills hands find purchase on Stan’s ass pulling him closer to grind their groins together, while Stan’s hands map out Bill’s chest. He tries to map out Bill’s muscle to memory, running the tips of his fingers over his shoulder to his collarbones, dipping beneath the silver chain Bill’s wearing. His fingertips make it to Bill’s nipples where he rubs the pads of his thumbs over the piercings, causing Bill to moan into his mouth.</p><p>Bill breaks the kiss, “B-baby do you want to suck daddy’s d-dick like you said before?”</p><p>Being reminded of it, Stan nods enthusiastically, “Yes daddy.” Bill guides Stan to kneel on his knees on the floor while he scoots closer to sit on the edge of the bed. He unbuckles his belt and pushes his pants and underwear down in a go.</p><p>Stan knew Bill was big but fuck him. Bill slowly is stroking himself as he looks down at Stan’s awestruck face, chuckling. “Luh-like what you see baby?”</p><p>“Fuck yes, you’re really are big.”</p><p>“Damn right b-baby, and it-it’s all for you.”</p><p>Stans hit with a sudden moment of panic, he doesn’t know how he’s gonna fit Bill’s cock in his mouth, let alone inside him. Taking a deep breath, he reaches out and knocks Bill’s hand away from his cock, grabbing it at the base, and leans forward to take the tip in his mouth. “F-Fuck baby.”</p><p>He uses his tongue to run it over the head of Bill’s dick, bobbing his head up and down. He tries to be mindful of his teeth and uses his hand to jack off what he can’t reach, which is a lot. Bill grips Stan’s hair and he can feel his hips giving aborted thrusts, trying to get more of himself in Stan’s mouth.</p><p>“Your muh-mouth feels so good around d-daddy’s dick, fuck baby.” Stan feels spurred on by Bill’s words, so he tries to fit even more of Bill in his mouth, causing him to choke. Choking on Bill’s cock causes a moan out of Bill, turning him on even more. He loves the way Bill’s hot engorged flesh feels in his mouth, so he chokes himself again.</p><p>This brings notice to Bill, “You like ch-choking on duh-daddy’s cock, don’t you? God, is there a s-secret kinky suh-slut in there somewhere St-Stanley?”</p><p>Bill’s words causes Stan to moan around Bill, Stan bobbing his head faster, chocking himself longer. “Fuh-fuck baby, stay st-still.”</p><p>Stan looks up and Bill for the first time since he’s started, seeing Bill’s blue eyes darkened with lust, but listens and stops his ministrations, wondering what Bill has planned. Bill grabs Stan’s hair with both his hands now, pulling Stan up and down on his dick. Being manhandled by Bill was so fucking hot to Stan, him moaning around Bill’s dick. “You’re tuh-taking daddy’s dick so w-well, damn baby, you’re such a g-good boy for duh-daddy.”</p><p>Bill pulls him down the furthest yet, the head of his dick hitting a spot in Stan’s throat he dared not passed. Even then there was still a little less than a third of Bill’s dick left, resting in Stan’s hand. He held Stanley there, letting him choke on his cock, throwing his head back moaning. Stan felt like he could cum just from the sensations and the sight before him.</p><p>Bill gently pulled Stan off of him, a line a saliva and precum connecting Stan’s lips to the tip of Bill’s dick. He let Stan have few moments of breathing before instructing him to get on his hands and knees on the bed, facing away from Bill. Stan happily obliged.</p><p>Before doing anything else, Bill ran a hand up Stan’s spine, “Do you remember the safe word birdy?” the rough tone in Bill’s voice dropping away for a moment.</p><p>“It’s Silver.” Stan’s body is tingling all over with anticipation with what’s to come, his cock achingly hard between his legs.</p><p>“Are you using it?”</p><p>“No, please keep going Daddy.”</p><p>He can feel Bill staring at his ass and is startled when Bill brings down both his hands-on Stan’s ass, slapping it. “H-have I ever told you have a gr-great ass baby b-boy? Because, fuh-fuck, it’s great.” Bill leans and licks a stripe across Stan’s hole.</p><p>“F-fuck Daddy! Please do that again!” It’s a sensation unlike he’s every felt before.</p><p>“Suh-since you asked n-nicely,” he can hear the smirk in Bill’s voice. He uses his tongue to circle Stan’s hole before plunging it into him.</p><p>Stan moans and tries to push his hips back against Bill, who then swiftly removes his tongue with a slap to Stan’s ass. “Take whu-what daddy guh-gives you baby b-boy.”</p><p>“Okay, I’m sorry, fuck please just do something to me.”</p><p>“Don’t worry, I’m guh-gonna. Where’s y-your lube?”</p><p>Stan tells Bill it’s in his nightstand and before he knows it, Bills sinking a finger into Stan, expertly finding his prostate like he’s done before, “Buh-baby did you f-finger yourself before?”</p><p>‘Of course, he can tell, I’m probably still lose.’</p><p>“I wanted to be ready for you, I know I can be oversensitive.”</p><p>“You’re too guh-good for daddy f-fuck.”</p><p>It doesn’t take Bill very long to work in four of his fingers, Stan feels like he may explode if he doesn’t get Bill’s dick in him right now. Bill keeps avoiding his prostate on purpose and every time Stan tries to get him to just brush against accidentally, Bill pull’s back to smack Stan on the ass. Eventually Stan can’t take it anymore.</p><p>“Pl-please Daddy! Please fuck me, I can’t take this anymore!” he knows he’s loud and he knows he sounds desperate, but he can’t bring himself to care.</p><p>Bill bites down into one his ass cheeks, muffling his groan, “Wuh-where’s the c-condoms b-baby?”</p><p>Stan looks back to look at Bill as he feels embarrassed, “I didn’t buy any, if it’s okay with you, I don’t want to use one. I want to feel all of you.”</p><p>“Fuh-fucking hell Stanley,” with that Bill is getting on the bed, lubing up his cock, and lining himself up with Stan’s hole, “Make suh-sure to use the safe w-word b-baby if you n-n-need me to stop.” He starts to slowly press him into Stan.</p><p>There’s a dull burn, but because of Bill’s excellent prep, it doesn’t hurt too bad. Stan feels incredibly full as Bill pushes himself in, in almost complete ecstasy. After what feels like forever, Bill finally bottoms out with a grunt.</p><p>“B-baby you fuh-feel so fucking good on my d-dick, fuck,” Stan can only mewl in response. Bill thankfully gives Stan a moment to adjust, the whole thing starting to boarder on too much for Stan. After a few moments, once the over-stimulation has died down, Stans pushing himself back onto Bill’s dick.</p><p>“Fuck me daddy, please,” Bill moans in response and grips Stan’s hips as he starts a slow steady pace. Pulling out till the tip of his cock is resting inside Stan, and the pushing back in till his hips are flushed against his ass. It feels amazing. Stan has never felt more connected to someone than he does with Bill right now is this moment.</p><p>Stan leans down on his elbows, angling his hips allowing access for Bill to go even deeper. That’s when Bill’s thrusts start to pick up speed. They gradually pick up speed till Stan is just able let out little “Uh uh uh uh,” noises with each thrust. Each time, his dick runs across Stan’s prostate, turning him to mush.</p><p>A particularly hard thrust causes Stan to yell out, “Fuck Bill! Fuck daddy I love you’re cock, it’s so damn big!” It’s cheesy and sounds like something out a porn film but Stan can’t stop it from coming out his mouth.</p><p>“Fuck yes, tell d-daddy how muh-much you love his cock again.”</p><p>“I, oh fuck, love your dick daddy, it feels so good fucking me!”</p><p>“Fuck, you m-make duh-daddy feel so good. Such a g-good boy. My b-b-boy.”</p><p>Stan lets out a loud whine. Bill thrusts all the way and stills his hips, grinding into Stan, getting his dick impossibly deeper.</p><p>Bill pulls out of Stan and he starts whimpering at the loss, “Shush b-baby, I just wuh-want you r-ride daddy, can you d-do th-that? I want to be able to w-w-watch that p-pretty face.”</p><p>“Yes daddy.” Bill lays down on the bed and pulls Stan onto his lap. He lets Stan grab his cock and line it up with his hole, sinking down. It takes Stan a few bounces, but eventually finds the angle where Bill’s dick can hit his prostate dead on every time. “F-fuck daddy.”</p><p>Getting fucked by Bill is great but being able to see Bill’s face while Stan’s jumps up and down his dick, well Stan thinks it’s almost a religious experience. Bill’s face is scrunched in pleasure, red cheeks, and slightly shinning with sweat. Bill’s eyes staring intently back into his own, pupils almost eclipsing the blue.</p><p>“You’re so damn g-good at this baby what the f-fuck.”</p><p>“That’s good right daddy?”</p><p>“Damn ruh-right,” Bill smacks Stan’s ass for emphasis and then grabs his ass to bring it down on his dick, grinding into the heat of Stan.</p><p>Stan can feel the coil start to tighten in his abdomen, “Daddy I’m, fuck, I’m close.”</p><p>Bill reaches out to start to jack of Stan’s dick, only for Stan to push his hand away. Bill shoots him a questioning look to which Stan answers, “I wanna cum on just your dick daddy.” Stan really wants to see if it’s possible for him to cum on Bill’s dick alone. Even if his cock is achingly hard.</p><p>“Is that so b-baby?” There’s new glint in Bill’s eyes, as if he’s taking this as some challenge. Bill grips Stan’s hips and holds him completely still as he starts a ruthless pace fucking up into Stan.</p><p>Stan screams and falls down onto Bill, clutching at Bill’s chest as he continues his brutal fucking. His abdomen is tightening, and his orgasm is so close he can practically taste it, “I’m so fucking close daddy, please don’t stop!”</p><p>Bill’s muttering filthy praises into Stan’s hair as he continues to fuck into him, “You’re such a good slut for daddy.”</p><p>Stan’s orgasm rips through him, Stan yelling out for Bill as he cums all over Bill’s chest. His orgasm causes Bill to cum as well, as he grinds into him one last time, coating Stan’s walls with his cum, yelling out, “Fuck! Stan!”</p><p>Stan completely collapses onto Bill, as Bill lets their hips come to rest on the bed. Both of them are out of breath, panting. They lay there and cling to each other, feeling each other’s rampant heartbeats. Bill reaches down and kisses Stan’s sweaty forehead.</p><p>“You’re amazing you know that? I can’t believe you were even worried; I don’t think I’ve ever came harder in my life.”</p><p>Stan laughs into Bill’s chest and can’t stop the thought that runs through his brain, ‘I think I’m falling in love with you.’</p>
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Body: <p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/613191356197830656/kiss-me-slowly-chp-5">Chapter </a>5 </p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/614068330059431936/kiss-me-slowly-chp-7">Chapter </a>7</p><p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23103391/chapters/55833487">Ao3</a></p><p>Warnings: The usual, mild cussing. Also has some references to NSFW mentions, but nothing explicit</p><p>Notes: Enjoy !</p><!-- more --><p>‘It’s warm, why is it so warm?’ Stan groggily starts to wake up, not wanting to quite open his eyes yet. He can tell it’s morning as the light shines behind his eye lids. He pushes the blanket down as he stretches, arms going out to his sides, his fingertips brushing against a smooth, warm mass.</p><p>‘SHIT.’</p><p>Bolting up into a sitting position, the events from last night come rushing back to him, the argument with Patty, how he found himself wandering to the frat house, how he practically ‘no I defiantly did’ sob in Bill’s arms, and … everything that had followed after.</p><p>Too many questions start pulsing through his mind, he felt woozy. What now? Did he and Patty officially break up? Should he call her to make sure? Because he does want their relationship to be over right? And what fuck is going on with him and Bill? Were they together, dating? ‘Guys like him don’t date. God, I can’t believe I let that happen last night.’ Stan thought dully.</p><p>Bill Denbrough had been not only his first experience with a guy, but now was also the first person that Stan had ever been sexually intimate with. He knows he should be shameful for something for quote on quote giving it up for a frat guy, but he doesn’t. Bill wasn’t just some frat guy anymore to Stan. He was actually a close friend now, someone who goes bird watching with him regularly, someone who asks Stan to read his writings and ask for Stan’s honest opinion. God, Stan loved Bill’s writings.</p><p>He and Bill just clicked, and Stan wasn’t stupid, he knew he was falling for Bill. Which was dangerous. He has no idea where him and Bill now stand, and the idea of losing Bill scared him. What was Bill’s intentions? He knows that Bill is obviously attracted to him, he’s known that since he first saw him, and Bill tried to kiss him. Does he want some type of friends with benefits type deal? The idea doesn’t disgust Stan as much as he thought it would, last night had been very, very hot. The dominance Bill so easily asserted over Stan, the way he as able to make him fall apart. And that was only a hand job! God, he wonders how great other things could be with Bill.</p><p>Stan thinks he could even lose his virginity to Bill, because why not? He trusts Bill, and besides any reservations he has about premarital sex surely doesn’t apply to homosexual sex. The memory of Patty wanting to have sex last night invades his thoughts.</p><p>Patty had said she loved him, declared it actually. Requested that they made love. And Stan had just stood there blubbering like a fish out of water! Her look of hurt is seared to the inside of his brain. He has to make things right with her, today. He can’t allow for things to end the way it did. Their relationship has to have a better ending then the one that was written last night, regardless of what’s going to happen with him and Bill. ‘If anything does happen, could easily just be a one-time thing that we’ll laugh about later.’</p><p>Stan looks around the room finally as he tries to decide where to go from here. He’s never been in Bill’s room, there’s never been a need for him to be in here. The room just screams Bill and he can’t help but smile as he takes it all in.</p><p>It’s not a very big room for starters. There’s a dresser with some of the drawers half pulled out and a tv and an Xbox sitting atop of it. Bill’s stupid snap backs are also on top of the dresser. Next to it is a desk that has Bill’s MacBook and a typewriter. The desk is cluttered, filled with papers and books. He knows that Bill is prone to getting random ideas and having to either write a blurb about it or draw it out. It looks like those ideas either go to rest on the desk or the bulletin bored that hangs above it. The bulletin board is overflowing itself with sketches and writings, and there seems to be a couple Polaroid pictures scattered in also. He spots his pants hanged delicately over the back of the desk chair. His eyes leave the desk and settles on the bookshelf. There’s not a single available spot left on the bookshelf, but that doesn’t seem stop Bill from buying books as there are piles of books that sit on the floor next to it. Leaning against the bookshelf is what looks like is Bill’s baseball bag, and above is a poster for Stephen King’s movie adaptation of Pet Semetary. ‘Such a horror junkie,’ he thinks with a laugh.</p><p>His eyes finally drift back to bed, looking at Bill for the first time this morning. He’s laying on his stomach, auburn hair ruffled and contrasting beautifully against the royal blue sheets. Bill looks so peaceful, even as he snores. The sun, which was the source of the warmth from earlier, is drifting in from the window causing Bill to have a soft glow.</p><p>The comforter has been pushed down so now Stan can fully appreciate the beauty of Bill, as he was too busy to do last night. The muscles in his torso are not bulking but defined. He sees the tattoos that he couldn’t quite make out last night. It looks like Bill has a total of four, including the red balloon and paper boat. He does notice there’s writing on the paper boat that he didn’t see before. The saying, “He thrusts his fist against the posts and still insists he sees the ghosts,” is repeated over and over on it, he’ll have to ask Bill what that means someday. There’s a bike on the underside of his upper arm and some symbol that he thinks is Korean is on his lower abdomen.</p><p>A piece of hair has fallen in front of Bill’s face and Stan reaches down to brush it a side. Bill starts to stir and for a moment he thinks Bill may wake up. Bill only murmurs something unintelligible before seeming to fall back a sleep. Stan has half a mind to curl up under the sheets and just wait for Bill to wake up, he has feeling that Bill would pull him in to snuggle. He would stay but he really needs to see Patty. Also, he doesn’t feel up to having an awkward conversation with Bill about last night, one that will surely happen if he stays.</p><p>Stan as quietly as he can pulls the blankets off him and gets out of bed. He pulls his pants on and feels his phone in his pocket. Pulling out to check the time he sees that is only 9:34, and that he has no messages from Patty. ‘Maybe I can reach her before she heads out for the day, she should still be in her dorm.’ He heads out Bill’s door with one fleeting look at him. ‘I hope you’re worth all this trouble Denbrough.’</p><p>He makes down the stairs and halfway across the living room, thankfully not encountering anyone when he’s stopped.</p><p>“Stan? What are you doing here?”</p><p>‘It’s Richie, great.’</p><p>Stan turns around to see Richie sitting in one of the armchairs looking like he just woke up himself. “Hey Rich, fancy seeing you here,” he deadpans.</p><p>Richie looks reasonably confused as he eyes Stan up and down, “Is that a fucking hickey?”</p><p>Of course, he has a fucking hickey, there’s no way he wouldn’t have one after the events of last night. He’s about to say something when Richie starts back up, “Did you just come from Bill’s room? What the fuck Stan, what about Patty?” He can hear the anger rising in Richie’s voice.</p><p>“Patty and I broke up, or at least we are today. I’m pretty sure we did last night but it’s going to be concreted today.”</p><p>“Damn man, I’m uh sorry, here come sit down,” the rising anger had died in his voice. Richie pats the arm rest of the armchair next to him. Stan knows he’s not going to get out of here without giving an explanation, so he takes a seat. Besides, it may be a good thing to talk, Stan tends to stay inside his own head. “What happen Stan, talk to me. No judgment.”</p><p>Stan sighs and recounts what happen last night. He tells him how Patty had declared she loved him, how it freaked him out. Thankfully Richie doesn’t make some pervy joke when Stan tells him about Patty wanting to “make love.” He tells Richie about how his feet and subconscious just brought him here, to Bill. He doesn’t go into great detail about the events that happen with Bill, only about how Bill had held him while he sobbed. He alludes to Bill and him doing stuff and is grateful when Richie doesn’t press for more information.</p><p>Richie remains silent as Stan recounts the previous night, only talking when he senses Stan is done, “Damn Staniel, you get out a relationship and come over to shack up with Big Bill? Straight savage man.” That cracks a smile out of Stan, to which Richie takes pleasure in seeing before continuing, “But for real man, are you okay?”</p><p>“Yeah I think I’ll be okay. I’ll feel better when I make things right with Patty. I feel like shit for what happen. I’m actually heading to her dorm right after I leave here.”</p><p>“That sounds good, but Stan I gotta ask, is Bill worth it? Do you know what you want from him? Like do you want to be fuck buddies with the dude or do you want to date him?” Richie has a look a of concern as he asks.</p><p>“Fuck, I don’t know Richie. I don’t even know what Bill wants. I’ll figure all that out once I get the Patty situation figured out.”</p><p>Richie looks contemplative when he speaks next, “Well I’ll say this Staniel, the fact that Bill let you spend the night after you guys fooled around speaks volumes. Maybe it was because you came to him crying, I don’t know, but it’s still strange. Bill is known for kicking people out of his room the moment he’s done with them. Including that Audra girl that he seems, or I guess seemed, to hook up with pretty often. She has never once stayed the night, at least not in Bill’s room.”</p><p>Stan is taken back when he hears this. Surely this means Bill sees Stan in a different light than any other random hookups he’s had, maybe even in a romantic light. Or maybe Richie is right, Bill just didn’t want to kick Stan out after he had come to his room sobbing. Or maybe it’s because they’re friends, and Bill does want some type of fuck buddy deal. He’ll figure this all out later. ‘One issue at a time Stan.’</p><p>“Thanks, Rich, for telling me that. And for listening. I gotta get going, see you later?” Stan gets up to leave, and leans down to hug Richie, to again show his thanks.</p><p>Richie hugs him back, “Damn Stan you get some good dick and now you’re all loving? Maybe next time you start acting like you got a stick up your ass I’ll just give ole Big Bill a ring to come stick something else up there instead.”</p><p>Stan smacks Richie upside the head.</p><p>===================================</p><p>He decides not to text Patty telling her that he was his way to his dorm, fearing that she would just leave it to avoid him. He stops by his dorm for a scarf to cover his hickey, knowing it’ll only make matters worse if seen. He spots his birthday presents from the night before sitting on the floor outside his dorm door, having forgot them at Patty’s after everything that happened. He puts them on his desk before he’s off again. Reaching her dorm, he knocks on the door before he can second guess himself. It only takes a few moments for Patty to open the door.</p><p>Her face is puffy, and she looks like an overall mess, which breaks Stan’s heart. He really didn’t want to hurt her. “If you’re here for your presents that you left last night, I already left them at your dorm door this morning, surely you saw them,” She goes to close the door and Stan has to reach out to stop the door with his hand.</p><p>“Patty please we need to talk. I’m sorry, I never meant to hurt you. Please believe that. What can I do to make this right?”</p><p>“Are you saying you still want to date? Are you asking what you can do fix our relationship?” She opens the door and looks hopeful, like she’d be so ready to forgive Stan if he manages to say the right thing. It just breaks Stan’s heart more.</p><p>It would be so easy to fall back into his simple relationship with Patty, forget the thing with Bill ever happen. But it would be so wrong though, for both of them. Stan knows he wants something different than what he has with Patty, and Patty deserves someone who can love her the way she wants. She may hate Stan now for ending their relationship, but it really is better for her in the long run.</p><p>“No Patty. Look you may not think this now, but you deserve so much better than me I just – “</p><p>“You had sex with him last night didn’t you.”</p><p>That stops Stan dead in his tracks. He could guess that she sort of knew he had an attraction to Bill, to men in general, but to come out and make a declaration like that, fuck. “What are you talking about Patty? I didn’t have sex anyone last night,” he knows that if she knows of his indiscretions with men and decides to tell his parents, it can spell big trouble for him.</p><p>“Stan don’t play dumb with me; you owe me that. I know you like men, you told me last year yourself during a drunken haze. I know you; you definitely were somewhere last night because it’s obvious you haven’t showered, and you always shower in the morning before you go anywhere. Did you really jump into bed with fuck boy Bill that quick?” Her expression has turned cold, distant.</p><p>Last year he thought he dreamt that night he told her; he can only vaguely recall it. When she didn’t bring it up the next day, he was so sure that the whole thing had only happened inside his head.</p><p>He can feel agitation boiling in his chest at her condescending tone, the way she spat out Bill’s name. He came over to apologize not to argue. “Does it really matter what I did after left here last night Patty, I came to apologize for the way I ended our relationship, I don’t owe you an explanation on where I went after though.”</p><p>“Yeah whatever Stan great talk.”</p><p>She’s about to close the door, regardless of the fact that Stan’s hand is still on the door frame, when Stan remembers something, “Are you going to tell my parents?”</p><p>Patty’s cold expression softens just a bit before she responds, “No Stan, I wouldn’t do that. No matter how hurt I feel I am.”</p><p>“Thanks Pats.”</p><p>She closes the door in his face.</p><p>===================================</p><p>Stan walks back to his dorm and is prepared to pass out in his bed and not think for the next couple hours. All ideas of that is thrown out the window when he walks in and sees Bill sitting on his bed.</p><p>Bill looks startled as he looks up from his phone, as if Stan was the intruder, seeing it’s just Stan though his face breaks into a smile, “Hey there, Dustin let me in before he left. Hope that was okay.”</p><p>“Hi Bill, its fine.”</p><p>An awkward silence fills the room and Stan feels like his head is about to explode when Bill finally speaks, “Richie told me that you went to make sure your break up was official with Patty this morning, I hope that wasn’t over me.”</p><p>Of course. Bill is probably freaking because he thinks Stan broke up with Patty because he was under some false allusion of Bill wanting a relationship with him. Sometimes Stan forgets that Bill was and apparently still is a major fuck boy. “No Bill I didn’t end my long-term relationship over some hand job. I ended it because said she loves me, and I can’t return that love. Like I told you last night.”</p><p>He can’t read the expression on Bill’s face; Stan sighs and decides to take a seat next him on the bed. Bill stays silent, looking as if he’s thinking something over before talking, “I’m sorry to hear. She was nice.”</p><p>“Bill, she hated your guts and whenever you came around, she gave you the cold shoulder.”</p><p>That gets a laugh out of Bill, “Yeah I know, I didn’t say she nice to me.” He’s silent for a moment before continuing, “Stan I’ve gotta ask about last night, were you okay with everything that happened between us? I’d hate if I did anything to make you uncomfortable or if I made you feel pressured into fooling around with me.”</p><p>Stan looks up and sees worry etched into his pretty boy features. He wonders if Bill asks everyone he fools around with this. “Don’t worry Bill, I enjoyed last night. Really,” Stan can’t help himself; he has to ask, or the unknowing will drive him crazy, “Bill I have my own question now, what are we? Like was that a one-time deal or do want a friend with benefits type of situation?”</p><p>He expects Bill to bolt at the question or to laugh it off, only to be surprised when Bill answers, “If you want it to be a one time deal it can be, but I actually hoping to take you on a date this Friday night.”</p><p>“A d-date?” he was not expecting that, and he can feel a blush start to creep into his face.</p><p>“Yes Stan, would you like to go on a date with me?” Bill laughs out.</p><p>“I would like that,” he answers too quickly, and he doesn’t care. Bill wants to take him on a date!</p><p>“Good, let’s say I’ll pick you up at six o’clock Friday?” Bill is beaming as he tries to pull Stan into a kiss, to which Stan narrowly avoids.</p><p>“Bill I’m gross, I haven’t showered or even brushed my teeth yet.”</p><p>“Mmm, I don’t care,” Bill successfully brings Stan in for a kiss and he realizes he doesn’t care either.</p><p>=================================</p><p>Friday approaches fast and Stan finds himself getting ready for his and Bill’s date. Bill hadn’t given him any inkling of a clue as to where they were going, insisting it was a surprise. Which made things difficult to plan an outfit around, but thanks to Eddie and Bev’s help he had picked out something that should be suitable for all occasions.</p><p>They had gone shopping earlier in the week and had picked Stan out a nice button down with little blue jays patterning it, and a nice new pair of slacks. Eddie and Bev had both been sad about his and Patty’s break up but agreed Stan was right, it was better for both parties in the long run. Neither of them was surprised about the date he has with Bill. When he had asked them why the lack of surprise, Eddie had exclaimed, “He’s always looking at you with a stare that only belongs in romance novels!” They each had their own reservations about Bill, but both agreed that the date was a good thing. Besides they were each dating frat boys themselves, which Eddie was quick to point out that Richie hardly counted.</p><p>Stan was currently sitting on his bed counting down the minutes till six. Excitement is thrumming through his veins. He was so excited that he had started getting ready two hours before their date, to make sure he looked perfect. He pulls out his phone to check the time again when he hears the knock at the door.</p><p>Stan can’t get the door open fast enough. His breath catches as he takes in the view of Bill standing in his doorway. Bill is in a loose black button up with the first few buttons open wearing black slacks to match. He’s incorporated silver into his outfit, his usual diamond studs replaced with silver ones, a silver watch, and Stan thinks he catches glimpses of a silver chain around his neck. Bill looks fucking hot.</p><p>“Damn, you look good babe, you ready?” Bill reaches out to take Stan’s hand.</p><p>Stan steps into the hall and closes the door behind him, “Lead the way Denbrough.”</p><p>With that Bill leads them outside where he already has an uber waiting on them. He ends up taking Stan out to eat at super fancy restaurant and he’s happy that he decided to wear a dress shirt because otherwise he would feel under-dressed.</p><p>They get inside and he finds that Bill had made them reservation. They are seated and order drinks, neither of them ordering alcohol, not needing it to have a good time. Conversation flows so freely between them, taking turns making each other laugh. There’s no awkward silence, no mundane conversation to fill the void. Bill makes Stan happy, being with him just feels so right to Stan.</p><p>They’re looking at the dessert menu when Stan’s curiosity peaks and he finds himself asking Bill a rather personal question. “Hey Bill, I gotta ask, you don’t have to answer, but when did you realize you like men as much as women?”</p><p>He looks taken back at the question and Stan’s worried that he just ruined the good mood when Bill speaks, “I guess I always knew; it only took me till I was thirteen I think to come out.”</p><p>He can’t imagine being so sure at such a young age and he can’t stop the next questions that come out his mouth, “You weren’t scared to come out? You weren’t afraid of being bullied?”</p><p>“Not really. My parent’s did even blink twice when I told them. My little brother Georgie was too young to understand when I came out, so he’s only ever known me this way. Coming out to my two best friends was easy because I suspected one of them being a lesbian, which I found later I was right. As for bullies, well,” Bill starts smiling as if remembering something, “the bullies had other things to beat me up over, me being bisexual was even on their radar. Believe it or not I was not a well-liked kid.”</p><p>“Big Bill? Bullied I doubt that,” Stan jokes out.</p><p>“No for real!” Bill’s laughing. “Ever noticed how my voice is strained? That’s because I had a horrible stutter as a child. Bullies were merciless. Before I was Big Bill, I was Stuttering Bill and Mushmouth. Years of speech therapy through high school was the only reason I got rid of it, leaving me with my hot voice.”</p><p>Stan had always wondered what the deal with his voice was, but knew it was rude to just ask. He finds himself wanting to beat up anyone who dared make fun of Bill. “Wow, I’m sorry. I know what it’s like to be bullied. Spent my whole childhood listening to Jew jokes and being called slurs.”</p><p>“If I ever hear anyone saying something like that to you, I’m pretty sure I’m going to punch them.” Stan smiles when Bill says that.</p><p>Bill grins back at him, “It’s great to be away from the bullshit isn’t it though? When I went off to college without my stutter, I decided to reinvent myself. Stuttering Bill was staying back in Derry. Granted I may have gone a little overboard when I got to college. My mom freaked when I went came home fall break with my ears pierced, but it was part of making a new Bill. People liked me when I got to college and I ate it up. Going home with someone new after every party, the tattoos, the uh other piercings.” Stan blushes as he remembers what those other piercings are, and the noises Bill had made when Stan touched them.</p><p>Bill looks like he’s searching for something in Stan’s face before finishing, “I know what people say about me know Stan. I know I’ve been pegged down as a fuck boy. For a time, I was okay, even happy with that reputation. To me anything was better than being Mushmouth. Now though, I find myself wanting a different reputation. I want to pursue a relationship with you Stan if that’s okay.”</p><p>Stan’s dead. Bill want’s a relationship with him? He knows he should probably say something about how he needs to think it out or how it’s too soon after his and Patty’s relationship. Instead he says, “I would like that Bill.” Stan reaches out and grabs Bill’s hand on the table.</p><p>“Good.” Bill smiles and reaches over the table and places a delicate kiss on Stan’s lips.</p><p>Stan feels like he’s floating on cloud nine.</p>
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</p><!-- more --><p>Monday and Tuesday pass not too much excitement for Stan.
Aside from the fact that him and Bill were talking pretty regularly over
Instagram now. That’s how Stan finds out that Bill used to attend quite a few
dorm parties last year, because a party is a party to Bill, and it was at the
one they had before letting out for spring break was where Bill first saw Stan.
He told Stan he thought he was the prettiest person there. That fact gave Stan
butterflies, and he told Bill to reign in his flirting. Which Bill respectfully
did.</p><p>He learned that him and Bill had quite a few things in
common. They both loved movies, classics and romance for Stan, and horror for
Bill. They also both share a love a for classic literature, which Stan was
pleasantly surprised to find out. Patty only ever read young adult romance
novels so he was happy to have someone who he could dissect works like Lord
of the Flies with. He also found out that Bill is a writer too, like Patty.
The difference between them though, when Bill offers to let Stan read some of
his work sometime, Stan actually wants too. Patty has made the same offer too,
but Stan never has had an interest in reading her young adult angsty mumbo
jumbo.</p><p>Tuesday night he finds himself in bed with the cover over
his head messaging Bill into the late-night debating which category Phantom
of the Opera falls under, romance or horror. Between texts Stan is
scrolling through Bill’s Instagram page for the umpteenth time in the past two
days. He doesn’t learn much about him through it considering Bill only has like
ten photos posted. A couple of Bill looking very intoxicated with his arm
around one of frat brother’s shoulders. A few of him during a baseball game,
which Stan totally doesn’t think that Bill’s ass looks great in the uniform.
There is one picture of Bill back home, which Stan has learned home is Derry,
Maine, with Bill and his little brother Georgie. It’s a cute picture really,
taken during Christmas time, both of them wearing reindeer antlers. Bill and
Georgie look alike, Georgie looking like a younger, much more innocent version
of Bill. Stan falls asleep that night wondering what Bill was like as a kid,
accidentally leaving Bill on read.</p><p>Wednesday classes come and go, and Stan finds himself
getting ready for his and Patty’s date night. They (She) decided to eat at a semi
fancy restaurant. Fancy in the sense that there was no booths and they served
alcohol, semi in the sense you could wear jeans, and no one would give you a
second look.</p><p>They’re halfway through their main course when Stan’s phone
starts vibrating from where he has it placed on the table, drawing Patty’s
attention.</p><p>“Richie?”</p><p>“Huh?” Stan hadn’t even noticed his phone go off, he had
been trying to be a good boyfriend and pay attention to what Patty had been
saying about some girl named Fiona. He looks down at his phone and see it’s
Bill. </p><p><i>“Any plans for after classes tomorrow? Wanna hang?”</i></p><p>Before responding to Patty, Stan picks up his phone and
quickly messages Bill back. <i>“I would like too, but afraid I have more
important plans tomorrow Denbrough.” </i> Stan had promised himself he would go
birdwatching tomorrow and he was not about to break it.</p><p>“Uh, wasn’t Richie, just another friend.” It felt strange to
refer to Bill as a friend. He hoped that Patty wouldn’t press the issue, but
from the look on her face he knew that that was a lost cause.</p><p>“Must be a pretty rude friend to be texting you on a date
with your girlfriend,” Patty replies, her voice clipped.</p><p>Stan’s about to reply but his phone goes vibrates with a
response from Bill. <i>“Wow, hurtful. What could be more important than hanging
out with your favorite frat boy?”</i></p><p>Sensing that he’s already in trouble he risks messaging Bill
back again, <i>“First of all, Richie by default is my favorite frat boy. Second
of all, birdwatching is.”</i> Stan puts his phone in his pocket after.</p><p>“Really Stan?”</p><p>Stan decides to play dumb, “What? I put my phone away. Now
please continue telling me about Fiona, was it?” He really hopes she moves past
this, he’s not in the mood to fight.</p><p>“Who was it? If not Richie, then who?”</p><p>He knows she’s gonna keep pushing the matter till he spills,
and he can’t lie and say it’s one of his other friends because he knows she’ll
ask them about it later. He’s about to respond when he feels phone vibrate yet
again in his pocket, he leaves the phone put this time.</p><p>“It’s Bill. We’ve been messaging a little bit over the past
two days. Mainly just about books and stuff. Nothing much.” He’s figuring if
he’s in it, may as well be honest and up front.</p><p>“Stan you promised me you would stay away from him.” He can
tell that she’s trying very hard to keep her voice down.</p><p>“Actually, no I didn’t. You asked me to stay away from him
and I said okay. I didn’t promise anything Patty,” Stan sighs before continuing,
“Look, we’re both adults, in an adult relationship. I’m not going to have my
girlfriend dictate who I can and can’t talk to. I’m a big boy who can decide
for myself who’s bad for me or not. Now Patty please can we have a nice dinner.
This is still our date night.” He reaches across the table and lays his hand
atop of hers as he says the last part.</p><p>He can tell he won this argument. She looks deflated but
when Stan runs his thumb across her knuckles, she seems to perk up a little.
“Okay Stan, I understand.” With that she starts back up chatting and they actually
go on to have a pleasant rest of the evening.</p><p>After Stan gets Patty back to her dorm, he finally checks
the last message from Bill.</p><p><i>“Wow, you wound me yet again Stanley. Also birdwatching?
That’s what you do for fun? You amuse me.”</i></p><p><i>“Good, stay wounded. Yes birdwatching, I find it quite
peaceful you bully.” </i> Stan messages
him back as he walks back to his dorm. Bill’s response is instantaneous.</p><p><i>“Well looks like you’re going to have some company
tomorrow Stanley.”</i></p><p>==========================================================</p><p>The next day Stan realizes that Bill was not bluffing about
going as he texts towards the end of his last class asking Stan if he should
just meet him at his dorm before going ‘wherever the fuck you go to watch
birds.’</p><p>He feels a little anxious at the prospect of Bill tagging
along, he really doesn’t want to bore him. All anxiety disappears however when
walks up and sees him standing outside his dorm. Bill is dressed in blue jeans
with a cashmere sweater on. A cigarette hangs between his lips and it looks
like he has a sketch pad and a pencil pouch in his hands. Bill sees Stan
approaching and immediately lights up.</p><p>“Stan the man! You ready to go?”</p><p>Stan can’t help but smile at Bill, “Yeah I’m ready, there’s
a little park I typically go to, it’s about a fifteen-minute walk. You’re gonna
have been quiet when we get there, you know, that right?”</p><p>“Yes Stan, believe it or not I do have a vague understanding
to how birdwatching works. I’m guessing we go and watch birds, yeah?” That gets
a laugh out of Stan. “Besides, I brought something to keep me occupied.” Bill
waves his sketchpad, “I’ve never really drawn birds before so this should be
interesting.”</p><p>‘Damn that’s cute. Of course, he’s also an artist.’</p><p>“I didn’t know you drew, that’s cool. When Patty comes with me,
she typically brings her notebook to write for her young adult novel.” </p><p>Bill’s nose crinkles and Stan can’t tell if it’s because he
mentioned Patty or young adult novels. He chooses to believe it’s over the
latter. “Well, lead the way,” Bill stubs out his cigarette and gestures for
Stan to start walking.</p><p>Stan starts walking but feels he needs to make a point
first, “Hey Bill?”</p><p>“Hm?”</p><p>“Cashmere and pierced ears don’t go together, just thought
I’d let you know.”</p><p>“Shut up Stanley.” There’s no venom behind those words and
they both know it.</p><p>When they get to the park Stan find’s them a bench to sit at
in a nice quite area. He reaches into his satchel and pulls out his binoculars,
notebook, and bird book, having packed them away this morning. Bill standing
there awkwardly like doesn’t know he should sit or not.</p><p>“Bill sit down would you, you’re gonna scare the birds
away,” he pats the bench beside him to reinforce his statement.</p><p>Bill sits and a comfortable silence falls over the two of
them. Stan uses his binoculars and makes notes in his notebook about the birds
he’s seeing. He’d completely forget Bill was there if wasn’t for the scratching
of pencil on paper. He’d expect the noise to get on his nerves, but it almost
adds another layer of serenity around them.</p><p>He doesn’t realize that almost an hour and half has passed
till he glances down at his watch. “We should go, don’t want to be out too
late.”</p><p>“You sure? Don’t feel like you have to cut this short just
because I’m here. I’m actually having a better time than I thought I would.”
For emphasis Bill turns his sketchpad to face Stan.</p><p>On the page there’s a couple of sketches of different birds
that are currently in the park, Stan’s surprised how much detail is in each
one. Bill has perfectly drawn the distinguishing features of each bird, from
the feather pattern to the beaks.</p><p>“Well I can’t see the birds if it’s dark dummy.” He really
didn’t want to stop hanging out with Bill, but it was getting pretty late.</p><p>“Oh yeah, forgot about that part.” Bill’s closing his sketch
book and Stan swears he sees a glimpse of a sketch of a boy with curly hair.</p><p>They walk back to Stan’s dorm and Bill goes to leave but
stops and hesitates. Stan is just about to ask him if something’s wrong, but
then Bill hugs him. Bill’s arms easily envelope Stan and his height allows Stan
to put his head perfectly against Bill’s neck. It only takes a second for Stan
to hug him back. Bill pulls away from the hug with a sheepish smile and leaves
Stan feeling lightheaded.</p><p>Things go pretty well for Stan after that. Patty while against
his and Bill’s friendship, does become accepting of it. Their relationship
finally returns to back to it’s simplistic, nice nature. Bill also gets along
with Stan’s other friends too, so it was easy for Bill to migrate into becoming
a regular person in his life.</p><p>Traditional Saturday lunches are now joined by Bill and Ben,
accompanying Bev. Stan never did get around to telling her about the kiss but
the more time that passed, the more irrelevant it seemed to talk about.
Especially since Bill was still hooking up with random people on the weekends.
Stan really tried to not let that fact bother him, he had no right to be upset
about it.</p><p>September fades into October and before he knows it, his
birthday rolls around halfway through the month.</p><p>Stan really doesn’t want to do much for his birthday, maybe
just a dinner with his friends. He was worried that Richie would ignore this request
like years past, and plan some loud, overly extravagant party. Much to his
pleasure Richie doesn’t and instead Stan does get his nice little dinner with
everyone. Patty mentions to him that she has something planned for just the two
of them after the dinner, which he is mildly curios about seeing what it is.</p><p>They decide to have dinner at Stan’s favorite diner, and they
all seem to have a great time. Stan even invited Dustin to tag along and is
pleased to see when him and Richie get along fantastically. Honestly Stan
thinks he may have just doomed everyone because those two are two chaotic
forces of nature. The manager comes over twice to ask them politely, yet
sternly to stop cussing so loud.  </p><p>Towards the end of dinner, it’s time to open gifts. Stan gets
a $100 gift card for Starbucks from Ben and Bev, essential oils from Eddie, a Hawaiian
shirt and socks with birds on it from Richie. Stan obviously only plans on
wearing one of the gifts from him ever. Patty gets him a new Kippah that’s blue
and has silver scripture lining the edge, it’s quite pretty. ‘His perfect Jewish
girlfriend’ is as all he could think when he opened it. She tells him that she
also has another present for him later with a blush on her face. ‘Weird.’</p><p>Bill’s present is by far his favorite, not that he’d let anyone
know that. When Stan opened the horrendously wrapped rectangle box, he had
almost cried when he saw what was inside. It was a copy of Beowulf, not
just any copy though. It was an Easton Press edition leather-bound, something
Stan knew from research was a hard find to get your hands on. In Bill’s card it
read, “I Know You Can Defeat All Of Your Grendel’s In Life, Just Like Beowulf.”</p><p>Stan ignored Patty’s side eye in favor of hugging Bill right
then. If he didn’t know any better, he’d swear that Bill had a slight blush on
face as he insisted to Stan that it’s, ‘really not a big deal.’</p><p>One by one everyone made their departure till it was just
Stan, Patty, and Bill left. Eventually Bill leaves, much to Stan’s dismay, with
another hug and a “Happy Birthday Stanny.”</p><p>He then lets Patty guide him back to her dorm room after they
themselves leave the diner. He still doesn’t have the faintest idea what Patty
has planned but figures he may as well just go along with it. Once they get
back to her room, she produces a fancy bottle of wine. Between the two of them,
they knock it out rather quickly. They didn’t even bother with wine glasses
much to Stan’s surprise, and just passed the bottle back and forth. Patty seems
nervous even with the alcohol now in her system and Stan can’t seem to figure out
why.</p><p>They’re both sitting on her bed and Stan idly wonders if the
wine was his second present.</p><p>“Hey Stan?”</p><p>“Yes?” She breaks him away from his thoughts.</p><p>“You know you make me happy right? I know we started the
school year out to a rocky start, but you truly do make me happy,” She moves
closer so that her face is in kissing distance of his.</p><p>“I know Patty, you make me happy too.” He may be tipsy, but
he has a sinking feeling of where this going. ‘Please for the love of God don’t
say it, I won’t be able to say it back.’</p><p>She smiles at him and closes the distance between them and
kisses him. It’s light and sweet and Stan has missed kissing those lips. He
feels guilt though when doesn’t feel that same electric spark he felt when he
had kissed Bill all those weeks back, he’s never felt that spark when him and
Patty kiss.</p><p>Feeling that he’s out of the clear of having her say the “L”
word, Stan starts to relax a little bit. He even moves his hands to cup the
sides of her face as he gently kisses her back. Then she puts her hand high on
his thigh, near his crotch. ‘This is new.’ He doesn’t know if she placed her
hand there on purpose so for the meantime, he just ignores it.</p><p>Her hand though start’s to creep up higher just as he feels
her tongue try to shyly push its way in his mouth. They have only ever frenched
kissed when they both had been very drunk, and they’re not nearly that intoxicated,
right? He can feel himself start to freak out a little bit. Thinking he needs
to deter her; he reaches down and grabs the hand on his thigh to hold it. That’s
when Patty pulls back.</p><p>“Stanley, I want us to make love. I know we said we’d wait
till marriage, but Stan I love you! Please make love to me Stan,” She looks so
relieved to have gotten those words out and she leans back in to kiss him.</p><p>Stan freaks the fuck out. He basically launches himself off
her bed and backs himself into a corner of her room. “Patty I- I-, fuck Patty I
don’t, I can’t- “</p><p>“Stan sweetie what’s wrong?” She looks scared by his reaction
and slowly gets off the bed and gently tries to walk towards him, acting as if
he’s some scared wild animal. He cowers closer in on himself and flinches away
when she tries to touch him.</p><p>“I’m sorry Stan, I didn’t mean to scare you like that. We don’t
have to make love tonight, I just wanted to let you know I love you.”</p><p>Stan can’t find the words to speak and all he can think
about is how he should’ve made up an excuse to leave when he first sensed where
this night was going.</p><p>Patty is looking at him like she’s expecting him to say it
back and he fucking can’t. Because he does love her, but in the way he loves Richie
or Beverly. Not the type of love she’s talking about. He subconsciously knows
that he is only in a romantic relationship with her was because it’s convenient.
Dating Patty made his parents happy; it made his friends happy because they didn’t
worry about him, hell it even made him happy at first. She was simple and honestly,
he thinks he could’ve said what she wanted to hear right now, regardless if he
meant it or not, and probably would’ve ended up marrying her, if wasn’t for
fucking Bill Denbrough.</p><p> Stan can’t even begin
to dissect his feeling for Bill, but what he does know is that he wants sparks
when he kisses someone, he wants excitement. Stanly Uris is fucking sick of
simple. Realizing this all now, he knows that this relationship is not fair for
either of them.</p><p>“Stan please say you love me back.”</p><p>He looks up to look her in the eyes finally and it looks as she
finds her answer there because before Stan can say anything, she tells him, “Get
out Stan,” and he does.</p><p>==================================</p><p>He can’t go back to his dorm because he realizes he has
started crying and he can’t risk Dustin seeing him like this. He doesn’t even
realize where he’s walking to till, he looks up and sees an all too familiar house
in front him.</p><p> It’s eerily quite for
a Saturday night, even if it’s a little past midnight. ‘There must’ve been no party
tonight.’ He makes way up the steps, his brain has officially shut off, running
on pure emotion and leftover alcohol.</p><p>Knowing exactly who he’s here to see he pulls out his phone
and sends a text to the person in question, letting him knows he on the front
porch.</p><p>It only takes a few minutes for a very confused, concerned
Bill to open the door. “Stan? What’s wrong?”</p><p>He opens his mouth to reply, but a sob takes him by surprise.
Once he starts crying Stan can’t seem to make himself stop. Bill pulls Stan
inside the house, saying something about him, “going to freeze out there.” Bill
grabs Stan’s wrist and guides him through the house, and Stan uses his other
hand to cover his mouth in hopes of muffling his crying.</p><p>Stan barely registers the fact that Bill has guided him into
a bedroom, presumably Bill’s, till Bill gently guiding him to sit down on a
bed. He feels as if he should make some joke about Bill finally getting him in
his bedroom, but he can’t seem to calm himself down. Bill sits down next to Stan
pulls him into his arms. Stan’s arms naturally go around Bill’s neck and he tucks
his face into his shoulder, dulling noting that Bill must have been sleeping because
he’s shirtless. </p><p>“Shh it’s okay, I’ve got you. It’s okay,” Bill is running his
hand up and down Stan’s back and he can’t help but feel safe in his embrace.</p><p>After a few moments Stan finally composes himself and pulls
back. Then proceeds to tell Bill everything about what just happened with
Patty. Bill sits there and listens intently, now rubbing Stan’s arm instead.
Stan feels like he’s about to cry again, but Bill leans down and gently kisses
Stan’s forehead.</p><p>Stan sighs and that must encourage Bill to keep going because
then he kisses Stan’s cheeks, nose, and chin and makes way back to kissing his forehead.
Stan just melts and shuts his eyes, basking in the calming warmth coming from
Bill, not being able to bring himself to think to hard on what Bill was doing. When
he notices Bill has stopped kissing his face, he cracks his eyes opens to see Bill
staring intently at Stan’s lips.</p><p>Stan doesn’t know who moves first, nor does he really care,
but the next moment they’re kissing. Electricity is pouring out of Bill into
Stan and he’s helpless against it, just like he was when they kissed the first
time all those weeks ago. Bill’s hands go firmly to hold on to Stan’s hips as he
gently bites down on his bottom lip. Stan gasps and Bill is pushing his tongue
in alongside Stan’s.</p><p>As their mouths battle for dominance, which Stan is very much
losing, he starts running his hands all over Bill’s bare torso, trying map
every inch to memory. He discovers that Bill has his nipples pierced with simple
barbell piercing. Running feather light fingertips over the piercings, Stan’s
proud of the low groan it pulls from Bill.</p><p>Stan can feel himself growing hard embarrassingly fast in
his pants and honestly, he’s not sure where he’s expecting this to go. His
brain has yet to come back on, that’s probably for the best.</p><p>Bill break away from the kiss, and before Stan has a chance
to complain, Bill starts ravishing Stan’s neck. Bill is nipping at the skin on
the column of Stan’s neck, pulling whimpers from him. Stan’s hands make there
way into Bill’s hair, only to pull on it when Bill bites down hard where his
neck and shoulder join. Bill groans and bites Stan again in the same spot even
harder.</p><p>“Bill!” he yanks his hair again and he can feel Bill smirk against
his neck as he licks at the abused spot. Bill kisses his way up his neck before
getting to Stan’s ear, taking his earlobe between his teeth.</p><p>“Do you want me to make you feel good Stan?” Bill’s voice is
husky, and it sends shivers down Stan’s spine. He can only whimper in response
as Bill’s tongue lightly grazes the outside of his ear.</p><p>“Stanley answer me. Do you want to feel good?” His voice is dominant
as his hands travel from Stan’s hips down to top of his thighs. He lets his
hand lightly brush against the tent in Stan’s pants.</p><p>“Yes Bill, Bill please!” Bill’s hand is now fully cupping
Stan’s tent.</p><p>“Good boy,” with that Bill pulls away completely.</p><p>Stan starts to whine, and he would’ve found it embarrassing if
he wasn’t so damn horny. He has never felt this way before, lust and excitement
pulsing through him.</p><p>Bill is chucklingly at him as he moves to sit on the opposite
end of the bed where the pillows are, stretching his legs out onto the bed. He
pats the spot next to him to indicate for Stan come join him. Stan takes a moment
to admire the view of Bill, his pajama pants sporting his own, bigger tent. ‘Maybe
Big Bill isn’t just a nickname after all.’ He also notices that Bill has
tattoos that litter his chest and upper arms, though he’s only able to make out
what he thinks is a paper boat on his chest and red balloon on his side before
he launches himself next to Bill, reconnecting their lips.</p><p>As Bill is running his tongue over Stan’s, he uses his vast
height advantage to coerce Stan onto his back while Bill hovers over him. Bill
reaches down starts to unbutton Stan’s pants and he feels like he might
explode. Bill sits up to pushes Stan’s pants and underwear down to his ankles.
Before Stan even has a chance to be embarrassed, Bill is spitting in his hand
wrapping it around Stan’s cock.</p><p>The moan Stan lets out is loud, and he knows for a fact that
it was heard in the neighboring bedrooms, but he can’t bring himself to care. This
is the first time anyone has ever touched his dick besides himself and Bill his
stroking him just right. His warm hand now slicked with spit and Stan’s precum,
he strokes him fast, squeezing at the base and every time his hand makes it to
the tip, he runs his thumb over the leaking head. Stan doesn’t even touch himself
this well and he feels as if he could cry from how good it feels. Bill starts
kissing Stan again.</p><p>He’s gets so lost in the pleasure that he barely notices when
Bill stops kissing him and moves to lay beside him, pulling Stan so that his back
is flushed against Bill’s chest, his hand never stops moving on his cock.</p><p>Stan gasps when he feels Bill pushes up against him, his hard
dick rutting against the curve Stan’s ass. Stan knows for a fact now that Big
Bill is not just a nickname as Bill basically humps him, his pajama pants being
the only barrier between them. Stan really wishes it wasn’t there so could physically
feel Bill’s dick against him.</p><p>“You have no idea what you do to me baby, you’re so fucking
hot Stan,” Bill groans in his ear. He reaches around with other hand to go up Stan’s
shirt to pinch on his nipples, earning a louder whimper out of him.</p><p>Stan attempts to muffle himself with his hand by covering
his mouth, but Bill reaches up with the hand that was playing with his nipples
to pull it away. “Nu uh Baby, I wanna hear all those pretty sounds your making
for me.”</p><p>He feels Bill’s rutting against his ass start to pick up speed
as his hand on Stan’s cock does the same. Fire growing low in his belly, he knows
it’s not going to be much longer till he comes.</p><p>Bill seems to read his mind because his hand is paying extra
attention his head of his cock. “Are you gonna cum for me Stan?”</p><p>Stan can only mewl in response, causing Bill to slow down
his ministrations, “Answer me.”</p><p>The dominance in Bill’s voice actually manages to make Stan
harder to the point where its starting to hurt, “Y-yes Bill!”</p><p>Bill bites into Stan’s neck to muffle his own groan as his
hips and hand grows erratic, “Be a good boy, cum for me.”</p><p>That sends Stan over the edge he comes with a silent scream,
having the best orgasm of his life. Pleasure is radiating through him and he
feels his mind grow foggy.</p><p>When his mind starts to clear a little bit, he realizes that
Bill must have already cleaned him up and pulled his underwear up. He doesn’t have
the faintest idea where his pants went. He sees Bill across the room pulling on
new pajama pants before he crawls in bed next to Stan.</p><p>Bill pulls Stan into chest and kisses his forehead, murmuring
praises about how he was such a good boy. Stan smiles and places a soft kiss on
Bill’s collarbone before blacking out.</p><p>A/N: 
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awoke feeling like shit. The moment he had woken up, everything that had happen last night
came rushing back to him coated with a drunken haze. He had a just few moments to wake up before
he was yanking his waste basket out from underneath his desk to puke his guts
out. He knew that he wasn’t just sick from the hangover, he was stressed about
what happened last night. He didn’t know what to do or what was going to happen
now.  </p><p>He
had kissed Bill! He actually cheated
on Patty, and he was disgusted with himself. But then why did it feel right to
kiss him? Stan feels like he had actually found
a piece of himself that he didn’t even realize he was missing in that kiss. Oh
yeah, that was probably because Bill had been his first kiss with a <i></i><i>guy. </i>He bet Bill didn’t even realize
how important that kiss was for Stan. What was probably just another drunken
kiss at a party for Bill, was Stan’s first kiss with a man. As much as he was
disgusted with himself for cheating on Patty, he kinda felt exhilarated by that fact. It makes him
hate himself more.  </p><p>Finally,
his puking turns into dry heaving and Stan settles to just sit on the floor
with his head resting on the side of the waste basket when a voice perks up.
“Hey dude, ya good? Sounds like you had a wild night last
night. Do you need like, Gatorade or anything?” It was Dustin. </p><p> ‘Surprised
he’s still in the room, typically he hangs out at his friend’s dorm all day on
the weekends. Maybe he just hasn’t left yet, fuck, what time is it?’ </p><p>Dustin
breaks Stan’s train of thought as he reaches into Stan’s minifridge to pass him
a Gatorade. “Uh thank you.” Stan’s head still feels foggy and he reaches for
his phone on his bed to check the time, only to see it’s missing. “Do you know
what time it is? And would you happen to know where I placed my phone?” </p><p>“Dude
it’s like 1 in the afternoon,” Stan groans at this. “I just came back from
Lucas’s to grab my switch and I saw that you were still asleep. I was just
about to attempt to wake you to make sure you weren’t like dead or something.
And relax, I saw your phone on the ground when I walked in, so I picked it up
and put it on the charger for you.” </p><p>“Cool,
thanks,” Stan tries to get up off the floor and after a few attempts ‘I didn’t
think I drank that much last night’ he finally gets over to his desk where his
phone is plugged up. When he turns it on, his notification bar lights up like a
Christmas tree.  </p><p>He
swipes through his notifications and sees where Patty blew his phone up last
night along with a text from her this morning. He also sees a text from Richie and a direct message from Bill on Instagram.
He’s about to open his texts from Patty when Dustin speaks up again.  </p><p>“I’m
about to head back to Lucas’s, get some water and food in you dude, you look
like you’re on death’s doorstep. Also forgot to mention, your friend Richie
came by last night like around three. Woke me up. He said he was just making
sure you got in last night alright, so I let him in to check on you,” Dustin
looks a little embarrassed and is rubbing the back of his neck when he says the
next part. “He uh, also took a picture of you, I hope that’s okay. I was half a
sleep, or I would’ve tried to stop him.” </p><p>‘Ugh
Richie.’  </p><p>“Yeah
that’s okay. Richie is my best friend; he probably was just getting stuff to
black mail me with later.” </p><p>“Oh
okay, cool. Well bye dude.” </p><p>“Bye.” </p><p>Dustin
turns and leaves, and Stan turns his attention back to his phone. He thumbs
through the texts from Patty from last night, feeling guiltier and guiltier
when he sees that she was frantically looking from him last night. One text
makes him stop though.  </p><p><i>“Did
Bill send you up his bedroom? Are you up there Stan? Please tell me you’re
not.” </i> </p><p>Stan
throws up again. Bill had talked to Patty last night. Surely though he wouldn’t
have told her about the kiss, he wouldn’t have outed Stan, right? Stan doesn’t
really know; he hardly knows Bill. He’s going through all this, risking his
relationship for someone he barely knew! Stan has never felt more like an
idiot. Did he still even have a relationship? If Patty knew about the kiss, was
she going to tell his parents about his attraction to men? What has he done?  </p><p>Stan
pulls himself together and continues to scroll through the texts from Patty.
Thankfully she doesn’t mention Bill again so maybe she doesn’t know. He scrolls
down to the bottom where he sees that she has asked him to come over to her
dorm after he woke up. That must be a
good sign, right? Stan shoots her text, apologizing for last night ‘I’m gonna be apologizing for a while’ and letting her
know that he just woke up and will be over in an hour. He was going to try to
make this up to her, but he still can’t decide if telling her about the kiss,
assuming she doesn’t already know, is the best idea. It’s not like it was ever
going to happen again, Stan was sure of that. </p><p>He
then moves on to Richie’s text. </p><p><i>“Hey
Staniel u really got Pats to freak the fuck out last night, </i><i>whad</i><i>
up? Come over to the house later, come talk to me man.”</i> </p><p>Going
over to the frat house? Where he had the chance to run into Bill? Not a good
idea. His stomach still gets butterflies at the thought of running into Bill
although. No, if he goes over there he’s only going to talk to Richie. Stan
texts him back saying he may come over later, that he was going to see Patty
first. Richie texts him back instantly.  </p><p><i>“Cool,
maybe </i><i>c u</i><i> then.”</i>  Patty still hasn’t texted him back.
Stan hovers over the notification of the direct message from Bill but decides it’s better
not even open the message right now, no matter how tempting. He faintly
remembers accepting Bill’s follow request last night. ‘Or maybe it was in the
morning? Fuck.’ He also refrains himself checking out Bill’s Instagram page, not wanting to fall down
that rabbit hole. </p><p>Stan
gets up and puts his phone back on the charger. He grabs what he needs for his
shower and then grabs the now full waste basket, wrinkling his nose at the
smell. </p><p>============================ </p><p>Patty
never did text Stan back and he is half expecting her to not even be in her
dorm when he knocks. There’s silence on the other side of the door and he’s
turning around to leave when the door cracks open.  </p><p>“Stan?” </p><p>‘God,
she sounds so defeated.’ </p><p>Stan
turns around to see Patty standing at the door, still
dressed in her pajamas and her short hair tucked behind her ears. She looks like so small and childlike. When they make eye contact Patty doesn’t say anything else but
simply opens the door wider, stepping to the side. He gets the hint and make’s her way inside. </p><p>Since
Patty is a RA, she
gets a whole dorm to herself, so he doesn’t need to worry about someone else
overhearing what is surely to be an awkward conversation. He takes a seat on the edge of the bed and waits her to close the door and join
him. She sits down next to him, leaving a good bit of room, and the two falls
into an uncomfortable silence.  </p><p>Stan
takes the initiative to start up. “Patty
look, I’m really sorry about last night. I hate that I disappeared on you, I
hate that I worried you like that. I really am sorry.” </p><p>He
apologizes for worrying her because he really does feel sorry about that, and
he is sorry that he cheated on her, he just doesn’t know if he’s sorry that the
kiss actually
happened though. The more he thinks about it, the more he feels like it
was his subconscious calling out for help,
trying to tell him that something isn’t right.  </p><p>“Stan
I’m gonna
need you to be honest about something, I need the
truth okay? Or its going to drive me
crazy. What happened with Bill last night?” Patty grabs his hand and is
holding it in both of hers as she looks up at him, as if she’s trying to find
the window to his soul. </p><p>In
that moment Stan realizes that Patty doesn’t know about the
kiss. She would’ve just confronted him if otherwise
or would’ve ignored him forever. But asking a trick
question is not something she would do. If she
doesn’t know about the kiss then, why she implying what he thinks she’s
implying? Do her insecurities just run
that deep? </p><p> He feels so torn, on one hand he can tell her a lie, make her
feel better and he himself try to forget the kiss ever happened. On the other hand, if he tells her, which he
knows he should do, he could lose her. He
would hate to lose her, she’s one of his closest friends, but would he be sad if he lost this relationship? He doesn’t
know anymore. </p><p>Deciding
that that’s a question to be answered for another day he says, “Patty we just talked, that’s it. Mainly about Richie. I think he’s trying to be my friend maybe. I’m not quite sure
why. Who knows why guys like him do anything?” </p><p>Patty
seems to like his answer but to Stan it still looks like she was expecting him to say something else. “Okay, well I don’t like him Stan. I don’t want you being
friends with him. Promise me you’ll stay away from him.” </p><p>“Patty
he lives in the same house with Richie, I’m bound to – “ </p><p>“Stan,
promise me,” she says seriously. </p><p>He’s
annoyed that she’s telling him to stay away from someone. Acting more like his
mother than his girlfriend, a habit she did a lot. Considering what he did last
night though, he chooses to appease her, “Okay Patty.”  </p><p>Finally,
Patty looks happy, “Good! Now moving on, I think we haven’t had a date night in
a while I think we’re due for one, don’t you think? Help us to move on from
this weekend?” </p><p>“Yeah
sure,” Stan is never super into their date nights; they’re always just what Patty wants to do. </p><p>“I
knew you would think so too, so let’s say Wednesday night after classes we go
out to dinner. Hmm? I’ll wear that dress you think looks cute on me.” </p><p>“Okay,
sounds like a plan.” Stan smiles and kisses her forehead. He knows what dress
she’s talking about it and it does look cute on her, he’s just tired from
waking up hungover two mornings in a row and was hoping to go to bed early for
next couple nights. Or eventually get to go bird watching after classes this
week. </p><p>“Do
you have any plans for the rest of the day? Because I do have to meet a coed in
about an hour to study him, but until then I’m free.” Stan can tell she’s
hopeful that he’ll hang out for a little bit, but he just feels like he needs
to get away in this current moment. </p><p>He
uses this as a chance for an easy out, “Yeah I’m actually meeting up with
Richie. He was wanting to talk, I should probably head out now, considering the
fact it’s almost six.” </p><p>Patty
looks disappointed and almost like she’s not gonna
let Stan go before she relents, “Okay,
well text me later?” </p><p>“Of course, Patty,” He gives her a quick peck on the lips before heading out. </p><p>=================================================== </p><p>Stan
shoots Richie a text letting him know that he’s on his way over. Richie doesn’t
reply but when he arrives at the frat house, he sees Eddie’s bike in the front
yard. ‘So that’s why he hasn’t replied.’ He resigns to knock on the door to
hopefully wait inside. It’s September and the cold air has started to set in.  </p><p>A
big ginger guy answers the door and stares down at Stan like he’s completely
out of place. Stan doesn’t know whether to be happy or disappointed that it
wasn’t Bill who opened the door.  </p><p>“Can
I help you?” the red head asks. </p><p>“I’m
here for Richie? I think he’s busy now so can I wait for him inside? It’s cold out here.” </p><p>The
guy starts laughing, mumbling something about how the whole house knows Richie&rsquo;s busy, wink wink.
“Yeah sure, come inside.” </p><p>That’s
how Stan finds himself standing in the living room of the frat house, waiting
on Richie come down. He sends Richie a text letting him know he’s in the living
room, no rush, wink. The guy who let him in, who he learned is named Ian, has
already disappeared into the house leaving Stan alone. Stan takes a moment to
appreciate how drastically different the house looks when there’s not a party
going on. Whoever cleans up does an excellent job because it’s nearly
unrecognizable. Aside from the lingering smell of overall frat house. </p><p>The
makeshift dance floor from the nights before is now a sitting area with couches
and beanbags that he doesn’t remember being at the party and the house seems
quite homey without every surface being littered with red solo cups. The walls have
pictures of past fraternity brothers and there’s a fireplace Stan’s never
noticed before. On the back wall is a bookshelf filled to the brim with all
kinds of different novels. </p><p>He’s
browsing the different titles when he hears a
voice behind him, “Like what you see? Most of them are ones I’ve added to the
collection.” </p><p>Stan
whips around to see Bill leaning against the doorway leading into the second
living room. His heart starts fluttering much to his annoyance. Bill looks
different in the day light hours and without alcohol pulsing through Stan. He’s
in jeans and green flannel, no snapback, but he still has his earrings in.
‘Never took him for a flannel guy.’ He knows he should leave or go up the
stairs to look for Richie and just risk walking in on whatever, but the draw of
Bill’s intense blue eyes keeps him in place. Have they always been that blue?  </p><p>He
can’t help himself, he decides to entertain him, “There’s no way you added most
of these books. Almost all of them are classics, and I don’t see a playboy in
sight.” Stan wonders how long till Bill mentions the kiss or the direct
messages from him that Stan has been ignoring all day, if at all. </p><p>Bill
laughs at this and Stan realizes he really likes Bill’s laugh. “You wound me
Stanley. Don’t you know I’m a man of
fine tastes?” Stan notices for the first time that Bill’s voice sounds
strained, has it always been like that? </p><p>“I
wouldn’t know, I hardly know anything about you,” he states the fact. </p><p>“Well
that didn’t stop you from kissing me last night, and you’d know a little more
about me if you would’ve opened the messages
I’ve been sending you today.” </p><p>Oof, there it is. Stan feels his face heats up
and the instinct to run flares up again. Before he can plan his escape route
though, Bill starts talking. </p><p> “Not
that mind. The kissing part that is. Hell, if you wanted to kiss me again, I wouldn’t
stop you.” Bill takes a couple steps closer, standing close enough that Stan
could reach out and touch him if he wanted to. </p><p>“Look
Bill, that kiss can’t happen again. I have a girlfriend, I&rsquo;m sorry to have led you on.” Stan really doesn’t
want to be saying this, but what kind of person would he be if he just so
easily back tracked. Being
around Bill makes him stupid he realizes.</p><p>Bill doesn’t seem
fazed by his words but says, “Yeah that’s what I figured. I know when to take a
hint.” Stan’s about to say something, explain to Bill that it&rsquo;s not him, its
Stan. That in all honesty despite his better judgement, he thinks Bills cool,
but Bill continues, “Can we try to be friends though man? Honestly I saw you
around last year at the couple of the parties and I always wanted a chance talk
you.” </p><p>Stan
doesn’t know what to say. Bill noticed him last year. At the
parties? All the parties he went to last year he was with Patty so that
explains why he never noticed Bill, but for Bill to notice him. Forget
flutters, his heart is doing summer salts.  </p><p>He
remembers what he said to Patty earlier, but surely trying to be friends with
Bill wouldn’t be such a bad idea right? Maybe if he came to see Bill as a
friend, then it would get rid of these unwanted and unwarranted feelings
towards him. ‘It’s just lust, get over yourself Stan.’ His conscious reminds
him. </p><p>“Yeah
okay, friends sound nice. It would make sense actually since you live in the
same house with Richie. I’m bound to see you around. Just don’t go try and to
pull any fuck boy stuff, okay?” Stan makes light of the last part.  </p><p>Bill
looks mocked offended, “Stanley I don’t have the faintest idea what you’re
talking about. I can’t help the fact that people find me attractive.”  </p><p>Stan
laughs and playfully pushes Bill on the arm, his stupid brain noting the firm
muscle there. “Sure, you don’t.” </p><p>Just
then he feels his phone buzz in his back pocket and pulls it out to see that
Richie has texted him. </p><p><i>“Shit Stan, cummin down, sorry got caught up with Eds.” </i></p><p>“Gotta go?” </p><p>Stan
looks up to see that Bill looks almost disappointed. “Not quite, the reason I came over was to talk to Richie. He
just texted me to let me know he was coming down.” </p><p>“Oh, I see, here I was thinking you
came all this way to see my handsome face.”  </p><p>Stan
laughs out an “as if.”  </p><p>“Well
if Richie is coming down then I’ll get out of here. The reason I came down was
to get away from the noise, I don’t know how they expect people to just ignore
those moans.” </p><p>“Trust
me, I know. I’ve been friends with those idiots before college.” </p><p>Bill
gives Stan a sympathetic look before giving Stan a smile and a “See you soon
hopefully,” before making his exit.  </p><p>Stan
stops him when he reaches the doorway, “Hey Bill? I just wanted to say thank you for not outing me to
Patty.” </p><p>Bill
turns around to face Stan, “Yeah no problem man.” There’s a pause and Bill
looks like he’s trying to figure out how to say something before he says, “You
should try messaging me back on Instagram sometime, that’s what friends do
Stan.” Bill says that with a shy smile before finally leaving the room. </p><p>As
Bill exits, a bewildered looking Richie enters with Eddie right on his heels.  </p><p>Stan
notices the scratch marks on Richie’s arm and the hickies so dark that they must hurt on Eddie’s neck.
Eddie seems too out of it to try and cover them up or even notice them. </p><p>“Staniel!
Bout time you showed up ole chap. I had to find me something to do to distract
myself while I was waiting.” Richie says as he puts an arm around Eddie. </p><p>Eddie
groans and shakes Richie’s arm off. “I gotta go Rich, study group. I’m running late as it
is.” Eddie seems grumpy as he says that but still gets on his tippy toes to
give Richie a kiss on the cheek. “Love you trashmouth,
I’ll call you after.” Eddie turns to Stan, “See you later Stan?” </p><p>“Yeah
see you Eddie.”  </p><p>Eddie
makes his way out as Richie yells out rather loudly, “Love you too my Eddie spaghetti!”  </p><p>Once
Eddie is out the door Richie turns to Stan, “How much do you want to bet he’s gonna yell at me later once he realizes he went
out with all those damn hickies on his neck.” </p><p>“Yell?
You’re gonna be dead man.” They both start laughing at
that. </p><p>Richie
plops down in one of the beanbag chairs and motions for Stan to sit in the one
across from him. Stan opts to sit on one of the couches instead because he is
not a twelve-year-old boy.  </p><p>“So, you gonna tell me what last night was all about and
what’s going on with you and Big Bill,” leave it to Richie to not beat around
the bush. </p><p>Stan
knows he can’t tell Richie about the kiss. Richie has had a whole ordeal with cheaters
ever since his high school girlfriend cheated on him. Even when people point
out to Richie that he wasn’t even sexually attracted to her, he goes on about
“it&rsquo;s the principle!”. He’ll have to save the kiss conversation for Bev. He can
tell Richie everything else though.  </p><p>“Last
night Bill and I were talking. That’s it. Patty was pissed at me for whatever
reason, she was giving the cold shoulder, so I had too much to drink. Bill saw
that and sent me home. I didn’t mean to freak Patty out. We talked today, we’re
okay.” That was mostly the truth. </p><p>“Okay
that makes sense. Good to hear you and Patty are okay, but what is going on
with you and Big Bill Stan?”  </p><p>Stan
should’ve known that Richie was going to press on with the Bill matter. He
sighs, “Richie I need you to promise me you won’t freak out.” </p><p>“Staniel
I don’t freak out, but I promise to not freak out over whatever bad shit crazy thing you’re probably about to
tell me. Scouts honor or whatever the fuck,” Richie says with a mock salute.  </p><p>“I
think Bill likes me.” </p><p>And
of course, Richie freaks out. “Wait, what?! Stanny I didn’t think you had in you to attract the
likes of big-” </p><p>“Richie!
Keep your voice down! Do you not remember you live with him and the fact that
he’s currently home right now!” Stan whisper yells. God, he would be mortified
if Bill overheard this conversation.  </p><p>“Whoops
sorry!” Richie whisper yells back before returning to normal volume. “You know
that makes a lot of sense, the reason he was asking about the other day. I
didn’t know a guy like him could catch feelings.” </p><p>Stan
is pretty sure that Bill hasn’t caught feelings, that he just wanted to get
into Stan’s pants. But the whole wanting to be friend&rsquo;s thing and noticing Stan
way back last year makes him unsure of Bill’s intentions. For now, though,
he’ll just let Richie think that Bill has a crush on Stan, better than
admitting the kiss. “Yeah, I’m not quite sure. He said he wants to try be
friends and I said okay.” </p><p>Richie
looks apprehensive, “Stan be careful okay? I’d hate for you or Patty to get hurt
over Bill motherfucking Denbrough.”  </p><p>“Okay
Richie. Hey, now at least you can take advantage of Bill’s and I’s friendship
to get into all the college parties this year.”</p><p>“Shit, you’re right!
How could I have forgotten! Doing the lord’s work Staniel.” </p><p>With that they’re
laughing again and Stan thinks that maybe, just maybe, everything was going to
be okay.</p>
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<blockquote><p>Bill first meets Stan through Richie.  He creates a group chat to create, in a word, chaos.  The group chat lasts a fairly long time, as long as group chats can, but it isn’t long until it’s forgotten, lost in the depths of Bill’s messages.  What isn’t forgotten, however, is Stan’s number, secure in its own private chat.</p>
<p>	Bill likes Stan.  Likes his seemingly endless knowledge of birds.  Likes his witty, dry humor.  Likes the music recommendations he sends at odd hours of the night.</p>
<p>	But he doesn’t like him like <i>that</i>.</p>
<p>	They’re friends.  Bill likes friends.  He doesn’t have very many, but he likes them.  And they’ve been harder to find, due to his increasing self-isolation.</p>
<p>	His baby brother has just died.  Seemingly disappeared into thin air.  And despite how hard Bill tries to stay kind, it makes him see red.  There’s always anger inside him.  It crawls just under his skin, fighting to get out.</p>
<p>	Anger makes it hard to make friends.</p>
<p>	But he has Stan, and Stan is enough.  He’s sweet.  He listens when Bill needs him to, and doesn’t push when Bill doesn’t.</p>
<p>	The only problem, Stan likes him like <i>that</i>.</p>
<p>	He never says anything, not outright, but Bill knows.</p>
<p>	He knows because Stan has told him he had “always wanted to be his friend.”  He knows because Stan’s type is eerily similar to himself.  He knows because Stan never denies an offer to text until 3 in the morning, even when he has places to be the next day.</p>
<p>	And it makes Bill feel a little guilty, because Stan’s nice.  Great, in fact.  Anyone would be lucky to have him.  But Bill doesn’t need a boyfriend, he needs a friend.</p>
<p>	Stan seems to understand.  He never once complains, never blames Bill.  Because he’s good like that.  It’s ingrained in his bones.  He doesn’t know how to not be good.</p>
<p>	Bill and Stan don’t go to the same school.</p>
<p>	Stan goes to school with Richie and the rest of his friends, a short wheezy boy named Eddie and a soft hearted boy named Ben.  Bill goes to school with his own friends, a fiery girl named Beverly and a boy with a heart of gold named Mike.</p>
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okay?”</p><!-- more --><p>With that, Mike breaks into a pout.</p><p>Currently Richie and Mike on their way for a gig for Richie’s
band, and Mike had just found out that Betty was going to be there. She was
someone the band had hired to manage their social media and apparently, she was
wanting to grab a few pictures and videos of tonight for their Instagram.</p><p>“She doesn’t have to be there! I can take pictures and videos
and then I can just send them to her! I’ve done it before,” Mike whines.</p><p>Mike didn’t hate many people, but he did hate Betty. She just
never seemed to care about the fact that Richie was taken. She was always finding
excuses to touch Richie, always making suggestive jokes that ended with winks, constantly
flirting with him. One time, Mike was literally sitting in Richie’s lap, his
neck covered in fresh hickeys, and she had the gall to ask Richie if he wanted
to come home with her later! Completely ignoring Mike’s presence. She had
covered it up saying it was joke but it still managed to piss Mike off. </p><p>Richie typically finds all Mike’s grievances with her to be
quite amusing. “You could do that, or instead of focusing on getting pictures
of how hot I am, you can just sit up in the front row and stare at how hot I am.
And if you find yourself getting worked up over watching your hot boyfriend kill
it on stage tonight, don’t worry, I’ll help you with that little problem after
the show.” Richie reached over the arm rest and squeezes Mike’s thigh as he
says this, effectively shutting Mike up for the rest of the ride.</p><p>Once they arrive at the venue, Richie meets up with the rest
of his band and they star unloading all their equipment. Mike acts like he’s
about to help and tries to lift one of the heavy speakers before Richie stops
him and flusters over how he needs to be more careful before just sending Mike
inside to wait for the show to start.</p><p>Heading inside Mike takes his place in front row to wait for
the start of the show. He still has thirty minutes before they start and he
considers joining Richie backstage but ultimately decides against it, not
wanting to be the way of set up.</p><p>The venue starts to fill up pretty decently and about ten minutes
before the start of the show, much to his displeasure, Betty exits from backstage
to come stand next to Mike. She must have gone through the back door.</p><p>“Mike! Good to see you here. Just saw Richie backstage and
may I say he looks fine in the tight black shirt. Makes you wanna rip it off
him! He’s going to look so good for their social media posts.” She says through
tight teeth. It’s very obvious to Mike that she doesn’t like him as much as he
doesn’t like her.</p><p>“Rip it off him? I’ll be ripping more off him than just that
shirt tonight.” He knows Richie said play nice, but in his defense, Betty started
it first.</p><p>With a “Hmph,” from Betty the two falls into an uncomfortable
silence until the start of the show. An uncomfortable silence that is quickly
forgotten by Mike the moment Richie walks out onto the stage.</p><p>“Hey everybody! We have great show planned for you tonight!”
and with that Richie and his band immediately break out into their first song.</p><p>For Mike, it’s so easy to forget about everyone in the room,
including Betty, with his Richie up on stage. With his husky voice booming from
the speakers and the way his hands work on his guitar, the way Richie for the
most part, keeps looking at Mike while on stage. Every show Mike sees Richie
in, it’s like a private show all for him. He hates/loves the fact that Richie
was right earlier, watching him on stage is doing it for him. Because damn,
Betty was right too, Richie looks hot as hell tonight. Especially now, mid-show,
when he a has a slight glow of sweat and his hair has gotten even more unruly.</p><p>The crowd loves Richie’s band, they love Richie! That they
call for an encore. Mike finds himself counting down the time till he can
Richie alone, man was he gonna give Richie a mind blowing blow job.</p><p>When the show ends and Richie and his band heads backstage,
Mike is about to leave to meet him back there when he notices something. Betty
has disappeared, probably headed backstage to get to Richie before Mike could.
Now he’s mad.</p><p>He quickly makes his way backstage where he’s greeted with
the sight that actually pisses him off more. Betty has practically cornered
Richie and keeps reaching out trying to run her hands up and down his arms.
Mike can tell by the look on her face that she’s probably saying something seductive,
the way her lips are pursed.</p><p>Richie meanwhile looks like a trapped animal and his eyes keeps
looking around, trying to find Mike. Mike’s heart does flutter a little. When
Richie finally sees Mike, the look of relief on his face is instant. Richie tries
again to walk from Betty, but Betty reaches out and grabs Richie’s hand.</p><p>“Okay, that’s it.” Mike starts storming his way over to
them.</p><p>“Get your fucking hand off of my man right now.”</p><p>Betty’s head snaps around to face Mike and for a moment she
actually looks scared (everyone knows that Mike never cusses, that was Richie’s
thing) before she composes herself. “Oh, come on, I’m just having a little fun,
come on Richie let me show you how fun I can be.” The last part she tries to
whisper to Richie.</p><p>“Betty come on let me – “</p><p>Mike doesn’t let Richie finish the sentence, he’s grabbing
Richie’s other hand and tugging him over, finally getting him out of Betty’s
grip. “You listen here, leave Richie alone. <b>He’s mine.</b> Now if you’ll excuse
us, I’m gonna go blow him better than you ever could with your fake lips
because he’s my fucking boyfriend.”</p><p>Richie starts full on laughing now, Mike starts to attempt
to drag him away when Richie stops him. “Hey Betty?”</p><p>Betty looks up, her face red from embarrassment from the
bashing she just got from Mike, but she seems hopeful when Richie calls to her,
“Yes Richie?”</p><p>“Yeah, I’ve been talking to the guys, and uh yeah we decided
you’re fired. You know it’s really unprofessional to flirt with the people you
work for, just some advice for your next job.” Richie then drags Mike away
himself, not stopping to see Betty’s reaction.</p><p>Richie drags Mike to what he thinks a utility closest and
then slams Mike up against the door before giving Mike a mouthful of his
tongue.</p><p>“That was so fucking hot, getting to see my boy get all possessive
like that. I should let you get riled up more often,” Richie says between
kisses as he fiddles with Mike’s belt.</p><p>“Did you really, fuck, did you really talk to the guys about
firing her?” Mike asks as Richie starts an attack on Mike’s neck.</p><p>“No but I guess now I should.” Richie chuckles into Mike’s shoulder.
“So, what was all that business about a blowjob?” </p><p>“God, I love this idiot.” Mike thinks as he sinks to his
knees.</p>
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She didn’t believe in luck or fate. She didn’t believe people could predict
things based on feelings or believed in silly things like broken mirrors and spilt
salt bringing you bad luck. She believed only in God and what his people were capable
of doing. That being said, she just couldn’t shake the sense of doom that surrounds
her in this current moment, a feeling of heart break looms in the air. </p><p>It had all started at lunch today, when Richie had brought
up that Bill guy. She didn’t know how, but she knew Bill was bad news. A plague,
a disease, infectious. Which is why she needed to protect Stan from him! To
find out that Stan had actually interacted with this Bill guy to the point
where he wanted Stan to attend another one of these disgusting parties, and worst,
that Stan completely didn’t tell her about this little interaction between
them! </p><p>They were in a relationship together; they’re supposed to
tell each other everything! Last night had already been strange, the fact that
Stan didn’t walk her back to her dorms after the party was already off putting.
Stan always, always walks her back. Has been doing it since the start of their relationship.
Then she finds out he had an interaction with Bill and just conveniently didn’t
tell her about it.</p><p>Now Patty knows she has some insecurity issues when it comes
to dating Stan, but who wouldn’t if they were dating him? Stan looks almost holier
than though, with his pristine appearance. His soft delicate features on his
face, always clear of acne. His curls sitting perfectly atop his head, never
one out of place. Slim yet defined figure always dressed fashionably. To Patty,
Stan was a beautiful gift, while she is just plain Patty Blum.</p><p>While Stan was a gift in general, their relationship though was
a gift just for Patty. A gift she is determined to protect. So yes, she gets upset
and insecure when Stan doesn’t tell her things, that’s only because she wants
an open and honest relationship! She knows that she did not react very well
today, that she was rude to freeze Stan out. But what is she supposed to say?
That Bill is bad news? And not in the sense that he’s just another generic
douchebag? That she just has a bad feeling about him, and Stan should stay away
as far possible from him? It wouldn’t make any sense to Stan, she thinks. Her insecurities
with Bill go deeper than him just being a toxic asshole though.</p><p>A part of her knows but doesn’t want to think about Stan’s
secret. A secret that Stan told her in a drunken haze back freshmen year, right
after winter break. A secret that Stan either completely doesn’t remember telling
her or ignores the fact that he did. Patty wasn’t about to ask; she wishes she
could forget what he told her too sometimes.</p><p>Stan had confessed his secret after they had made their way
back to her dorm after a welcome back to school party. They both had been pretty
drunk and were on her bed kissing, when Stan had started crying, she remembers
being taken back, thinking she had done something wrong, when she heard it
through the sniffles. “I think I’m sometimes attracted to men.” Patty almost
hadn’t heard it, but she did, and there was no doubt in her mind about what he said.
It almost just seemed to fit. Like there was some piece of Stan she was never quite
able to figure out, that that confession had been the missing piece of her Stan
puzzle. He had passed out on her bed shortly after his little confession still
sniffling and the next morning the only thing, he seemed to be embarrassed about
was the fact he had spent the night.</p><p>That’s when she knew she been put into Stan’s life for a
reason. Now Patty did not have a problem with gay people, she loves Richie and
Eddie, but she knew that that life was simply not the life for her Stan. She knows
she was put into Stan’s life to keep him in his Jewish faith, to keep him on the
righteous path. To guide him away from temptations. </p><p>That’s what made the revelation of Stan’s interaction with
Bill all the more troubling to her. Bill was a playboy, and very flaunt with
his ‘Bisexuality’. Two things that made him very bad to be around her Stan. Though
she couldn’t just come out and say that Bill could be a sinful temptation of
the flesh for Stan, exposing to Stan that she did in fact know his secret. So,
yes, she couldn’t tell just Stan why she was upset about the Bill situation and
Stan’s omission of the truth from the night before. </p><p>All she can hope to do is to stick with Stan and shield him
from Bill. A job at this current moment she was failing at miserably,
considering she hadn’t seen Stan since right before entering the house. She thought
that when she dragged Bev and Eddie inside that Stan would follow right behind
her, probably come and stick with her on the side bar like last night. Maybe dance
a little with her if she was lucky. To no avail although. She may have even
thought that Stan had just turned around and left, too annoyed by her actions
to attend, if it hadn’t been for Riche mentioning that Stan had slipped off to
the kitchen before tugging Eddie away. </p><p>After Eddie had been dragged away, she was about to go in
search of Stan, when Bev had waved her over to the corner where she stood under
some guy’s arm with two other girls. Ben, as she learned was the man’s name. Bev
is rattling on about something to the two girls (named Greta and Audra she
thinks) but Patty can’t bring her to pay attention, she keeps scanning the room,
looking for her Stan.</p><p>Patty is sweep of room now, eyes stopping briefly on Richie
and Eddie on the dance floor, when one of the girls say something that catches
her attention. </p><p>“Bev tell Audra that sleeping with Big Bill two nights in a
row is not a good idea, she won’t listen to me!” the girl with the obviously boxed
dyed blonde hair (‘Greta, right?’) sequels out. ‘She’s obviously very drunk
already.’</p><p>“I didn’t say I was going to! I’m just saying, like, that if
I come across him on the dancefloor, I might start a little grind on,” The
prettier one of the two pipes out. ‘This must be Audra.’</p><p>“Audra you stay away from Denbrough, you don’t him thinking
you’re easy. You need to take care of yourself better, don’t go catching feelings
for that asshole,” Bev replies. </p><p>‘Ah Bev, always the protector.’ Patty really doesn’t know
why Bev hangs out with these girls, they’re so different, but she thinks its
probably because Bev feels the need to look after these bimbos. </p><p>“Hey now, don’t forget I’m friends with that asshole,” the
guy, Ben, says seriously, although his face holds a look of humor.</p><p>“Audra’s already caught feelings for him, haven’t you head
Bev! She was completely gushing over him this morning, it was kinda a lil
gross.”</p><p>At that statement, Audra looks like she’s about to strangle Greta.
Greta sees said look and then swiftly dismisses herself with a comment about
needing another drink. ‘Probably knows she crossed a line.’</p><p>“Yeah some guy that hooks up with you but kicks you out of
his bed immediately after is totally someone worth gushing over.” Bev says with
playful slap to Audra’s arm.</p><p>“Oh hush, you guys don’t know him like I do. We’ve been
hooking up together since like freshmen year, I think he’s just scared to ask
me out because it would be like, too real of a relationship, ya know.” </p><p>“Audra, he hooks up with other people on the regular. He’s a
total fuck boy,” Bev says, her tone slightly more serious. </p><p>Eyeing Ben up and down Audra replies, “Well not all frat
guys can like be knights in shining armor Beverly.” </p><p>Ben looks a little flattered but says, “Yeah look, I love
the dude like an actual brother, but I do not recommend you go falling for him.
He is, as Bev said before, an asshole.” For that comment Ben gets a cute lil
peck on the cheek from Bev.</p><p>Audra remains silent and for whatever reason Patty feels the
need to indulge her (and maybe get a little more information on Bill but that’s
beside the point), “So you’ve known Bill long?”</p><p>Audra looks at Patty as if she completely forgotten Patty
was there but recovers herself and replies. “Yeah I met him way back freshmen
year! He was a sophomore at the time, and he took pity on me and showed me like
the ropes around campus. He didn’t even try to sleep with me until after like
the second party we went to!”</p><p>‘What a gentleman.’</p><p>“Yeah what a real gentleman.” Patty can’t help but smirk
when Bev says what she was just thinking. </p><p>Audra doesn’t say anything else about Bill and the two girls
and Ben fall back into some conversation about some new band while Patty returns
to scanning the room looking for Stan. She really thought she would’ve seen him
by now. </p><p>After a few moments she does she spot someone who seems to be
heading their way much to her dismay. It becomes apparent that Audra has
spotted him too when she shrieks out “Bill!” and goes running the short distance
between them. She throws her arms around his neck and tucks her face into his chest,
so she completely misses the look of annoyance that flashes across his face. ‘Poor
Audra.’ Bill untangles himself her, ignoring her slight whines and finishes the
short walk over to their small group, Audra right behind him.</p><p>He walks up right next to Patty, not even glancing at her. She
can smell cigarette smoke, alcohol, and some cheap cologne wafting off him,
almost making her nauseous. Audra doesn’t seem to mind the smell as she molds
herself to Bill’s back, much to his look of displeasure.  “Hey, Hanscom, have you seen Tozier?” </p><p>‘What the heck does he want with Richie right now?’</p><p>“Yeah I saw him on the dance floor with his boy, but if you’re
looking for some kush Mike has some pre-rolled joints on him.”</p><p>“Nah, just need to let him know about his friend.”</p><p>Bev gets the question out faster than Patty, “You mean Stan?
What about Stan?” Bev must be thinking the same thing Patty is, that Richie came
here with all his friends and everyone else is accounted for except for Stan. That
horrible feeling flares up around Patty again as she feels her stomach drop. </p><p>Bill looks down at Bev, eyeing her, “What’s it to you?” </p><p>Bev looks annoyed now, “I’m one of his best friends, and
that,” she points to Patty, “is his girlfriend. So, I ask again, what about Stan?”
</p><p>Bill finally looks down with a quizzical expression at Patty
and gives her a once over before his face breaks into a smile and starts to
chuckle as if her presence is a joke. She really wants to punch him in the
face. “Uh nothing, I was just gonna let Tozier know that he was drunk so I sent
home.”</p><p>So many questions and emotions hit Patty. Stan went home?
Without her? Again? Stan was drunk around Bill again? Bill sent Stan home? God,
what did Bill do to her Stan, what did Stan do?</p><p>“What did you do?” was the only question she was able to get
out although. </p><p>“What do you mean ‘what did you do?’, I didn’t do anything sweetheart.
Your boyfriend was by himself, he was drunk, so I told him to go home before he
did anything stupid. If anything, I was looking out for him.” Patty really hates
the smile on Bill’s face right now. </p><p>“So, you sent him home drunk by himself? He can get himself
hurt!” Bev almost shouts at Bill.</p><p>Before Bill can reply, Audra pipes up, “Hey Bev be nice.”
She then tries to snuggle closer into Bill’s back.</p><p>“Okay that enough, Audra off of me, it’s not happening
tonight.” He pries a very disgruntled Audra off his back, “and I would’ve
walked him back to his dorms, but I figured his ball and chain over here would
just get all upset over it.” He says gesturing to Patty. </p><p>Patty hears Bev start up at Bill and Ben trying to quell the
argument now, but she’s already walking away. She has to find Stan, maybe Bill
was just saying that Stan left. Maybe Stan is still around here. She needs to
find him. Dragging out her phone she tries to call him, and when it goes to
voicemail she tries again and again as she starts to check the house. Between phone
calls, she starts sending him texts too, hoping he’ll respond. She starts in
the kitchen and she works her way through the house. When he doesn’t pop up, she’s
very tempted to check the bedrooms upstairs, half convinced that Bill has Stan
locked up in his room. She even makes her way to the staircase before Richie
stops her.</p><p>“Patty what’s wrong? You look upset.”</p><p>“Have you seen Stan? Bill said he went home drunk and I can’t
find him anywhere! He’s not answering his phone or replying to my texts and I’m
worried. I can’t find him anywhere Richie!” she didn’t realize how close to hysterics
she was.</p><p>“Wait do you mean Bill as in Bill Denbrough?” Richie has an
expression on his face that she can’t quite read and it’s not helping her
anxiety. </p><p>“Yes, but what does that matter?” Patty keeps looking behind
Richie up the stairs hoping to catch a glimpse of familiar curls.</p><p>Richie sighs and runs a hand through his hair, “Look Patty I
know for a fact that Stan is fine. He’s a big boy who knows how to get back
home, even while intoxicated. I’ll even stop by his dorm room later tonight to
make sure he got there alright. I’ll text you when I do, I’ll even send you a picture
of him curled up in his bed sucking his thumb like a big baby, okay?”</p><p>“Okay.” Richie’s joke is lame but the fact that he’s not too
worried about Stan to a make a joke right now and the promise of him checking
in on tonight does calm Patty down significantly. Also, the fact that Richie
isn’t checking the frat’s bedrooms for Stan helps a little with her anxiety concerning
Stan and Bill.</p><p>“Now go home Patty, I promise everything is okay. Go get some
rest, you’ll feel better in the morning.”</p><p>Sleep does sound good right about now. With a “thank you”
and goodbye hug to Richie, Patty turns to leave. Maybe Richie was right,
everything was okay. Her insecurities were just getting the best of her. But
then why can’t she shake this sense of doom?</p><p><br/></p><p>A/N: 
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Body: <p>Read on my <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23103391/chapters/55287112#workskin">ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/612277682055626752/kiss-me-slowly-chap-1">Chapter </a>1  <a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/612552880507027456/kiss-me-slowly-chp-3">Chapter </a>3</p><p>Warnings: More cussing, more drinking, a lil bit of heavy making out, and Stan being a dumbass.</p><!-- more --><p>Regret. That was first thing Stan felt Saturday morning. Also, a raging hangover. Stan felt that too.<br/>Cracking his eyes open he peered over at the time displayed on the clock on his nightstand, 9:07 blinked back at him.</p><p>Great, he had less than an hour to get ready before Patty would be meeting him to walk together to temple. ‘Shit, Patty.’ Stan groggily thought, suddenly remembering her. His stomach sank with guilt, but did he really do anything to feel guilt over? “Its not like I actually did anything,” he tried to tell himself.</p><p>That was the problem though, he didn’t do anything, didn’t even try to stop Will or whoever from trying to kiss him. If the dude’s girlfriend hadn’t called for him, who knows what Stan would’ve let him do.</p><p>‘But nothing did happen and besides I was drunk. Doesn’t matter now to stress about it Stan.’ He thought in his final attempt to quell his guilt.</p><p>After the incident Stan had bolted from the house and practically ran the whole way home. He barely remembered to text Patty to let her know he went home, before he passed out on his bed.</p><p>Rising with a yawn and scratch to his head, it was time to find Advil and Gatorade and then to the showers. He looked over to his roommate’s side of the room where the dude was snoring kind of loud. Dustin, who Stan had met a week prior.</p><p>Richie was his roommate last year, but with Richie living in the frat house this year, Stan had gotten stuck with a new roommate this year. It could be worse, he supposed. Dustin wasn’t a slob, and he doesn’t look at Stan strangely when Stan starts straightening his already clean side of the room. In fact, Dustin was cool and has made Stan laugh the couple times they’ve talked. A feat only accomplished by a few others.</p><p>Setting to his task at hand, Stan finally crawled out of his bed. Immediately his head started swimming. ‘Shit shit shit, not good.’ He as quickly as he could found his Advil and Gatorade from the mini fridge and set about grabbing his toiletry bag and his outfit for Shabbat.</p><p>He toed on his shower flip flops and headed to the dorm showers. That was the only thing he found himself envious of Richie, at Richie’s frat house he had like 5 big bathrooms to share with like only 20 guys where Stan had share with over 100.</p><p>Stan ended up vomiting twice in the shower but felt considerably better after. He took more Advil and drank more Gatorade and by the time he had finished buttoning up his last button on his polo, it was time to meet Patty outside the dorms.</p><p>The campus temple was only about a ten-minute walk from his dorms, and its typically is a very pleasant one. The campus seems to vibrate with a soft energy in the mornings that Stan could appreciate.</p><p>Stan couldn’t help but smile when he saw Patty waiting for him in a pretty floral dress outside the dorm doors.</p><p>“Morning love,” she greeted him with a kiss on his cheek.</p><p>Stan gently caught her chin and brought her in for a soft kiss on the lips. God, he thinks he’ll never grow tired of kissing those soft lips. “Morning,” he greeted her when they parted.</p><p>Linking hands with her, they started their walk to temple.</p><p>“You disappeared on me last night.”</p><p>“Huh?” Stan knows for a fact he texted her after he ran back to the dorms.</p><p>“I mean, I got your text, but before that you kinda just vanished. One minute I see you on the edge of the dance floor, and then I don’t see you for rest of the night. I just thought I would’ve seen you leave or something before I got a text.”</p><p>Stan aborts his eye roll; he knows that sometimes Patty just gets insecure. He also avoids pointing out the fact Patty left him first. “I found my way the kitchen, and just ended up drinking a lil too much by myself. I’m sorry, I should’ve found you before I left.” Stan feels bad for half lying, but its not like he can tell Patty the truth.</p><p>“Its okay,” she replies with a squeeze of the hand intwined with his.</p><p>The rest of the walk is in silence, and Stan finds himself struggling to pay attention during the service when they arrive. He finds himself reflecting on his and Patty’s relationship.</p><p>They met through the very temple that they’re sitting in now. When they first met Patty was handing out flyers for the temple to the new freshmen, Stan included. The moment they locked eyes Stan was a goner. They started going out that very week.</p><p>Stan never paid much attention to girls before Patty. Not that he didn’t find them attractive, he just felt like he other things in his life that required his attention more than girls. Patty though, when he first saw her he was in awe. Patty was not conventionally attractive, she was on the short size, standing 5’3, her figure stout. With her sandy brown hair bobbed at the shoulders and big brown almond eyes, she was simple looking. But to Stan she was prettiest girl he’s ever seen. Stan liked simple, and that’s how things were with Patty. Typically.</p><p>His parents were so happy to learn that Stan was dating a Jewish girl. When Stan brought her home over winter break, they immediately fell in love with her. Although Stan thinks they were just thankful she was Jewish and a girl. It also helped that Patty got along well with Stan’s friends.</p><p>Although Richie loved Patty, he couldn’t believe that Stan was dating a girl, always saying he thought they played for the same team. Which they kinda did, Richie was just gay while Stan was bi. A fact he didn’t share with Richie till the end of freshmen year. A fact that he didn’t accept about himself till halfway through his freshmen year.</p><p>Yes, Stan had the perfect girlfriend, the perfect girlfriend who was the perfect Jewish girl. Who made his parents happy. Stan is also happy, he thinks. His mind then starts to aimlessly wander, the service still unable to hold his attention.</p><p>He hates how his mind continually drifts back to blue eyes and diamond pierced ears for the rest of service.</p><p>After Shabbat Stan and Patty head to meet up with their friends at the diner on campus. Like they do on every Saturday. Walking in, they spot Eddie and Richie in the corner. Richie yapping on about something while a very hung-over Eddie stares off into the distance Sipping on presumably coffee.</p><p>Richie spots them and excitedly waves them over. “Well there’s my second favorite set of lovebirds, the first set of course being my darling Eds and I!”</p><p>Eddie flinches away with a “Richie please not so loud, I still feel like I’m going to puke.”</p><p>Patty and Stan barely take their seats before Richie starts back up again.</p><p>“Did you guys see it when that guy did a keg stand last night and then immediately passed out? Talk about partying too hard!”</p><p>“Richie sweetie shhh, not so loud. Poor Eddie looks like he’s dying,” Patty says with a sympathetic look in Eddie’s direction. “Now have you heard from Bev?” she asks, noting Bev’s absence.</p><p>“Oh yeah, forgot to text you guys. Bev caught a bad case of frat boy fever and hooked up with one my bros last night. Ben, I think is his name. Anyways they were both still passed out this morning when I left,” Richie chirped.</p><p>Stan really wanted to ask how Richie could call someone a bro if he wasn’t even sure of the dude’s name. He also didn’t want to believe that Bev would sink so low to hook up with a frat boy, but then he’s reminded with his own encounter with one last night. He feels his cheeks starting to heat up.</p><p>“Are you guys coming back tonight for round two? Stan you’ve gotta come!”</p><p>“Yes of course Rich, we wouldn’t miss it.”</p><p>That broke Stan’s silence. “What, round two? Do you guys really need two consecutive parties back to back to celebrate inductees?” He addresses to Richie, to Patty, “Pats are you sure you want to go tonight? I was hoping we could have a date night tonight.” Stan really didn’t want to have a date night, what he wanted to do tonight was stay in and read Ann Rice, but a date night with Patty is at least better than another frat party.</p><p>Before either of them could reply, the waitress approached their table.</p><p>“Good afternoon, I’m Max and what can I get started for you today? Would you like to hear our lunch special?” comes the same automatic opener, even though they have Max as their waitress every Saturday.</p><p>“Now Ms. Max, you know I’ll just be getting what I always get when I come around here only every weekend,” Richie says with an awful southern accent.</p><p>“Yes of course Rich, how could I forget,” She laughs. “And same as always Eddie, or are we mixing it up today?”</p><p>Eddie finally looks away from the spot on the table he had been boring a hole into for the last five minutes. “Huh? Oh, the regular Max, but can I get extra chocolate chips in my pancakes today?”</p><p>“Of course, Eddie, guess you’re feeling like a mad man today, Huh.”</p><p>“More like a dead man,” Eddie mutters.</p><p>“Stan? Patty?” Max asked turning her attention to them.</p><p>Patty rattles off some different variation of the same kosher order they got last week. She thinks if she just changes one or two things that it’ll somehow magically become a different meal. It doesn’t. She of course orders the same for Stan, as always, making sure he’s sticking to kosher. ‘Patty the perfect Jewish girlfriend.’</p><p>“Be right back with those meals and refill for that coffee Eddie.”</p><p>Eddie just hums back a negative and Max disappears with their orders.</p><p>“Stan I- “</p><p>“Staniel come on- “</p><p>Richie and Patty start at the same time. “You go first Rich,” she sighs out.</p><p>“Thank you, my precious Patty,” he smiles to her before turning his attention back to Stan. “Stan the man, you have to come tonight and I’m going to tell you exactly why so don’t interrupt,” Stan just sighs “Do you know who Big Bill is? Of course, you do, everyone knows Big Bill. Anyways, he was asking about you this morning! Yes, exciting I know! Whatever you said or did last night really impressed him (‘ironic’ Stan thinks) and he asked me this morning if you were coming tonight! I already told him you were because if you become friends with Big Bill, then by association, I- I mean we, we can get into all the hot college parties this year! And you know exactly how important that is to me – us, Staniel!”</p><p>Stan can feel Patty’s questioning eyes on him. He knows he’s in it now, he didn’t mention anything to her about interacting with a “Big Bill” character. Stan also really hates the fact that it feels like he has butterflies in his stomach just at the thought of Bill asking about him.</p><p>“Rich you really don’t need to spend the school year jumping party to party, so really I’d be doing you a favor by not going tonight. Besides I don’t think Eddie can handle another party, right Eddie?” Stan asks, hopeful that Eddie for once, will be on his side.</p><p>Richie immediately turns on his puppy dog eyes towards Eddie. ‘Dammit.’</p><p>Whatever resolve Eddie had crumbles immediately, “Well its not like Richie is going to stop going to classes over parties, because if he flunks out, he can’t be apart of the fraternity. Right Rich?” Richie dramatically overly nods his head, “And it’d be pretty cool to attend the parties that we are never invited to and only hear rumors about. As for tonight, I’ll just lay off the hard stuff. Hang out with Bev and Patty. So yes, Stan I think you should go.”</p><p>Feeling exasperated Stan turns to Patty as his last line of defense, but she’s too busy staring at the wall behind them. The tension is thick between them, but Eddie and Richie don’t seem to pick up on it.</p><p>“Patty what do you think? Don’t you want to go?” Eddie asks.</p><p>She smiles a forced smile to Eddie, “Of course Eddie, it’s gonna be a lot of fun. We can get ready together tonight yeah? Me, you, and Bev?”</p><p>Eddie smiles back to her as Max approaches with their food.</p><p>‘Fuck it then I guess. Let her be pissy over nothing.’ He thinks, ever though he knows it’s not over nothing.</p><p>And that’s how Stan finds himself in the very same kitchen he was in only the night before, at his only ever second ever frat party. For someone who had never attended one of these up until last night, he was really hoping that this didn’t become a new regular thing for him.</p><p>Currently Stan was successfully avoiding everyone and was well on his way to being pretty drunk. Again.</p><p>Patty had hardly said anything to him since the dinner, still upset over the whole not mentioning Bill thing. Man, he really didn’t get her problem sometimes. He knows that she gets insecure but, what did she think he was gonna do? Cheat? She didn’t even have any inclination that Stan was into men! So why fuck did it matter than Stan forgot to mention Bill.</p><p>‘You sound like a dick right now, do you not remember what happen last night,’ his conscious pipes in.</p><p>‘But nothing did happen! I’m sure I would’ve stopped him! I forget to mention one thing on my nightly adventure after she, SHE abandoned me last night and that gives her the right to give me the cold shoulder for the rest of the day!? I’m probably gonna have to take her on some overly romantic date and overly apologize for this bullshit!’ He argues back with himself as he makes another strong drink.</p><p>Patty had left with Eddie after the diner and didn’t reappear until they were to meet up in front of the frat house. She had apparently made good on what she said earlier and had gotten ready with Eddie and Bev, both of them in tow behind her.</p><p>Stan couldn’t help but give a cheeky smile when he saw Bev and teased her about her frat boy fever. Bev in turn had told Stan to shut fuck up and punched in the arm before she was dragged into the house by Patty.</p><p>When Patty had left him at the diner when she dragged Eddie away earlier, it left Stan alone with Richie until the meet up.</p><p>Stan really wanted to tell Richie about what happened with Bill, and the real reason why Bill was asking about him, but he couldn’t get himself to find the words. He didn’t want Richie to think poorly of him, to think he could actually cheat on Patty. So instead he found himself asking about Bill.</p><p>Richie didn’t even think twice about Stan asking and seemed actually kind of proud of all his ‘Big Bill’ knowledge.</p><p>Bill Denbrough, as Stan came to learn, was apparently a legend at the frat house, known for being the loudest, the drunkest, and always being able to convince the hottest person in the room to sleep with him. Richie didn’t mention an Audra, so Stan figured she probably was just a one-night stand, and Stan hated how the fact that Bill was single kind of pleased him.</p><p>He found out that Bill was actually older than them, being in his senior year, majoring in creative writing. Okay Stan didn’t see that one coming. He also learned that Bill was at college on a full ride baseball scholarship.</p><p>When Richie stopped his leak of Bill knowledge, Stan didn’t push him for more. Couldn’t risk him getting suspicious. Also, nothing about Bill should even matter Stan in the first place.</p><p>But that had been earlier, and now Stan was here, at the frat house. Actively avoiding the man, he had asked Richie about that day but still secretly hoping to run into him. ‘I’m so fucked up.’</p><p>Stan hadn’t seen Patty or Eddie since they entered the house, he spotted Bev under some muscular guy’s arm earlier. Richie had disappeared the moment they walked into the house. Which in turn allowed Stan to make his way to the kitchen and down a few drinks.</p><p>Sighing Stan leaves the comfort of the kitchen in search of somebody, anybody. ‘Well not just anybody.’</p><p>He spots Eddie and Richie grinding on the dance floor, (‘Gross’) and sees that Patty has linked up with Bev who was still in the corner under Mr. Hunks arm. He was going to have ask Bev about that later, and wonders if that’s Ben from the night before.</p><p>Thinking that approaching either group of his friends right now does not seem enjoyable, Stan make a b line for back porch.</p><p>There’s hardly anyone out there much to Stan’s pleasure. Just a few pot smokers in the corner and a couple making out on the swing on the porch. Pulling his NYU hoodie tighter, Stan takes a seat on the stairs, stargazing.</p><p>He doesn’t know much time passes before he hears a voice behind him. “I thought that was you, I’ve been hoping to run into you.”</p><p>‘Shit.’ Stan knows that voice. It’s the voice he forgot he was trying to avoid. Turning his head around, he makes eye contact with none other than Bill Denbrough. He’s got a beanie and what appears to be a letterman jacket on with a freshly lit cigarette hanging between his lips.</p><p>“Mind if I join you Cutie?” Against Stan’s better judgement he shakes his head no and actually scoots over a lil to make room. ‘God, what the fuck is wrong with me.’</p><p>The room he made doesn’t seem to matter because the moment Bill sits down, his thigh and shoulder is flushed against Stans. Even though Stan has a hoodie and Bill had a jacket on, he swears he can feel electricity from were they’re touching.</p><p>“Want a drag?” Bill asks, offering out the cigarette after taking a puff himself. Stan just crinkles his nose and shakes his head no, to which Bill just chuckles at before taking another hit himself.</p><p>“You really don’t talk much do you? Not a people person? Hm?”</p><p>“I talk to my friends, I talk to my girlfriend, drunk frat boys who put the moves on me after they were just making out with some other girl, not so much.” God that’s the first thing he’s ever said to Bill and it boarders as an insult. ‘You shouldn’t care that you may have just insulted him! Maybe now that he knows you that have a girlfriend; he’ll leave you the fuck alone!’ His conscience starts up.</p><p>Bill laughs out, “He speaks! Here I was starting to get concerned I was flirting with a mute! And babe don’t get jealous over that girl from last night, I bet you’re way more fun in bed.”</p><p>“I have a girlfriend and you don’t even know if I’m into men.” Stan’s a little irked that Bill purposely ignored the girlfriend part and choose to focus on the part that made Stan sound a little jealous.</p><p>“Dude I don’t know if you know this, but you do not act like a straight guy.” Bill gestures to how Stan’s legs are crossed and how he’s sitting at he very edge. Before Stan has a chance to be offended or to explain to Bill that the way he sits doesn’t determine his sexuality, Bill starts talking again.</p><p>“Is she a good lay?”</p><p>“Wha – What?” he’s taken back by that question.</p><p>“Your girlfriend, is she a good lay? She must be to keep someone as hot as you.”</p><p>“I wouldn’t know, we haven’t ever gone below the belt.” Stan answers before he can stop himself. He can feel the alcohol pulsing through his veins at this point.</p><p>And then Bill starts laughing, laughing at Stan. Now he’s pissed. He’s never thought anything bad of his and Pattie’s mutual decision to wait till marriage, until now that is.</p><p>Stan can’t stand being humiliated one minute more so he makes his way to stand up to leave, but Bill grabs his hand to stop him. If Stan thought he was feeling electricity through their cloths earlier, that doesn’t begin to compare to what he’s feeling now through skin to skin contact.</p><p>It effectively stops Stan from trying to get away, although he begrudgingly pulls his hand away from Bills.</p><p>“I’m sorry I was just surprised, that’s all. Are you like, still a virgin or something?” Bill chuckles out.</p><p>Stan feels his face heat up, “As if I’m going to just share that information with some drunk frat boy I just met! Do you even know my name?” Stan was still a virgin, but he be damned if he was about to reveal that to Bill. Though something told him Bill already knew the answer.</p><p>“It’s Stan.”</p><p>Stan is very taken back, he did not expect Bill to know that, no doubt got his name from Richie. He just stares at Bill dumbfounded, unsure of what to say.</p><p>“Look Stan the man, sorry I came on too strong, I mean I did try to kiss you last night. You’re just pretty and I’m very used to getting pretty things.” Bill says with another drag of the cigarette.</p><p>Stan still doesn’t know what to say so he dumbly just continues to stare back. He does notice how even sitting, Bill towers over him. How close Bill’s face is yet again to his. Bill’s stupid earrings glinting in the porch light.</p><p>“Did I send you back to your mute setting or something just by knowing your name?” Bill laughs out. His breathe fanning out over Stan’s face.</p><p>‘This bad, very bad. I need to get out of here before I do something super stupid.’ Stan thinks as he surges up to kiss Bill.</p><p>His brain is turned off. He’s on auto pilot mood, only reacting to emotion. Blame the alcohol, blame whatever, but the only emotion Stan finds himself feeling is pure need. Pure need for the incredibly hot fuck boy in front of him, who for whatever reason is very interested in Stan.</p><p>That interest is only confirmed further because it only takes a Bill a second to recover from the surprise of Stan kissing him before he’s kissing back. Easily taking control of the kiss. Even the smell of Bill is intoxicating to Stan, the smell of cigarette smoke and some fancy cologne he can’t name. He can’t seem to get enough.</p><p>Bill swipes his tongue along Stan’s bottom lip and the whimper Stan let’s out at that simple action is embarrassing. Bill’s tongue is pushing inside along his own, mapping out his entire mouth and Stan can’t help but to take it. Stan finds himself gripping Bill’s jacket while Bill reaches over grabs Stan’s thigh, hard.</p><p>When he does that, Stan takes that as an opportunity to suck on Bill’s tongue, which he’s pleased to hear drags a groan out of the taller man.</p><p>Just as quickly as the kiss was started, it stopped. Surprisingly by Bill.</p><p>He looks smug but Stan doesn’t care, he just wants Bill to kiss him again.</p><p>“Get home Stanley. You’re drunk. I’ll let Rich know where you went.” With that Bill puts out his cigarette and heads back inside. Leaving a very confused, and now very horny Stan on the steps.</p><p>Stan stumbles his way back to the dorms, forgets to text Patty, and falls a sleep knowing he’s going to feel like shit in more ways than one in the morning.</p><p>The next morning, before the shame, guilt, and the hangover sets in Stan opens his eyes, checks his phone, where Stan finds himself accepting a follow request and following back a @BIGBILLDENBROUGH on Instagram. Stan also notices the missed calls and texts from Patty in his notification bar.<br/>‘I really am fucked now.’ He thinks before he blacks out again.</p>
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Body: <p>A stenbrough fic because there a serious lack of it ! </p><p>Warnings: Mild swearing and drinking but all the losers are over 21 in this fic. </p><p>Read here or on my <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/23103391/chapters/55274800">Ao3</a></p><p><a href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/612317429742387200/kiss-me-slowly-chapter-2">Chapter </a>2</p><!-- more --><p><br/></p><p>There was a lot of things Stan Uris was willing to accept about his life. </p><p>He was willing to accept the fact that his father would always expect him to “act Jewish” when he was home on break, he was willing to accept the fact that his best friend Richie will never stop making bad jokes, and even willing to accept the fact he couldn’t have all his cloths dried clean all the time. </p><p>One thing he did not have to accept about his life was frat parties. There was no need for him to go, he wasn’t part of a frat, and didn’t do parties. His ideal Saturday night was curled up on the couch with a good book (preferably a classic) next to his sweet girlfriend Patty. His sweet, sweet Patty. </p><p>Patty who made sure he attended Temple regularly, who had quite study sessions with him, who would work on her writings while he birdwatched in a nice park. His perfect Patty who he timidly asked out their freshmen year of college and has been with ever since. </p><p>Which just added to his current guilt. Like said before, Stan Uris did not have to accept frat parties as part of his life, which how he currently finds himself at one at this very moment is beyond him.  </p><p>He knows exactly how he got here; it was Richie’s fault. It’s always Richie’s fault. It was the beginning of their sophomore year and Richie had finally got accepted into one these stupid fraternities, after a year of trying and failing freshman year. </p><p>Stan never got the appeal of them, the frat houses constantly reeked of cheap booze and sex no matter how long ago the last party was. And the people who were in frats were always douchebags. Richie though insisted on getting into one of them, prattling on about “its part of the college experience Staniel”. </p><p>When Richie got accepted into alpha beta whatever house and made a big announcement about how all his friends “Yes even you Stanny and Patty” had to come the frat’s introductory party for new members, Stan knew immediately he was going to be miserable.  </p><p>So far, he completely right, as he was smushed up against the wall next to the dance floor sipping on a very strong mixed drink with Patty standing next to him. At least she was smiling trying to act like she was having a good time. They had only been there thirty minutes and Richie, Beverly, and Eddie had already been separated from them. </p><p>“We can leave anytime you want”, Stan tried to yell over the crowd to Patty. He was ready to leave, doubting that Richie would even notice their disappearance.  </p><p>“No let’s stay a lil longer, I wanna be here for Richie. I’m gonna go try to find him, make sure he’s not getting into too, much trouble” she yelled back with a smile. </p><p>Before he could try to explain to her that it would be perfectly okay if they left right now and that Richie was probably just getting drunker or making out with someone on the stairs, Patty kissed his cheek and was squeezing her way through the crowd.  </p><p>Well that’s great, now I’m all alone. He thought idly.  </p><p>With a sigh Stan started to make his way through the crowd hoping to find one of his friends or to meet up with his girlfriend. </p><p>He snuck his way through the sweaty bodies on the makeshift dance floor in the living room to a second sitting room. The music was at least muffled in this room and he could hear himself think in here.  </p><p>Well barley, there was apparently a very intense game of beer pong going on which was causing everyone in here to chant loudly. It was the same name over and over, “Big Bill Big Bill Big Bill!”  </p><p>He was about to leave this room when he caught a glimpse of unruly curls on one the ends of the pong table. At this point, shoving his way through the he breached the inner circle of people who were around the table. </p><p>Richie was playing pong and was losing very badly, if his level of intoxication was an indicator. His cheeks were red, and his glasses were a skew, which Stan recognized from years of being friends with Richie meant he was Drunk. Eddie was right there next to Richie, practically hanging off him and giggling wildly. </p><p>Great they’re both drunk. “Richie! Eddie!”  </p><p>Richie whizzed around at the sound of his name, “Stannothan! Here to watch me cream my competition! Creamer than cream corn!” </p><p>“You’re the one being- being creamed Chi!” Eddie giggled out. </p><p>“I’m going to find Patty and then were getting out of here. Don’t end up in a ditch and do anything dumber than usual.” Stan stated ignoring their comments.  </p><p>“What! You can’t leave now I’m just- “ </p><p>“Are we going to finish this game or what or are you ladies going to just keep chatting?” came a new playful, impatient voice. </p><p>For the first time Stan looked down the pong table to see who Richie was playing against.  </p><p>Big Bill I presume. </p><p>Big Bill indeed, Stan thought Richie was tall standing over 6ft, but Bill had to at least be 6ft4. His auburn hair tucked under a snap back, shorter hair on the sides. His outfit seemed to fit was most of the other guys were wearing, jeans and a tight baseball t-shirt. Although unlike the other, Bill had two diamond studs sticking out of his ears. </p><p>Yeah, typical fuckboy.  </p><p>“Bye Richie, Eddie.” With that Stan turned on his heal in search of Patty.  </p><p>He checked everywhere but couldn’t find her till about thirty mins later. He spotted her out on the dance floor, dancing with Beverly. She smiled at him and tried to wave him over, but Stan just politely smiled back and shook his head no.  </p><p>Well at least one of us is having fun. He decided he better stick around and wait for Patty to want to go home, make sure she got there safely. Retreating further into the house seeking quiet.  </p><p>He finally decided just to hang in the kitchen, where the music and the people where muffled the best. He even made himself a new drink, since he couldn’t quite remember what happened to his last. Okay, maybe Stan was a little tipsy.  </p><p>He perched himself on the counter and sipping on his drink. Quite content now.  </p><p>Then of course two very drunk people heavily making out stumble through the door.  </p><p>“Audra, babe, baby let me make one more drink and then we can go to my room. Hold up, wait- wait one minute.” The guy mumble through the kissing, the guy that Stan recognized to be Bill from earlier.  </p><p>Stan also recognized that Bill very obviously did not need another drink. But since both Bill and who he assumed to be Audra failed to recognize his presence, Stan decided to keep that comment to himself. </p><p>“Come on Billy, let’s just gooo, pleasee,” Audra whined when Bill finally broke away to mix himself another drink.  </p><p>She’s pretty, Stan thought idly. With her sun kissed skin and long silky looking brown hair.  </p><p>They’ve both still have failed to notice Stan’s presence.  </p><p>“Fine. I’m going to the room, if you don’t hurry up, I’m getting started without.” Audra giggled out the last part heading out the room. </p><p>Turning around to look at where Audra just was, Bill finally noticed Stan and seemed to jump back a little. </p><p>“Shit Man, you scared me! Like a fucking ghost or something!” Bill slurred/laughed out. </p><p>Stan remained silent only giving him a pointed look. Or at least he hoped it looked pointed, he was boarding drunk himself. </p><p>Obviously not noticing Stan’s silence was not an invitation for conversation, Bill carried on. “Aren’t one of Richie’s friends? Yeah, yeah you are, you were there when I was kicking his ass in pong!” </p><p>Stan had the admit the stupid smile Bill got on his face when he seemed proud for answering one of his own questions was kind of cute.  </p><p>Stan remained silent. </p><p>“Bet I really impressed yah, didn’t I? I tend to have that effect on people.” Bill took a couple steps closer to Stan when he said this, grossly invading his personal space. Stan was forced to Bill in the eyes now. </p><p>At the pong table he didn’t get a chance to notice how brilliant blue his eyes were, or how he had a scar that went through his left eyebrow. Stan finally admitted to himself that Bill was dangerously attractive. Stan remained quiet.  </p><p>“What? Don’t wanna talk to big bad frat boy, scared he’s gonna hurt ya a lil? Well you don’t gotta worry about that babe, I don’t like to hurt pretty things.” Bill practically purred out, now towering over Stan. Stan couldn’t help but keep eye contact with him as he shamelessly checked Stan out. Then Bill was moving down, down to kiss Stan. </p><p>Stan was letting him too! Red sirens were blaring in his head and he can’t bring himself to fucking move or to push Bill away.  </p><p>Right before their lips were going to make contact, “BILL HURRY THE FUCK UP!” came through the kitchen door.  </p><p>“Huh almost forgot about her, maybe next time cutie.” Bill said with a wink. His face was still right in front of Stans and he could feel Bill’s breath fan across his lips.  </p><p>“Next time maybe I’ll even get to speak to me,” and with that Bill was heading out the kitchen.  </p><p>What the fuck. What the actual fuck is wrong with me. I need to find Patty. </p><p>Stan was too drunk for this shit. </p>
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://bluedoor7dawn.tumblr.com/post/187921217595/be-who-you-want-to-be-be-proud">bluedoor7dawn</a>:</p><blockquote><div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1854" data-orig-width="976"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/69c444f9d9031a569e6dbd68f42f055a/e4af19c584921a95-2c/s640x960/1e782ceb777a1ce37a4546d14a9fbc8ca1b200cf.jpg" data-orig-height="1854" data-orig-width="976"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2627" data-orig-width="1601"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/efcaa9d7c0b79e38e70813f3100c1137/e4af19c584921a95-bb/s640x960/159853d47419393711eb0dcf4aeb9ecdf5fe0a64.jpg" data-orig-height="2627" data-orig-width="1601"/></figure></div><div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2500" data-orig-width="1548"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/9af5afd98a1c34fd302c4145714dafd1/e4af19c584921a95-3f/s640x960/892b592b1c3940812457de328c4f14ac28789b3e.png" data-orig-height="2500" data-orig-width="1548"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="1517"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/547a73e1dc37da34f97c3ee62c4b2703/e4af19c584921a95-e7/s640x960/83e0636c348750abc4adc8daf6c58b3f0b301be4.png" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="1517"/></figure></div><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1995" data-orig-width="3418"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/338fe71b0a4817ded93373720a0b37de/e4af19c584921a95-b4/s640x960/bbb7171c59c866d835247bdf2f8c0804bb91da02.png" data-orig-height="1995" data-orig-width="3418"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1593" data-orig-width="2616"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/ed8603b4e524a5b4da35a2e6318ee804/e4af19c584921a95-95/s640x960/f113208761732b6e0ab4af059a0a9b6e2542ea8d.jpg" data-orig-height="1593" data-orig-width="2616"/></figure><p>Be who you want to be. Be proud.</p></blockquote>
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Body: <p><a href="https://tozier-boy.tumblr.com/post/172196612013/beverly-marsh-daughter-of-artemis-goddess-of-the" class="tumblr_blog">tozier-boy</a>:</p>

<blockquote><h1>Losers as Demigods </h1><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="5000" data-orig-width="5000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/45a218de1306fa67ea1172f2e68362a6/tumblr_inline_p635qn0yHD1vstvbn_500.jpg" data-orig-height="5000" data-orig-width="5000"/></figure><h2>Beverly Marsh.</h2><p>Daughter of Artemis, goddess of the Moon, young girls and hunt. </p><p><br/></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="5000" data-orig-width="5000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/5b59e1c1417a973ae505c74ea99afbeb/tumblr_inline_p635qe5PWq1vstvbn_500.jpg" data-orig-height="5000" data-orig-width="5000"/></figure><h2>Ben Hascom </h2><p>Son of Aphrodite, goddess of love, beauty and desire. </p><p><br/></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="5000" data-orig-width="5000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/bb1561d91d00dba9d2ccf4f1c501e19a/tumblr_inline_p635qfkpKE1vstvbn_500.jpg" data-orig-height="5000" data-orig-width="5000"/></figure><h2>Richie Tozier</h2><p>Son of Dionysus, god of chaos, theater and ecstasy. </p><p><br/></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="5000" data-orig-width="5000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/2b3d672e96f4627ba3b0914c83034a21/tumblr_inline_p635qmwvd81vstvbn_500.jpg" data-orig-height="5000" data-orig-width="5000"/></figure><h2>Eddie Kaspbrak</h2><p>Son of Apollo, god of the Sun, medicine and music. </p><p><br/></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="5000" data-orig-width="5000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/9301d1b4091d059de8cff3084000e32d/tumblr_inline_p635qbCJw01vstvbn_500.jpg" data-orig-height="5000" data-orig-width="5000"/></figure><h2>Bill Denbrough</h2><p>Son of Hermes, god of writing, travel and language. </p><p><br/></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="5000" data-orig-width="5000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/916b33cad9350e6dfbd0bedb779114d2/tumblr_inline_p635qhqJTI1vstvbn_500.jpg" data-orig-height="5000" data-orig-width="5000"/></figure><h2>Mike Hanlon</h2><p>Son of Demeter, goddess of growth, harvest and agriculture. </p><h2><br/></h2><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="5000" data-orig-width="5000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/bee72775a81b48b037b1d677a41a77ce/tumblr_inline_p635qcjhjb1vstvbn_500.jpg" data-orig-height="5000" data-orig-width="5000"/></figure><h2>Stan Uris </h2><p>Son of Athena, goddess of reason, wisdom and intelligence. </p></blockquote>
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="https://bigfuckinnerdblog.tumblr.com/post/190366505305/yoooo-if-the-great-ao3-user-skatedaddy-is-out">bigfuckinnerdblog</a>:</p><blockquote><p>yoooo if the great ao3 user skatedaddy is out there, i would literally give you my soul and my firstborn child for you to finish <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12325941/chapters/28025274">Odalisque</a></p><p>also i love u</p><p><br/></p><figure data-orig-height="160" data-orig-width="245" data-tumblr-attribution="beep-beep-eddie:FXKiSAPgzB-2A9GmYiImKw:Z-_Tqd2Us9_tT"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/ca890c9aa4b64c739ccbcc8ee5a1100f/ff907090ce30c423-4f/s640x960/3ceaf321995adcf07df6633f5b94c0da6a9b0b15.gif" data-orig-height="160" data-orig-width="245"/></figure></blockquote>
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Body: <p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/174070860847/masterlist-one-shots-oh-how-shit-changes-reddie" class="tumblr_blog">wonderwheelzier</a>:</p>

<blockquote><h2>Masterlist</h2><p><b>one shots</b></p><p><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F13212786&amp;t=OWZjNGU4YmY1YjYxMDgyYmYyNmE2Y2IxNzM1NWI3MjAwMDRlZWQ0MCwwODJlOWI3MTVjYzMyYTRhMGE4MzJiZmYzNDJkN2U2MTZlY2Y2MGMx">Oh, How Shit Changes</a> - reddie (1,332 words, angst)</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13324845">Rotting Treehouses</a> - reddie (2,872 words, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/172737571842/we-suit-each-other">We Suit Each Other</a> - reddie (2,947 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/174041035382/how-to-unwind-after-track-practice">How to Unwind After Track Practice </a>- reddie (4,399 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/174387618377/the-good-the-bad-and-the-dirty">The Good, the Bad, and the Dirty</a> - bichie (4,456 words, angst to fluff NSFW)</p><p>Come On, Baby, Calm Me Down (multi-ship hurt/comfort one shot series) - {<a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175258084097/come-on-baby-calm-me-down-part-1">bichie</a>} {<a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175350310212/come-on-baby-calm-me-down-part-2">stanlon</a>} {<a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175460162967/come-on-baby-calm-me-down-part-3">reddie</a>}</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175391425852/what-are-best-friends-for">What Are Best Friends For?</a> - beverie (6,467 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/176198781977/just-like-you-like-i-like-fingers-in-your-mouth">Just Like You Like I Like Fingers in Your Mouth</a> - reddie (6,657 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/176701650272/its-always-been-you">It’s Always Been You </a>- reddie (2,342 words, soulmates au, pining, angst to fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/176715452042/the-bite-of-a-bark">The Bite of a Bark</a> - bichie (3,313 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/176822395397/my-eyes-only">My Eyes Only</a> - reddie (3,547 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/178157888302/libraries-and-lollipops">Libraries and Lollipops</a> - reddie (4,535 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/178587557837/wet-dreams-do-come-true-after-being-away-from-each">Wet Dreams Do Come True</a> - billverie (6,253 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/179000753337/heres-some-late-night-reddie-fluff-enjoy">2:30 am kisses</a> - reddie (467 words, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/179063949002/i-think-were-like-the-wind-and-sea">I Think We’re Like the Wind and Sea</a> - wheelzier (9,835 words, fluffy meet-cute)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/179325506392/show-me-yours">Show Me Yours</a> - wheelzier (3,926 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/179603472397/drive-me-wild">Drive Me Wild</a> - reddie (1,758 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/180152792242/its-what-he-deserves">It’s What He Deserves</a> - wheelzier (3,148 words, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/180695773212/im-a-ruin">I’m a Ruin</a> - wheelzier (2,306 words, angst)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/181426766167/its-not-like-christmas-at-all">It’s Not Like Christmas at All</a> - wheelzier (4,226 words, angst)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/181504811992/as-we-dream-by-the-fire">As We Dream by the Fire</a> - stanverly (5,500 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/181814048822/when-i-catch-my-breath-its-you-i-breathe">When I Catch My Breath It’s You I Breathe</a> - wheelzier (1,021 words, fluffy pining)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/181883729237/call-me-what-you-want">Call Me What You Want</a> - wheelzier (4,699 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/185048722967/in-honor-of-new-st3-content-and-me-officially">I Want a Love Like You Make Me Feel</a> - mileven (3,177 words, angst to fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/185190032392/more-mileven-i-love-them-just-some-established">Just What the Doctor Ordered</a> - mileven (900 words, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/185348229762/cupcake">cupcake</a> - elmax (1,195 words, mutual pining/fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/185432409397/yours-to-keep">Yours to Keep</a> - mileven (3,210 words, NSFW)</p><p><b>requests</b></p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175621084837/hi-hi-i-have-loved-all-of-your-writing-that-ive">eddie comforts richie after a nightmare</a> - reddie (999 words, sad fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/176248103587/can-we-get-a-badass-eddie-where-he-does-something">badass eddie</a> - reddie (535 words, fluff/humor)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/177005395022/okay-so-im-watching-it-right-now-for-17th-time">eddie goes to richie after seeing the leper</a> - reddie (2,137 words, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/177672156332/richie-finally-asked-eddie-out-on-a-date-and-hes">richie gets stood up (or does he?</a>) - reddie (1,892 words, angst to fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/178234942002/i-need-some-to-write-me-a-fucking-richie-in-a">richie in a bi panic</a> - richie-centric, light bichie and beverie, heavy reddie (3,119 words, angst with a positive ending)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/178710453962/ive-always-wanted-someone-to-write-about-reddies">reddie’s first kiss</a> - reddie (517 words, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/179159669842/okay-im-currently-crying-about-stan-so-could-you">patty and stan uris take a bath together</a> - stanpat (1,014 words, fluffy hurt/comfort)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/181155917737/lemme-get-sum-reddie-phone-sex">reddie phone sex</a> - reddie (3,258 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/181588913352/dood-i-need-some-stanlon">new years stanlon</a> - stanlon (1,654 words, fluffy NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/182175395497/heres-a-prompt-for-you-sorry-its-so-long-kind">I Was Not Born to Drown</a> - reddie (8,829 words, angst)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/182485270622/babydoll-face-i-have-a-prompt-for-you-how-does">Tell Me All the Things You Wanna Do</a> - wheelzier (9,332 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/183433179452/hi-hello-was-jw-would-u-ever-write-nsfw-reddie">And I Never Saw You Coming</a> - wheelzierbrak (7,491 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/183459703617/can-you-do-a-reddie-prompt-where-richie-and-eddie">Like a Melody in My Head</a> - reddie (3,005 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/184826523987/you-should-write-a-reddie-fanfic-of-richie-fucking">Different Kind of Phone Sex</a> - reddie (1,602 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/184978525412/can-you-please-write-a-really-hard-core-bdsm-smut">bdsm wheelzier</a> - wheelzier (7,245 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/185708023502/can-i-request-a-beverie-fluff-turned-into-smut-i">post-college graduation sex</a> - beverie (2,597 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/186234968987/can-you-write-something-where-richie-is-dating">Mean It in the Morning</a> - reddie (2,421 words, angst with a happy ending)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/186945278042/wheelzier-richie-works-at-the-fair-and-un-rigs">richie unrigs a fair game for mike</a> - wheelzier (1k words, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/187035129817/okay-i-know-you-arent-taking-fic-requests-rn-but">Seeing Stars</a> - hanzier (3,173 words, fluffy NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/187352562162/cami-please-post-some-wheelzier-it-cures-my">cuddle buddies</a> - wheelzier (2,077 words, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/190045884302/please-write-more-bill-bev-richie-smut">Bedroom Eyes</a> - billverie (6,338 words, NSFW)</p><p><b>prompts</b></p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175767580302/hii-i-would-love-to-see-what-you-do-with-dont">“Don’t cover your mouth; I wanna hear you”</a> - stanlon (2,347 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175864389717/i-love-seeing-you-all-wethard-and-are-you-shy">“I love seeing you all wet/hard” and “Are you shy?” </a>- reddie (3,518 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/178684050537/20-reddie-for-the-kiss-prompts">kiss on a scar </a>- reddie (384 words, angst and fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/178710360292/reddit-or-stenbrough-with-love-and-from-grief">a kiss with love &amp; from grief</a> - reddie (351 words, angst)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/178764413752/reddie-kiss-944">a kiss in public &amp; out of lust</a> - reddie (961 words, mildly NSFW) and <a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/180359539807/omg-please-make-a-second-part-to-the-reddie-prompt">its continuation</a> (3,420, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/178773642127/stanlon-and-10">a desperate kiss</a> - stanlon (470 words, mildly NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/178773886467/36-beverie-blease">a kiss to give up control </a>- beverie (527 words, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/178793666592/kiss-prompt-for-either-on-a-falling-tear-or-on">a kiss on a falling tear </a>- stanlon (638 words, fluff and angst)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/178871312307/bichie-18">a kiss as encouragement </a>- bichie (542 words, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/178873120797/bichie-24-plss-i-love-your-writing">a kiss in danger </a>- bichie (553 words, fluff, sorta hurt/comfort)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/178933799222/beverie-for-4-please">a kiss where it hurts </a>- beverie (545 words, hurt/comfort)</p><p><b>hcs</b></p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/174695673092/small-sorta-nsfw-reddie-hc-inspired-in-part-by">richie loses his belt</a> (reddie, slightly NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/174993701102/idk-how-to-intro-to-hcs-but-please-consider-richie">richie writes songs </a>(reddie, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175341356922/my-humble-opinion-on-which-losers-can-drive-mike">how each loser drives</a></p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175381698797/some-soft-stanlon-hcs-bc-these-boys-deserve-it">soft stanlon hcs</a> (stanlon, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175472187120/okay-so-i-love-eddie-in-panties-as-much-as-the">eddie does richie’s laundry</a> (reddie, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175476019267/some-college-bichie-hcs-bc-i-love-these-bois-a-lot">bill works at blockbuster</a> (bichie, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175934963152/more-college-bichie-hcs-bc-thats-the-mood-this">college playwright!bill/actor!richie</a> (bichie, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/176112688787/went-to-the-beach-the-other-day-and-got-inspired">lifeguard!eddie</a> (reddie, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/176249612662/can-i-offer-you-some-nice-ben-and-eddie-friendship">eddie and ben are best friends </a>(hansbrak, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/176794507442/lmao-belbys-this-ones-for-you-sigmund-freud-is">richie has an oral fixation</a> (reddie, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/177292238517/no-one-asked-for-this-lol-but-here-have-some-soft">soft wheelzier hcs</a> (wheelzier, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/178499206502/here-are-some-stanverly-hcs-bc-theyre-underrated">stanverly laundromat date</a> (stanverly, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/181473424697/another-wheelzier-concept-last-few-bullets-are">mike w is richie’s TA </a>(wheelzier, slightly NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/181558300167/wheelzier-would-love-shotgunning-getting-high">wheelzier shotgunning</a> (wheelzier, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/181654207497/can-i-get-a-long-head-canon-list-for-soft-reddie">if reddie met on the bus</a> (reddie, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/181708885882/can-we-have-some-soft-wheelzier-headcanons">more soft wheelzier </a>(wheelzier, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/181913322277/im-sorry-but-has-anyone-ever-asked-you-what-do">the losers club’s first pride</a></p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/181913519647/i-was-actually-just-thinking-about-the-party-at">the party’s first pride</a></p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/183479121027/mike-wheeler-getting-sick-his-boyfriend-richie">richie taking care of a sick mike</a> (wheelzier, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/184481644042/do-you-have-any-smutty-madwheeler-hcs">mike and max sneaking around</a> (madwheeler, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/184557895487/do-you-have-nsfw-hcs-for-bichie">soft bichie sex</a> (bichie, NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/184558593532/here-are-some-elstan-hcs-bc-listen-listen-to-me">el and stan as ~quirky~ soulmates</a> (elstan, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/184606700752/you-are-going-to-need-to-write-some-elstan-nsfw">nsfw elstan</a></p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/185190755807/i-dont-know-if-this-is-your-cup-of-tea-but-when">nsfw lumax</a></p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/185262735587/lumax-headcannons-pls-i-love-ur-blog">soft lumax</a> </p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/186480897702/hear-me-out-madwheeler-buzzfeed-unsolved-au-ft">mike, max, and dustin buzzfeed unsolved au</a> (madwheeler, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/186799839392/i-was-told-that-youre-one-of-the-best-people-to">soft stanverly</a></p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/186852150562/okay-so-the-ask-got-deleted-somehow-but-it-was">bichie being dumbasses in love</a> (bichie, slightly NSFW)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/186853633782/elstan-as-professors-this-is-in-hc-format-but">el and stan as professors</a> (elstan, fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/186947712542/can-you-post-more-smutty-madwheeler-hcs">more nsfw madwheeler </a></p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/187176864142/can-you-do-hcs-for-lumax-where-max-is-just-a-drunk">drunk max/DD lucas</a> (lumax, established relationship fluff)</p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/187225679732/lumax-headcannons">gym couple lumax</a> (fluff)</p><p><b>multi-chapter</b></p><p>Havana - {<a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/174315796667/havana-part-1-eddie-goes-on-spring-break-and">part 1</a>} {<a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/174515439377/havana-part-2">part 2</a>} {<a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/174872619127/havana-part-3">part 3</a>} {<a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175222670037/havana-part-4">part 4</a>} {<a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175727334992/havana-part-5">part 5</a>} {<a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/176098332817/havana-part-6">part 6</a>} - reddie (32,044 words, NSFW, complete)</p><p><b>metas</b></p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/176461911532/richie-toziers-role-in-the-losers-club-a-very">Richie Tozier’s Role in The Losers Club</a></p><p><b>reverse big bang 2019</b></p><p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/186815912422/dissolve">Dissolve</a> - bichie (17k, angst and smut)</p></blockquote>
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<p>Richie Tozier always knew he liked boys. Sure, girls were pretty. They smelled nice and were soft and giggly. Girls like Bev were loud and less proper made him feel fuzzy too. Abbigail Miller even laughed at his jokes once in a while in geometry class. But boys gave him a different feeling. Instead of the sharp tingly sensation girls gave him, boys made him giddy and light, butterflies whirling in his stomach.   </p>
<p>Bill’s smile?<b> <i>Celestial</i></b>. Absolutely stunning. Stan’s bird book? Extraordinary. <i><b>Beautifull</b>y</i> crafted and plotted. Mike’s laugh? <b><i>Euphoric</i>.</b> Could light up an entire room. Eddie’s eyes?<b> </b><i><b>Oh my god, Eddie’s eyes.</b> </i>Richie could get lost in them for hours. Ben’s writing? It makes him melt like a<b> <i>popsicle</i></b>. Absolutely feel gooey and soft inside.    </p>
<p>Richie loved Bev.<i><b> So much</b></i>. Her wild orange hair that curled around her ears and her soft pale skin that reddened under the summer sun. How she snorts when she laughs too hard, her gravelly voice at midnight when they have sleepovers. Her fashion sense and adorable accessories. Richie could go on and on.    </p>
<p><br/>It scares him sometimes. He loves his best friends more than friends. All of them. He’s gay but likes girls. He loves more than one person romantically. Literally, everything that could get him killed in the 80’s he was. Except being black, of course.    </p>
<p><br/>So, when Bill radioed him as he was lazing in his room, doodling sketches of drum sets and guitars in his notebook, he scrambled off the bed and stumbled to the edge of his desk, kicking off the piles of dirty shirts that were hiding the walkie talkie.   </p>
<p> <br/>“Richie, you c-copy? O-over.” Richie grinned and answered Bill quickly, coughing once to make sure his voice didn’t crack from being silent for the past fifteen minutes (he talks to himself, sue him).    </p>
<p><br/>“Present, Billy boy. What can I do to assist you, good sir? Over.” Richie replied, his posh accent slipping through before he could stop it.    </p>
<p><br/>“Radio Eddie a-and S-Stan, tell t-them I-I called a meeting at the clubhouse in t-t-twenty. Over.” Bill answered, his voice lighter than a second ago. Richie grinned and felt his chest lightly flutter at the thought of making Bill laugh in that soft way.    </p>
<p><br/>“Copy that Billiam. You’ll go look for Ben, Bev, and Mike, right? Over.” Richie knew Bill would want to find the others. He didn’t really like talking through the talkies to much if he had pressing matters. He also knew Richie would take a full three hours to get to the clubhouse if he sent him.    </p>
<p><br/>“Y-Yeah. O-Over.” Bill sounded a bit antsy, so Richie decided to let him go find the others instead of annoying him, which he itched to do.   </p>
<p> <br/>“Alright. I’ll go radio the other two. See you in twenty, big Bill. Over and out.” Richie let go of the button and exhaled. He changed the station to Eddie’s and waited for the boy to answer him, softly muttering Take on Me under his breath.    </p>
<p>“What’s up, Tozier? Over.” Eddie’s voice crackled through. Richie smiled dopily and snickered.    </p>
<p><br/>“You really don’t wanna know, Kaspbrak. That’s something only your mom would know-” Richie couldn’t even finish his joke before Eddie was screeching at him.    <br/>“Beep fucking beep, trash mouth!” Eddie yelled, his voice almost blowing out the tiny box’s speaker. Richie threw his head back and laughed, making sure to keep the pressure on the talk button. Eddie grumbled on the line. Richie could already imagine his scrunched nose and rolling eyes.   </p>
<p><br/>	“Was there any actual reason you radioed? Or did you just want someone to annoy to the death, you idiot? Over.” Eddie grumbled, grunting ‘shit’ when he dropped something distractedly.   </p>
<p><br/>“Yeah actually, Bill called us down to the clubhouse in twenty. Be there or be square. Over.” Richie taunted, pulling on his converse with a slight struggle. Eddie paused.  </p>
<p><br/>“Aright Rich, I guess I’ll have to cancel your mom’s two o’clock.” Eddie choked. Richie stopped for a second before cackling. Eddie giggled and it sounded like he was rooting around his closet for a second.   </p>
<p><br/>“Alright, I’ll meet you by the edge of the forest in ten Rich. Over and Out.” Eddie sighed contently into the radio. Richie hummed, though he knew Eddie wasn’t listening anymore. He took a second to fully calm his still giggle-filled breaths before he started calling out to Stan on his channel.   </p>
<p><br/>It took Stan a bit longer, but he actually answered Richie, which was all he could ask for, really.   </p>
<p> <br/>“I copy, Richard. What do you want? I was in the middle of a very important bird cataloging, over.” Stan huffed into the talkie. Richie’s subconscious sighed lovingly. <i>Of course, you were, Stanny.</i> Richie forced himself to not giggle into the receiver.   </p>
<p><br/>	“Well, hurry up and get your rocks off to that bird, Stan, ‘cuz Bill wants us down at the clubhouse in sixteen,” Richie yelled. He knew it was unnecessary, but it was just on brand if he was being honest.   </p>
<p><br/>“Alright Richie, I’ll meet you down there. Over and out.” Stan’s voice sounded strained as he spoke, but he let go of the button before Richie could say anything. Richie smiled again. <i>Oh, how you wound me with your curtness, Stanantha.  </i></p>
<p><br/>Richie pushed himself up on knobby knees. He looked in the mirror for a second. He was missing his baggy Hawaiian shirt, but he already had on his Guns N’ Roses shirt and shorts. He really didn’t feel like changing into a white shirt, so he picked up a mostly blue Hawaiian shirt and slugged it on.    </p>
<p><br/>He was slightly sweaty since it was mid-summer and his hair had grown out a bit longer. Richie sighed and tugged at a strand. He really didn’t feel like asking his mother to take him to a barbershop. He pulled it into a half up half down kind of thing and tied the scrunchie that he had jokingly bought tightly to the hair it was struggling to keep up.    </p>
<p><br/>Richie looked around his room, trying to decide what else to bring with him. He decided on his wallet and keys since he had nothing else to bring. Richie rode the railing of the stairs down, smiling widely as he jumped off and made his way toward the front door.  </p>
<p><br/>“Where are you goin’, Richard?” Richie tensed. He wasn’t aware that his mom was home. He turned slowly to meet her bored gaze. She was sat at the kitchen counter, a book resting on it and empty wine glass next to it. Richie observed bleakly that the wine bottle was almost empty and the glass untouched. He smiled tensely.  </p>
<p><br/>“Just down to the creek, ‘ma.” He replied tersely. She grunted and continued reading the book, slumping over it. He narrowed his eyes and pursed his lips for a second, but spun on his heel just as quickly and scampered out of the house.  </p>
<p>Richie peddled down the street, his shirt billowing behind him. He giggled and laughed his way to the hill just before the trees stopped your bike path. Eddie sat there, Stan’s bike sitting next to his as he fiddled with blades of grass.  </p>
<p><br/> Richie grinned and skid to a stop in front of Eddie, who yelped and scrambled backward.  </p>
<p><br/>“Hardy har har, Richie.” Eddie huffed, pushing him off the bike. Richie squeaked and went tumbling down, Eddie laughing above him. He grunted and pushed himself away from his now splayed out bike, leaning on his elbows to glare at the smug boy standing over him.  </p>
<p><br/>“This won’t kill me, Ed’s. Sorry to burst your bubble.” Richie grumbled. He grinned when Eddie murmured a small ‘damn it’ and stuck his hand out for Eddie to help him up. </p>
<p><br/>The boy did so, and they took off into the forest, casually dodging trees as they talked. Richie saw a trash bag a few feet away, so while Eddie was ranting, he slowed down behind Ed’s and picked it up.  </p>
<p><br/>Richie grinned slyly and called Eddie. Eddie turned around, his brows furrowed in confusion before he screamed and leaped backward, almost tripping on roots in his haste to get away from the bag.  </p>
<p><br/>“Richie, you absolute motherfucker!” Eddie screamed, tumbling over his own feet and landing in the piles of leaves behind him. Richie winced but guffawed none the less, slowly approaching Eddie’s fallen form while holding his quivering stomach. </p>
<p> <br/>“H-Holy shit, Eds, you took a helluva fall-” Richie snorted, covering his mouth as he laughed so hard tears blurred his vision. Eddie fumbled on the ground for a second before pushing himself off of the dirt. He dusted off his shirt and rubbed at his scuffed knees. Eddie glowered at Richie and hit his chest, causing the giggly boy to tumble backward and lean against a tree.   </p>
<p><br/>“You’re an ass, Richie. I swear to god my mom’s gonna freak out when she sees how scraped my knees are. Shit, I’ve got a bruise on my back to and- Richie! This is all your fucking fault,” Eddie whined, pulling Richie forward to continue their trek to the clubhouse.   </p>
<p><br/>Richie sighed and bumped his shoulder to Eddie’s, grinning softly with a blush pink face. Eddie scoffed and flicked his glasses askew in retaliation. Richie startled for a second, but fixed them, huffing about Eddie being a spoilsport.   <br/>They’d approached the clubhouse lid, once again bickering about Miss Kaspbrak’s ‘late-night hobbies.’   </p>
<p><br/>I’m just saying Edelina, you should show your stepdad some respect.” Richie teased as Eddie, and he descended the ladder into the clubhouse.   </p>
<p><br/>“Oh, shut the fuck up, Trashmouth. I’ll respect you when I’m dead.” Eddie groaned, both boys making their way to the hammock by muscle memory.  Richie pulled Eddie into a headlock when he heard him mutter “respect” and then snort. Eddie yelped and crashed into him, struggling against Richie’s hold while the taller boy snickered. He stopped when he noticed Stan in the corner, eyes pink and puffy. Richie’s face fell as he saw Stan shrink into himself when he looked at him.    </p>
<p><br/>“Hey Stanley, what are you doing over there by your lonesome? Come help me christen Edward into the cult.” Richie grinned at him and made his way over to Stan, who was still curled into a ball. Stan had his nose on his knees as he tried to even out his breathing.    </p>
<p><br/>“Mind your own business, Rich.” Stan huffed, hiding his face entirely in his legs. Richie frowned and hesitated for a second, before making up his mind. He hummed and pushed Stan’s face out of his position, pressing a hand to his forehead and letting his mouth curl upwards into his silly smile.    </p>
<p><br/>“We’ve discussed this, Staniel, no can do. Now stop making out with your knobby knees and tell me what’s wrong.” Richie snickered, hand moving up to curl into Stan’s hair. Stan flinches but cuts it abruptly. Richie’s teasing smile slipped down into a frown. Stan flinching was one thing, but hiding it was another. Richie’s resolve to make Stan happy only grew tremendously after he felt the pang of hurt in his heart from Stan’s actions.   </p>
<p><br/>“The painting in dad’s office freaked me out again. It was worse this time though. Full-blown panic and everything.” Stan whispered; mouth still set firmly behind his knees. Richie’s mind raced for a second, reminding him of when he didn’t take his meds. </p>
<p><br/>Richie blinked, and in that second, memories flashed when his eyelids were closed. <i> Stan, with bandages framing his face. Stan crying in a dark, damp room, bleeding wounds on his head. Stan grinning in a field with the rest of them in a circle as they chuckled.</i> Richie swallowed and strengthened his resolve, not letting the confusion that ran through his brain deter him from making Stan feel better. He grinned again, a smile growing wider as he spoke.   </p>
<p><br/>“Stanny boy, why didn’t you just say so? I mean, I knew you were into boys, but golly gee, Stan, I didn’t know you were afraid of women!” Richie snickered. Stan rolled his eyes but didn’t declare his hate for Richie.<i> No dice, I guess. </i> </p>
<p><br/>Richie frowned again and pulled Stan’s leg towards him. Stan looked at him strangely but didn’t protest the movement. Eddie, who seemed to know what Richie was getting at, scrambled over and quickly snuggled into Stan’s side, while Richie flopped onto Stan’s lap. </p>
<p> <br/>The new position seemed to make Stan relax, which made Richie let out a sigh of relief. I should ‘a figured touch would calm ol’ Stan the Man. He likes to pretend he’s cold, but I distinctly remember the fourth grade’s hug count: sixty-eight. They stayed like that for a few minutes, Eddie humming Abba under his breath distractedly. Richie held up Stan’s bird book, reading it half-assed but flipping the page when Stan twitched.    </p>
<p><br/>They had only been sitting for a good 20 minutes before Stan was shifting in discomfort. Eddie looked at Richie pointedly, who shrugged and got off of Stan, following Eddie to the hammock.  </p>
<p><br/>Eddie and Richie settled in, comic books open in their laps and voices loud but soft as they conversed. Out of the corner of his eye, Richie saw Stan smile and lean back onto the wall, flipping through his book calmly. Richie grinned softly, lost in his thoughts when Eddie snorted.  </p>
<p><br/>“Could you be any more love-struck, you idiot,” He laughed. Richie startled a bit but puffed out his cheeks and pinched Eddie’s.  </p>
<p><br/>“Only for you, my prince.” Richie swooned; voice sixteen octaves higher as he mocked Eddie. Eddie scoffed and slapped his hand away, rubbing at the sore skin. The short boy scowled and punched Richie’s shoulder, who laughed and settled back down to read his comic. Eddie huffed but did so as well.  </p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>It took the rest of the losers more than twenty minutes to arrive, as Richie expected. He figured Bill took a bit to explain what was happening to the losers who didn’t have talkies yet. Bill, Mike, Ben, and Beverley sat down in the middle of the clubhouse. Stan shuffled over, and Richie pushed Eddie off the hammock, causing them to both go tumbling as they neared the group, laughing and pushing each other as they rolled into their open seats at the circle.   </p>
<p> <br/>Richie watched as they all greeted each other, the air light-hearted. He looked over at Bill, who was looking down and biting his lip. Richie frowned, knowing Bill called them here for some reason that wouldn’t be happy.<i> Please don’t move away,</i> he thought fleetingly.   </p>
<p><br/>“I-I fuh-forgot G-Ge-Georgie,” Richie’s ears ring like a bomb went off right in front of him. A mantra of <i>Georgiewho’sGerogiewhydoesit<b>hurt</b> - </i> </p>
<p>  <br/><i>Georgie</i>. George Denbrough. Bill’s brother- hell, <i>his</i> brother, his<i> dead</i> brother. For the second time that day, Richie gets a pounding migraine to accompany the flashes of memories.   </p>
<p><br/><i>Bill, Georgie, and him playing tag and pirates in the Denbrough’s backyard in third grade. Helping Georgie with his science homework at the dining table- <b>the mitochondria are the powerhouse of the cell, Georgie-pie! </b>“<b>Thanks, Rich-Rich, but what’s the difference between lightning and thunder.</b>”- His smiling face flashed, dimples deep, and platonic love racing through him at the speed of light. Tickling Georgie until he cried with laughter, teaching Georgie to ride his bike, little training wheels straining as he tried to keep up with Bill, Eddie, Stan and him. </i>   </p>
<p><br/>Richie’s eyes burned, at the memories, the last one hitting him like a truck. The <i>funeral</i>. They had a closed casket because there wasn’t a body to show. Richie remembers sneaking in through Bill’s window and crying silently, hugging the Denbrough loosely as Bill sobbed into his neck. Richie swallowed and sighed, finally breaking the silence. </p>
<p>“<i>Shit,</i> Bill.” Richie sighed, wiping the palms of his hands on his shorts.   </p>
<p>“Y-Yeah,” Bill exhaled, rubbing his cheek harshly. Everyone pressed closer together, trying to comfort him.  </p>
<p><br/>“T-they cleaned o-o-o-out h-his r-room an-and I-I didn’t e-even n-n-n-no-shit,” Bill whimpered. Richie saw red, his ears roaring with how fast blood rushed to his cheeks, making him red with anger. <i>Those absolute assholes!</i> Richie recalls the distant eyes when they passed over Bill like they didn’t see him. Richie doesn’t really know why he didn’t notice before, why he doesn’t remember anything he should.   </p>
<p><br/>Richie paced and yelled, vaguely noticing the rest of the losers had huddled closer to Bill as he sniffled and cried. As much as he was cursing Bill’s parents to hell and back, he was mad at himself. Richie knows (knew?) about Bill’s home life. He knows about Georgie. <i>He shouldn’t forget things as big as this.</i> Bill, his best friend since kinder, his brother, has suffered so much and Richie can’t remember it? He can’t even remember Georgie?</p>
<p><br/>“Rich, c’mon,” Mike warned in his soft-parental voice. Richie felt his anger melt into sadness and confusion. He slumped over, and shakily took Mike’s outstretched hand. Mike pulled Richie down, hard enough that the lanky boy tumbled practically into his lap. Richie didn’t see the point in moving, so he settled against Mike and let the broader boy hold him gently.  </p>
<p><br/>“Sorry, Billy boy. Couldn’t help but get riled up, to protect your honor, sir.” Richie used his British voice in an attempt to get Bill to laugh. When Bill does huff out his cute laugh, Richie grinned and scrunched his nose up, crossing his eyes at Bill. Making the losers laugh was his most significant achievement and his only pride.   </p>
<p><br/>“Rich, I swear to god, your face is gonna get even uglier if you keep fucking doing that!” Eddie squawked. Richie gasped and reeled back into Mike as far as he could, putting a hand on his chest dramatically.   </p>
<p><br/>“The nerve, Edward! I’ll have you know your mother loves this mug, and nothing you say can change it, mister!” Richie wags his finger in Eddie’s face, who yelped and slapped it away.     </p>
<p><br/>They squabbled and laughed as Eddie scolded him loudly. Richie just threw his head back and cackled loudly. Eddie squealed and tried to scramble away from him, scooting across the floor quickly. Richie followed him, still giggling as they rough-housed with the losers still laughing around them.  </p>
<p><br/> Bill was still giggling and wheezing when they quieted. The losers watched him with soft smiles, melting for the soft lopsided grin on his face. Richie was still soft and surrounded in a hazy cloud of pride when he’s jolted out of it by Stan.</p>
<p>“I, I forgot too.”</p>
<p>Richie stops. He feels his grin slip off, the soft breathing of the loser’s fade. If Richie was paying attention, he would say it sounded like he had just jumped into the quarry, the split second where the water stops moving around you. It should be peaceful, but it only lasts a second before it sounds like Richie is screaming inside his own head. </p>
<p> <br/><i>Stan forgot and so did I I’m not insane I’m not crazy I’m not, insane? But Stan forgot and so did Bill and his mom and Dad and so did I – what made me forget? What’s in my head make it stop everything’s so fuzzy I can’t remember- </i></p>
<p><i> </i><br/>Richie’s thoughts came to a stop when he heard Eddie’s breath shutter. Richie rubbed at his eyes from under his glasses and shuffled closer to Eddie. He reached out a hand to the boy but tensed as his mind flashed again.  </p>
<p><i>Bill, Stan, Eddie and him walking down the hall on the last day of school, talking about Stan’s Bar mitzvah, passing by the Bowers gang, Patrick licking his lips at Richie. Him joking about them signing his yearbook. Dumping out the contents of his backpack right outside the doors.  </i></p>
<p><i><br/>Bill in the sewer. Eddie stopping mid-sentence, looking away from him and Bill, who was still standing in greywater. Stan whines-<b> we’re supposed to be having fun!</b> - Bill holding a shoe, Richie hopping on one leg, and shutting up when his heart is in his throat because no one laughed. Ben crashing into the water behind them, startling them.  </i></p>
<p><i><br/>Ben getting carved up by Henry Bowers. How- when did bowers get to him?  </i></p>
<p><i><br/></i>Richie gets startled out of his trance by hands shaking him. He blinks and is met by Mike’s face, holding him by the neck and one on his waist. He could feel Eddie’s hand on his arm and the other on his cheek. Richie could faintly feel damp streaks on his cheeks.  </p>
<p><br/>“Rich c’mon, look at me. Breathe, alright?” Mike tried to get Richie to focus on him, but Richie was still scrambling to remember what was happening. He dragged his numb hands up to cup Eddie’s and the other to rest against Mike’s.  <br/>“Mike- what, what happened?” Richie slurred, blinking rapidly to get the dots out of his vision. Eddie answers him instead.  </p>
<p><br/>“You froze, Rich. Just stopped moving. Your eyes glazed over, did you have a seizure? Holy shit, Richie did you just have a fucking seizure? Ma says you don’t have to start seizing and convulsing to have a seizure, guys I think we should-” Eddie rambled looking over at the others, who almost immediately tried to calm him down too before he worked himself up into a coughing fit.  </p>
<p><br/>“I-I was remembering.” Richie murmured. When he looked up and realized Eddie was still freaking out, he rose his voice and shuffled forward on his knees to get closer to the boy.  </p>
<p><br/>“I was remembering, Eds.” Eddie inhaled deeply but looked at him strangely.  </p>
<p><br/>“Remembering what, Rich?” The boy asked, eyebrows furrowed and mouth set into a grimace. Richie licked his lips and wrung his hands nervously, noticing the losers were now all looking at him. He cleared his throat before explaining.  </p>
<p><br/>“I was remembering Georgie. H-how we played together on school days and stuff. I also remembered the” Richie swallows nervously, “The clown. Holy shit, what the fuck! Guys, the clown! How, how did we forget the clown?” Richie exhales, hand flying up to his mouth to bite at his nails. Mike pushes his hand back down, so Richie bounces his leg instead. Bev looked at Ben for a second and looked back to Richie cautiously. Richie felt his stomach plummet when he met her eyes. </p>
<p><br/>“Richie, what clown?”  </p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>okay, so, often I’ll see fic recs on my dash - sometimes I’ll be included and I’m always so flattered each time, so I thought it was about time I made one myself, because as a fic writer, there’s no better feeling than seeing someone love your stories so much that they took the time to bring it up and introduce it to others for them to enjoy as well! </p>
<p>so just know that I and many others appreciate all that you fic writers do for us, and personally I am inspired by many of you to never stop writing! I admire you all so very much and love being able to share these creations with you!</p>
<p>

so below the cut I have listed some of my favourite one-shot and multi-chaptered fics in the IT fandom, including multiple pairings to help spread the love!

<br/></p>
<p>strap in, there’s a lot to get through! </p>
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Tags: 

Post id: 188272127898
Date: 2019-10-11 05:24:12 GMT
Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/188272127898/littlespooneddie-richie-and-bill-do-dumb
Slug: littlespooneddie-richie-and-bill-do-dumb
Reblog key: e1WhiuJn
Reblog url: https://littlespooneddie.tumblr.com/post/167663653690/richie-and-bill-do-dumb-shit-eddie-and-stan
Reblog name: littlespooneddie
Title: 
Body: <p><a href="https://littlespooneddie.tumblr.com/post/167663653690/richie-and-bill-do-dumb-shit-eddie-and-stan" class="tumblr_blog">littlespooneddie</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p><b>Richie and Bill:</b> (Do dumb shit)</p>
<p><b>Eddie and Stan from heaven:</b> who tf gonna stop them now</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><a href="http://north-star-lesbian.tumblr.com/post/179591315776/scott-lang-completely-misunderstanding-peter" class="tumblr_blog">north-star-lesbian</a>:</p>
<blockquote>
<p><a href="http://bi-thor.tumblr.com/post/179193377643/scott-lang-completely-misunderstanding-peter" class="tumblr_blog">bi-thor</a>:</p>
<blockquote>
<p>scott lang, completely misunderstanding peter parker’s power: hey if u want man we could get tiny and just like hang out, i don’t know if you’ve ever been in a lego castle but it’s pretty sweet </p>
<p>peter parker: u have no idea how much physical pain having to turn this offer down is causing me but, </p>
</blockquote>

<p>Scott Lang, upon realizing Peter Parker can’t shrink: oh okay no biggee, we’ll just make the LEGO castle big</p>
</blockquote>

<p>Peter, ready to cry from joy: do you like Star Wars? Because I have a replica… and my friend Ned and I got it to fly…</p>
<p>Scott Lang, a mechanical engineer and nerd: kid you are my people</p>
</blockquote>
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<p>Dear Shipper who runs a whole blog dedicated to your fave OTP I challenge you to make 146 aesthetics of one specific ship before the year is over. Here are the 146 most popular romance tropes of all time. Can your OTP pull off all of them? That remains to be seen</p>
<p>1.	abduction to love</p>
<p>2.	accidental pregnancy</p>
<p>3.	afraid to commit</p>
<p>4.	all grown up</p>
<p>5.	amnesia</p>
<p>6.	antihero romance</p>
<p>7.	arranged marriage</p>
<p>8.	athlete</p>
<p>9.	bait and switch</p>
<p>10.	beauty and the beast</p>
<p>11.	best friend’s lover</p>
<p>12.	best friend’s sibling</p>
<p>13.	best friends/ friends first</p>
<p>14.	billionaire</p>
<p>15.	blackmail</p>
<p>16.	blind date</p>
<p>17.	bodyguard crush</p>
<p>18.	boss/employee</p>
<p>19.	boy hates girl</p>
<p>20.	boy meets ghoul</p>
<p>21.	boy meets girl</p>
<p>22.	break his heart to save him</p>
<p>23.	brother’s best friend</p>
<p>24.	bully turned puppy lover</p>
<p>25.	can’t live with them, can’t live without them</p>
<p>26.	celebrity loves commoner</p>
<p>27.	celibate hero</p>
<p>28.	childhood enemies fall in love</p>
<p>29.	childhood friends</p>
<p>30.	childhood marriage promise</p>
<p>31.	Cinderella story/wrong side of the tracks</p>
<p>32.	classes clash</p>
<p>33.	clueless love</p>
<p>34.	consanguinity
</p>
<p>35.	crazy love</p>
<p>36.	Cyrano/matchmaker</p>
<p>37.	damaged lead finds happily ever after
</p>
<p>38.	dark secret keeps them apart</p>
<p>39.	different worlds</p>
<p>40.	disguise</p>
<p>41.	enemies to lovers</p>
<p>42.	everyone can see it</p>
<p>43.	fairytale
</p>
<p>44.	fake engagement</p>
<p>45.	fatal attraction</p>
<p>46.	first love</p>
<p>47.	fish out of water</p>
<p>48.	fling</p>
<p>49.	forbidden love/Romeo and Juliet</p>
<p>50.	friends with benefits</p>
<p>51.	girl wants bad boy</p>
<p>52.	guardian/ward</p>
<p>53.	guy wants cheerleader</p>
<p>54.	huge guy, tiny girl
</p>
<p>55.	if I can’t have you, no one will!</p>
<p>56.	imaginary love triangle</p>
<p>57.	impotent love</p>
<p>58.	innocent cohabitation</p>
<p>59.	instant/false sweethearts</p>
<p>60.	it happened in Vegas</p>
<p>61.	jilted bride/groom</p>
<p>62.	law enforcement</p>
<p>63.	long distance relationship</p>
<p>64.	long-term lovers</p>
<p>65.	love at first sight</p>
<p>66.	love interest has a profession protagonist abhors</p>
<p>67.	love interest reminds of estranged family member </p>
<p>68.	love potion</p>
<p>69.	love reforms villain</p>
<p>70.	love triangle
</p>
<p>71.	love/hate</p>
<p>72.	lovers in denial/ they’re the last to know</p>
<p>73.	mad love</p>
<p>74.	maid/janitor
</p>
<p>75.	mail-order bride</p>
<p>76.	marriage of convenience</p>
<p>77.	men in uniform</p>
<p>78.	mistaken declaration of love leads to love</p>
<p>79.	mistaken identity</p>
<p>80.	noble rescuer steps in </p>
<p>81.	nobody thinks it will work</p>
<p>82.	not good enough for him/her</p>
<p>83.	oblivious to love</p>
<p>84.	older man, younger woman</p>
<p>85.	on the rocks</p>
<p>86.	one night stand</p>
<p>87.	one wants true love/other wants a fling</p>
<p>88.	oops! fall in love with the wrong person (which could ruin everything!)</p>
<p>89.	opposites attract</p>
<p>90.	orphan</p>
<p>91.	overly shy love</p>
<p>92.	parent/childcare worker</p>
<p>93.	partners in crime</p>
<p>94.	passionate lovers</p>
<p>95.	Plain Jane get the hottie</p>
<p>96.	playboy</p>
<p>97.	politics</p>
<p>98.	pretending to be married or engaged</p>
<p>99.	protector</p>
<p>100.	redemption</p>
<p>101.	rejected as unworthy/ turns life around</p>
<p>102.	reluctant sex worker</p>
<p>103.	removing the rival</p>
<p>104.	rescue romance</p>
<p>105.	return to hometown</p>
<p>106.	reunion romance</p>
<p>107.	revenge</p>
<p>108.	rich man, poor woman/ rich woman, poor man</p>
<p>109.	rivals/ protagonist vs. antagonist</p>
<p>110.	road trip romance</p>
<p>111.	rock star hero</p>
<p>112.	royalty</p>
<p>113.	runaway bride/groom</p>
<p>114.	scars from the past</p>
<p>115.	second chance at love</p>
<p>116.	second time around</p>
<p>117.	secret admirer</p>
<p>118.	secret baby- He doesn’t know she’s PG</p>
<p>119.	secret that can end everything</p>
<p>120.	sibling triangle</p>
<p>121.	sibling’s ex-spouse</p>
<p>122.	similarities attract</p>
<p>123.	sleeps with everyone but you</p>
<p>124.	sorry, I’m taken</p>
<p>125.	stranded together</p>
<p>126.	student/teacher</p>
<p>127.	sudden parent</p>
<p>128.	the one that got away</p>
<p>129.	time travel
</p>
<p>130.	tortured hero(ine)</p>
<p>131.	tragic love affair</p>
<p>132.	tragic past</p>
<p>133.	two-person love triangle (involves some mistaken identity) ex: superman</p>
<p>134.	ugly duckling</p>
<p>135.	unobtainable love interest/ one-sided</p>
<p>136.	unrequited love</p>
<p>137.	unrequited-love-switcheroo love triangle</p>
<p>138.	unwanted harem
</p>
<p>139.	virginal/innocent</p>
<p>140.	wallflower noticed by the rake</p>
<p>141.	was it all a lie? (undercover love)</p>
<p>142.	widow(er)</p>
<p>143.	(wo)man in peril</p>
<p>144.	working with the ex</p>
<p>145.	workplace romance</p>
<p>146. She’s dating Mr. Wrong</p>
<p><b> The challenge is simple, chose a trope, make an aesthetic, tag it #146RTCH and share your genius with others. good luck guys!</b></p>
</blockquote>
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<h1>Mike Head-Cannons </h1>
<h2>Just a couple cannons in a slight AU </h2>
<ul><li>So to start off Mike definitely convinces his grandfather to let him go to high school with the rest of the losers. He joins to football team and gets quite popular. </li>
<li>Even though with he new found popularity, he always sits with the losers at lunch. When people ask why he insists on sitting with them, he just replys “they’re my best friends”. </li>
<li>Which is true because he looks up to all of them and genuinely respects them. </li>
<li>Ben and him go to the library at least once a week to learn more about Derry’s history. They’re both just so intrigued by it, and Ben loves the old photos Mike has from his father. And Mike is just so happy to find someone who loves Derry’s history just as much as he does. </li>
<li>TBH I feel like him and Ben would be super close. Like when Ben started wanting to run to lose weight, Mike was super supportive (all the loser where but Mike more so). Mike and him go running every weekend and Mike keeps encouraging Ben to go just one more block. Ben super appreciates his support. </li>
<li>Since Mike grew up on the farm he actually knows a few things about wild birds since he’s always outside. So Stan loves going bird watching with Mike because Mike actually knows what he’s talking about and they both share a passion for birds. (Well Mike is just passionate about animals in general). </li>
<li>When Eddie was looking for ways to piss off his mom, he decided to join the football team, and asked Mike to teach him how to play. When Mike starts showing him, everything is going great until Eddie falls and hurts his knee. Mike has to calm him down and he tells Eddie that bumps and bruises are gonna happen, but the game is actually really fun. Mike promises he is never gonna let anything serious happen to him on the field. Eddie trusts him on this and they go back to practicing, and eventually Eddie is having so much fun that he doesn’t even notice the few bruises. (Of course Eddie makes the team). </li>
<li>Mike understands that sometimes girls just need other girls to talk too. And he knows that Bev just has the losers. Bev needs a girl like herself to befriend. So he goes out and looks all Derry for the perfect “girlfriend” for Bev and finally finds her. He has to practically beg Bev to meet her and when she finally agrees, the two girls are inseparable. Bev thanks him, telling him it’s great to hang out with someone and not hear a “your momma” joke. </li>
<li>Mike is a B average student and Richie on the other hand is D average student. Poor Mike is the only one with the patience to help Richie study. Richie’s grade slowly starts to improve due to Mike’s dedication to want to see his friends succeed. Richie says that he was already a genius without Mike, but is actually secretly grateful for the help. </li>
<li>Richie also isn’t afraid to punch (well try too) anyone in the face who makes a racist comment about Mike, and the same goes for Mike when he hears someone bullying Richie for being gay. </li>
<li>Mike is one of the few losers who truely understand lost, so he spends Georgie’s birthday and death day with Bill. Sometimes they spend the whole day looking photos of Georgie on Bills bed, or doing things that Georgie likes to do. Bill always waits for Mike to get bored and walk away, but he never does. </li>
<li>So Bill does the same for Mike on his parents birthdays and death days. </li>
<li>Mike always had an extra inhaler for Eddie, cigarettes for Bev and Richie, printed out sayings to help with Bills stutter when it gets real bad, an extra Kippah for Stan in case a bully takes his, and snacks for Ben (to remind Ben that’s it’s okay to enjoy food) in his backpack 24/7. </li>
<li>After everyone leaves Derry one by one and starts to forget, Mike realizes it’s his responsibility to stay behind. </li>
<li>And when they all come back in 27 years, Mike is so damn proud to what they’ve all become, because dammit that’s his family. </li>
</ul><p>Sorry not sorry that is so long, show Mike some love people. </p>
</blockquote>
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Body: <p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="http://arcano-cosplay.tumblr.com/post/173452705235/thors-first-words-to-loki-thor-2011-ill-hunt">arcano-cosplay</a>:</p><blockquote><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Thor&rsquo;s first words to Loki, Thor (2011):</b> I&rsquo;ll hunt the monsters [Jotuns] down and slay them all!</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Thor&rsquo;s last words to Loki, Infinity War (2018):</b> You really are the worst brother.</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Peter Quill:</b> Where is Gamora?!</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Tony Stark:</b> I’ll do you one better, who is Gamora?</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Drax:</b> I’ll do you one better, why is Gamora</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>holy shit it finally occurred to me that benedict cumberbatch being the only one to read the real script is a meta joke for doctor strange to be the only one who knows all the outcomes of the war. </p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b><b>Peter:</b></b> What is that they do exactly?</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b><b>Mantis:</b></b> Kick names and take ass</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Tony:</b> *dumb founded for like 5 minutes* </p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Pepperony: Tony and Pepper being engaged, he basically says he wants to have a child (with her).</p><p>Stony: Tony carrying the fliphone with him probably all the time, Steve calling him Earth’s greatest defender, Steve still considering the compound home.</p><p>ScienceBoyfriends: Bruce staring at Tony in wonder basically all the time, Bruce immediately going for a hug, Tony: “I missed you”, “Glad to have you back”, Tony getting distracted from the aliens because he wants to geek out with Bruce about his nanotech, hoping Bruce is impressed with his nanotech, Bruce saying that (among other things) he and Tony are part of what formed Vision’s mind, Tony being willing to call Steve because Bruce insists it is necessary</p><p>IronStrange: …..did you even watch this movie??? EVERYTHING Honestly, Stephen hands over the Time Stone to keep Tony alive, what else do you need of the chemistry they had every second on screen???</p><p>StarkQuill: Tony being understanding about Peter’s pain at hearing Gamora is dead and trying to defuse the situation, telling him to keep his cool (unlike, y’know, Steve did with Tony in CW???) probably because he knows how it feels to stand next to the murderer of a loved one</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>steve rogers, wanda maximoff and rocket deserve far better than having to watch the same person they love die more than once </p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><h1>infinity war headcanons </h1><p>individually they’re a mess but together they’re like, really bad </p><ul><li>t’challa: ‘what is this’ peter parker: ‘oh that’s my school project it’s toilet paper rolls superglued together’ t’challa under his breath: ‘you are so poor’ </li><li>shuri jamming her finger in the door: ‘ah crap’ steve flexing so his shirt shreds: ‘please don’t fucking swear’ </li><li>thor opens the fridge door to climb inside but starlord is already in there eating twinkies</li><li>starlord, mouth full: ‘find your own fridge you chiselled muscular 6 foot golden haired really handsome bitch’ </li><li>rocket: ‘what’s this’ bucky: ‘my eyeliner’ rocket: ‘wrong. it’s my eyeliner now’ </li><li>rocket: ‘say it. say it’s my eyeliner’ bucky, tears pooling in his eyes, voice choked up: </li><li>wanda, natasha and okoye have girls’ nights where they paint each others’ nails and talk about their body counts </li><li>bruce: ‘oh man….what a week huh’ steve: ‘bruce it’s tuesday’ </li><li>tony opening the door and peter parker quickly shoving something under the covers: </li><li>tony: ‘what the fuck was that? are those dirty magazines? are you hiding dirty magazines???’ peter, thinking about the ouran high school host club manga under his blanket: </li><li>peter, sweating: ‘aha yeah sorry dad’ </li><li>thor: ‘i love earth culture i love your entertainment’ maury on the tv: ‘you are not the father!’ thor throwing a table through a window: ‘HE IS NOT THE FATHER!!’ </li><li>groot: ‘i am groot’ rocket: ‘he says knock knock’ shuri: ‘who’s there’ </li><li>groot: ‘i am groot’ rocket: ‘he doesn’t know he doesn’t do jokes’ </li><li>doctor strange: ‘so you guys have psychic powers too?’ wanda: ‘yes’ vision: ‘i just read your mind’ doctor strange: ‘what does it say’ vision: ‘it says you’re a little bitch’ </li><li>gamora opening the pantry cupboard: ‘peter get out’ starlord: ‘ummmm i have a professional diagnosis? my doctor says i have to do this’ </li><li>gamora: ‘your doctor says you have to eat 6 twinkies at once?’ starlord: ‘….7’ </li><li>nebula: ‘i’m a highly trained expertly honed warrior. i know 367 different ways to kill a man and that’s just with a spool of thread. i’ve been to hundreds of planets and bested thousands of elite warriors-‘ </li><li>loki: ‘um could a highly trained warrior do this?’ nebula: ‘what are you doing’ loki: ‘cartwheels’ </li><li>loki: ‘am i not doing them’  </li><li>t’challa: ‘you are a very advanced group. i am glad wakanda opened its borders’ sam: ‘we all try our best your majesty. not to brag but we kinda <i>are</i> the experts’ </li><li>sam opening a door to see starlord, shirt off, crying, eating twinkies off his bare chest: </li><li>t’challa: ‘…..my mama said i have to come home right now immediately’ </li></ul></blockquote>
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Body: <p><a href="http://lordzuuko.tumblr.com/post/173464326138" class="tumblr_blog">lordzuuko</a>:</p>

<blockquote><p>That part wherein Peter says <i>“Mr. Stark, I don’t feel so good”</i> as he touches his stomach. And you get to witness it <i>slowly</i> happening to him, slowly realizing what’s about to happen to him because of his Spider Sense.<br/></p><p>Then Peter walks to Tony and Tony goes <i>“You’re alright” </i>reassuring this boy, this kid who wasn’t even supposed to be in space and wasn’t supposed to be involved in this war—he was supposed to be back on Earth on his field trip. Then Peter’s legs give out as he throws himself to Tony, but his healing ability tries to fix that as his legs disappear but there’s only so much his powers could do. But this also means he gets to experience the pain way so much more compared to the others because his senses are dialed to eleven—there was just so much input. <i>“I don’t know what’s happening.”</i><br/></p><p>He was in so much pain while he was dying.</p><p>Then Peter <i>cries</i> as he clings harder to Tony because he’s a kid and what do kids do when they can’t help themselves and they don’t know what to do? They go to an adult. Tony Stark is someone who Peter idolizes so much, he believes that Mr. Stark will be able to save him, like he always had.</p><p>So he begs as he cries.</p><p>“I don’t wanna go. I don’t wanna go, Mr. Stark, please. I don’t wanna go, I don’t wanna go.<i> I don’t want to go.</i>”<br/></p><p>That last “I don’t want to go” was the most heartbreaking because his voice, he sounded like a helpless kid as his voice cracks, sobbing so hard, clinging as much as he could hoping Mr. Stark would make everything better because he knows that Mr. Stark is the best.</p><p>Peter is so scared. So, so so scared of dying. He’s so young, he’s only 17. He hasn’t done much yet being a friendly neighborhood Spider-Man. Hasn’t proven himself enough.</p><p>Then he says <i>“I’m sorry.”</i></p><p>He’s sorry because he didn’t listen when he was told to go back to Earth. He’s sorry because he failed Iron Man. He’s sorry because he knew Tony would be guilty and would blame himself if he died. He’s sorry because he’s not strong enough and he’s not worthy to be an Avenger after all. </p><p>And we get to see how affected Tony was, how he was also crying because this kid wants him to save him, to keep him safe—he promised to keep this boy safe. He made him the Iron Spider suit to prevent this from happening. He was going to catch this kid whenever he falls and he did but then it wasn’t good enough because here Peter was, a kid he grew to love so much… dying in his arms and he <i>can’t</i> do anything about it.</p><p>It was Tony’s worst nightmare.</p><p>I love how they took time to <i>actually</i> show it, and not just let Peter disintegrate quickly like the rest. They gave them a moment. A very sad one that made most of us weep in the cinemas because Tony wanted a kid and slowly he realizes that all along he had one and it was Peter. </p><p>This was such a powerful scene because of Tony and Peter’s father-and-son dynamics. This was more than enough to fuel Tony Stark’s rage to face on Thanos because how dare he kill <i>his</i> kid.</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Peter Parker? Don’t you mean Peter Particle?</p><p>Starlord? More like Stardust.</p><p>Black Panther? Pretty sure he’s Black Powder</p><p><br/></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="240" data-orig-width="480"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/5e1b3d75b86044b10eed5f61cafe2258/tumblr_inline_p80h4cB0gW1u5586f_500.gif" data-orig-height="240" data-orig-width="480"/></figure></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>but like tony was so caring, patient, understanding, and sympathetic in this movie… he’s so openly in love with pepper and even talks about their future and how he needs to protect their family, he’s comforting bruce after he’s visibly worried, amidst the chaos he helps one lady to her feet after she takes a fall and asks her if she’s okay, she tells friday to call EMS and evacuate civilians, he even sidelines bruce when he obviously cannot fight, is actually civil with doctor strange even after all the jabs at him, protects peter and acts like a total dad™ with a knighthood included, he doesn’t lose his cool with drax and mantis, calls peter quill “mr. lord”, goes to check on and helps up a distressed doctor strange after he’s seen all possible outcomes, goes with the plan quill concocted because it was better than his own plan, tries to calm down quill after he discovers gamora is dead because he knows what he’s gonna do in his grief, asks strange why he gave up the stone for his life when that meant possibly sealing the fate of the universe, holds peter until his last breath and just,,,,  he’s endured so much all these years and it has shaped him up to be a good person even in adversity</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>T’Challa:</b> Up, General! Up! This is no place to die. </p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><br/></p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>T’Challa:</b> *fuckin dies* </p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><br/></p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Okoye:</b> </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="177" data-orig-width="177" data-tumblr-attribution="yourreactiongifs:jjKfzzzhxu5DrcjAf25xLg:ZMseho219NAMn"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/8368adfeb96f48e2d1a8ea1caec4f730/tumblr_o1wwpngvNc1tq4of6o1_250.gif" data-orig-height="177" data-orig-width="177"/></figure></blockquote>
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<p>I hate when people casually discuss superheroes because I’m sitting in the corner with KNOWLEDGE and OPINIONS but I just have to smile and be like “haha yeah I like superman too” so I don’t scare anyone</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="http://nesgadol.tumblr.com/post/101134862361">nesgadol</a>:</p>
<blockquote>
<p>reblog if ur mom is smart and beautiful</p>
</blockquote>
<p>I scrolled passed then I felt guilty</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><a href="http://jessicajonesss.tumblr.com/post/167189820434/headcanon-that-in-s3-after-much-screaming-and" class="tumblr_blog">jessicajonesss</a>:</p>

<blockquote><p>headcanon that in s3, after much screaming and telekinetic “accidents”, hopper agrees to let eleven and mike go on a date without parental attendance. they all know that hopper will “secretly” be hiding outside the restaurant behind a bush, watching them, but what he doesn’t expect is to find steve already waiting there, one hand holding binoculars to his face and the other holding another set out towards hopper.</p></blockquote>

<p>This is my favorite post on this entire website </p>
</blockquote>
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Body: <p><a href="http://lesbianmaxhargrove.tumblr.com/post/166935008739/but-imagine-the-kids-getting-dropped-off-for-prom" class="tumblr_blog">lesbianmaxhargrove</a>:</p><blockquote><p>But imagine the kids getting dropped off for prom and Steve puts his arm around Hopper’s shoulders and goes “they just grow up so fast, don’t they?” and Hopper just shoves him off and is like “for the last time, Harrington, they aren’t really your kids”</p></blockquote>
Tags: 

Post id: 166220332073
Date: 2017-10-09 16:05:35 GMT
Post url: https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/166220332073/are-you-interested-in-watching-adventure-time-but
Slug: are-you-interested-in-watching-adventure-time-but
Reblog key: TK7jsmyH
Reblog url: https://kellyabbott.tumblr.com/post/166219842514/are-you-interested-in-watching-adventure-time-but
Reblog name: kellyabbott
Title: Are you interested in watching Adventure Time, but intimidated by the thought of watching 252 episodes? Have you watched the series before, but want to watch again without any filler episodes (unless it’s Bubbline, of course)? This is for you!
Body: <p><a href="https://modernmarcy.tumblr.com/post/158756581221/are-you-interested-in-watching-adventure-time-but" class="tumblr_blog">modernmarcy</a>:</p>
<blockquote>
<p>After seeing a request in the ATimers tag, I have compiled a list of all the <i>Adventure Time</i> episodes that contain major plot, important backstory, major characterization, and/or Bubbline moments. I have also included optional episodes that I think will increase your understanding/enjoyment of the show (I put the reason next to it; if it says something about being an arc, backstory, characterization, etc., be warned that not watching may make the major plot points of the show a bit more confusing for you). <br/></p>
<p>I condensed the show down to 128 of the 10-minute episodes (69 episodes if you don’t watch any of the optional episodes). <i>Optional episodes</i> are in italics. Episodes with <b>Bubbline moments</b>, <b>characterization of Marcy/Princess Bubblegum (PB)</b>, or <b>major backstory/plot related to Marcy/PB</b> are in bold. Anything with a an asterisk (*) can be watched at any time (order doesn’t matter, though you may still want to watch it in the same season). </p>
<p>I hope this helps someone out since I spent three hours putting it together! Without further ado… </p> <p><a href="https://modernmarcy.tumblr.com/post/158756581221/are-you-interested-in-watching-adventure-time-but" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
</blockquote>
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Body: <p><a href="http://starstruck-stargazing.tumblr.com/post/165663229244/okay-but-i-cant-stop-thinking-about-eddie-and" class="tumblr_blog">starstruck-stargazing</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p>Okay, but I can’t stop thinking about Eddie and Richie in university. </p>
<p>So it’s a few years later after Pennywise and the Loser Club have carried on with their lives, real life doesn’t stop for anyone ya know, paranormal clown killers or not. And for real-life reasons, everyone goes to different universities in and out of the state. </p>
<p>For this reason, of course, Eddie makes new friends, who are a little surprised at first when he reveals he’s taken as he’s flirted with at a party one night. It becomes a game among these friends to imagine what this guy significant other would be like. Obviously, she would be some girl with straight A’s and neatly parted hair who wears summer dresses and probably wears glasses - the stereotypical image of a good Christian girl. </p>
<p>One afternoon Eddie had mentioned his ‘significant other’ was coming to visit and they all took this as the opportunity to finally see this put-together, pure, Puritan girl. </p>
<p>So you can imagine their shock when a <i>boy, </i>with straggly black hair to his jaw, covered in freckles and moles, wearing a faded (only <i>slightly </i>stained) Nirvana shirt and ripped jeans clambers out of an old pickup truck with a shout of, “EDS MOTHERFUCKING KASPBRAK, HAVE I MISSED YOU!” <br/></p>
<p>Maybe this boy was just his friend? Maybe he was just dropping her off as well? Would Eddie Kaspbrak, the boy who starts his essay’s the night he gets them, goes to every morning lecture and who is never seen without brushed hair, trouser pleats and a pressed shirt be with the guy with the massive smudged glasses and broken converse?</p>
<p>But then Eddie doesn’t answer him, just kisses him so hard the boy is slammed back into the door of the truck, and his friends give up. </p>
<hr><p>Alternatively, at his university, Richie’s friends think similarly to Eddie’s. I mean. Richie Tozier, the boy who burnt down the dorm kitchen trying to make goddam pasta, got thrown out of Target for climbing on the checkout counter to dance to the Macarena, and has never been seen wearing a clean shirt in his life - would he be really interested in some preppy clean-cut girl?</p>
<p>Nah, his friends guessed she would be a punk girl with dyed red, no GREEN, hair and wore fishnets and had loads of piercings and got expelled from loads of schools. Yeah, that’s who Richie Tozier would like. </p>
<p>Oh, how naive and wrong they were. </p>
<p>Because one day Richie took a shower longer than 5 minutes, ran a brush through his hair, and was even spotted walking into a laundromat. So either he’d finally snapped, or his significant other was visiting. </p>
<p>They came with him to the park where they expected to find the cyber-punk girl sat under a tree to escape the sun that would tan her perfect porcelain skin or that could melt the random plastic shit she had attached to her crazy clothes and in her hair. </p>
<p>But then they see Richie walking towards a park bench next to a lake and they are gobsmacked. Sat there was the most conforming, suburban-looking boy they’d ever seen, wearing a dress shirt tucked into pleated trousers with a belt that matched his smart shoes which were the same shade of brown as his round eyes and impeccable hair, throwing handfuls of bread into the pond like a young elderly man. </p>
<p>They watch how as soon as he approaches the boy stands up with a glare before starting to fix his collar from the nice polo shirt under his freshly clean Star Wars shirt and running his fingers gently through his hair he had attempted to tame, clicking his tongue beratingly and saying something they couldn’t hear. </p>
<p>Maybe he was another friend trying to make him look good for the girlfriend on her way? </p>
<p>Then Richie grabs the hand in his hair further into the thick mess and tugs him closer to kiss him deeply, wrapping his lanky arms around the doll-like shorter boy. It’s when the boy stretches onto his toes and flings his arm around Richie’s neck to hold him tighter against him that his friend’s stop trying to pretend they can predict who Richie Tozier is. </p>
</blockquote>
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Body: <h1>Mike Head-Cannons </h1><h2>Just a couple cannons in a slight AU </h2><ul><li>So to start off Mike definitely convinces his grandfather to let him go to high school with the rest of the losers. He joins to football team and gets quite popular. </li><li>Even though with he new found popularity, he always sits with the losers at lunch. When people ask why he insists on sitting with them, he just replys “they’re my best friends”. </li><li>Which is true because he looks up to all of them and genuinely respects them. </li><li>Ben and him go to the library at least once a week to learn more about Derry’s history. They’re both just so intrigued by it, and Ben loves the old photos Mike has from his father. And Mike is just so happy to find someone who loves Derry’s history just as much as he does. </li><li>TBH I feel like him and Ben would be super close. Like when Ben started wanting to run to lose weight, Mike was super supportive (all the loser where but Mike more so). Mike and him go running every weekend and Mike keeps encouraging Ben to go just one more block. Ben super appreciates his support. </li><li>Since Mike grew up on the farm he actually knows a few things about wild birds since he’s always outside. So Stan loves going bird watching with Mike because Mike actually knows what he’s talking about and they both share a passion for birds. (Well Mike is just passionate about animals in general). </li><li>When Eddie was looking for ways to piss off his mom, he decided to join the football team, and asked Mike to teach him how to play. When Mike starts showing him, everything is going great until Eddie falls and hurts his knee. Mike has to calm him down and he tells Eddie that bumps and bruises are gonna happen, but the game is actually really fun. Mike promises he is never gonna let anything serious happen to him on the field. Eddie trusts him on this and they go back to practicing, and eventually Eddie is having so much fun that he doesn’t even notice the few bruises. (Of course Eddie makes the team). </li><li>Mike understands that sometimes girls just need other girls to talk too. And he knows that Bev just has the losers. Bev needs a girl like herself to befriend. So he goes out and looks all Derry for the perfect “girlfriend” for Bev and finally finds her. He has to practically beg Bev to meet her and when she finally agrees, the two girls are inseparable. Bev thanks him, telling him it’s great to hang out with someone and not hear a “your momma” joke. </li><li>Mike is a B average student and Richie on the other hand is D average student. Poor Mike is the only one with the patience to help Richie study. Richie’s grade slowly starts to improve due to Mike’s dedication to want to see his friends succeed. Richie says that he was already a genius without Mike, but is actually secretly grateful for the help. </li><li>Richie also isn’t afraid to punch (well try too) anyone in the face who makes a racist comment about Mike, and the same goes for Mike when he hears someone bullying Richie for being gay. </li><li>Mike is one of the few losers who truely understand lost, so he spends Georgie’s birthday and death day with Bill. Sometimes they spend the whole day looking photos of Georgie on Bills bed, or doing things that Georgie likes to do. Bill always waits for Mike to get bored and walk away, but he never does. </li><li>So Bill does the same for Mike on his parents birthdays and death days. </li><li>Mike always had an extra inhaler for Eddie, cigarettes for Bev and Richie, printed out sayings to help with Bills stutter when it gets real bad, an extra Kippah for Stan in case a bully takes his, and snacks for Ben (to remind Ben that’s it’s okay to enjoy food) in his backpack 24/7. </li><li>After everyone leaves Derry one by one and starts to forget, Mike realizes it’s his responsibility to stay behind. </li><li>And when they all come back in 27 years, Mike is so damn proud to what they’ve all become, because dammit that’s his family. </li></ul><p>Sorry not sorry that is so long, show Mike some love people. </p>
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Body: <p><a href="https://maroyui.tumblr.com/post/165507994415/basically-chapter-two-of-it-richie-from-now-on" class="tumblr_blog">maroyui</a>:</p>

<blockquote><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>basically chapter two of IT</b></p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><br/></p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>richie:</b> from now on, we’ll be using codenames. you can address me as ‘eagle 1.’ bill, code name, &lsquo;been there done that.’</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>bill:</b> d-dude…</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>richie:</b> eddie is, 'currently doing that.’</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b><b>eddie and richie</b>:</b> *high fives each other*</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>richie:</b> ben is,'it happened once in a dream’</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>ben:</b> *winks*</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>richie:</b> beverly code name, 'if i had to pick a chick.’ </p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>beverly:</b> what an honor </p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>richie:</b> mike is… 'eagle 2’</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>mike:</b> oh thank god </p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>richie:</b> 'i’d be lying if i said i hadn’t thought about it’ will be stan</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>everyone</b>: what</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>richie:</b> what </p></blockquote>
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